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FOE  A  STATUE  OE  CHAUCEE 

AT 

WOODSTOCK. 


Such  was  old  Chaucer;  such  thk  placid  mien 

Or  HIM  who  first  with  harmony  inform'd 

The  lajtouaok  or  our  fathers.  Hkbk  hk  dwelt 

Foe  many  a  cheerful  day.  These  ancient  walls 

Have  often  heard  him,  while  his  legends  blithe 

He  sang;  or  love,  or  knighthood,  or  the  wiles 

Of  homely  life  :  through  each  estate  akd  aoe, 

The  fashions  and  the  follies  of  the  world 

With  cunning  hand  pourtraying.  Though  perchance 

From  Blenheim's  towers,  O  stranger,  thou  art  come 

Glowing  with  Churchill's  trophies;  yet  in  vain 

Dost  thou  applaud  them,  if  thy  breast  be  cold 

To  bum,  this  other  hero  ;  who,  in  times 

Dare  and  untaught,  began  with  charming  verse 

To  tame  the  rudeness  of  his  native  land. 

Akenside. 


THE  PREFACE. 


The  first  object  of  this  publication  was  to  give  the  text  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  as 
correct  as  the  MSS.  within  the  reach  of  the  Editor  would  enable  him  to  make  it. 

The  account  of  former  Editions,  in  the  Appendix  to  this  Preface  (a),  will  shew,  that  this 
object  had  hitherto  been  either  entirely  neglected,  or  at  least  very  imperfectly  pursued.  The 
Editor  therefore  has  proceeded  as  if  his  author  had  never  been  published  before.  He  has 
formed  the  text  throughout  from  the  MSS.  and  has  paid  little  regard  to  the  readings  of  any 
edition,  except  the  two  by  Caxton,  each  of  which  may  now  be  considered  as  a  Manuscript.  A 
List  of  the  MSS.  collated,  or  consulted,  upon  this  occasion  is  subjoined  (b). 

In  order  to  make  the  proper  use  of  these  MSS.,  to  unravel  the  confusions  of  their  orthogra- 
phy, and  to  judge  between  a  great  number  of  various  readings,  it  was  necessary  to  enquire 
into  the  state  of  our  language  and  versification  at  the  time  when  Chaucer  wrote,  and  also,  as 
much  as  was  possible,  into  the  peculiarities  of  his  style  and  manner  of  composition.  Nor  was 
it  less  necessary  to  examine  with  some  attention  the  work  now  intended  to  be  republished  ;  to 
draw  a  line  between  the  imperfections,  which  may  be  supposed  to  have  been  left  in  it  by  the 
author,  and  those  which  have  crept  into  it  since ;  to  distinguish  the  parts  where  the  author 
appears  as  an  inventor,  from  those  where  he  is  merely  a  translator,  or  imitator ;  and  throughout 
the  whole  to  trace  his  allusions  to  a  variety  of  forgotten  books  and  obsolete  customs.  As  a 
certain  degree  of  information  upon  all  these  points  will  be  found  to  be  necessary  even  for  the 
reading  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  with  intelligence  and  satisfaction,  the  Editor  hopes  he  shall 
be  excused  for  supposing,  that  the  majority  of  his  readers  will  not  be  displeased  with  his 
attempt  to  shorten  at  least  the  labour  of  their  enquiries,  by  laying  before  them  such  parts  of 
the  result  of  his  own  researches,  as  he  judges  will  be  most  conducive  to  that  purpose.  He  has 
therefore  added  to  the  text,  1.  Ak  Essay •  ox  the  Language  and  Versification  op 
Chaucer  ;  2.  An  introductory  Discourse  to  the  Canterbury  Tales  ;  and  3.  Notes, 

•  In  this  Emay,  Part  the  third,  {.  1-6.  is  contained  a  short  view  of  English  Poetry  to  the  time  of  Chaucer,  the 
trouble  of  compiling  which  the  Editor  might  perhaps  hare  Bared  himself,  if  he  had  foreseen,  that  Mr.  Warton'a 
BnoiT  or  Exousa  Porrar  would  hare  appeared  so  soon.  Both  the  Essay  and  the  Introductory  Discourse  were 
printed  More  Mr.  Warton's  book  was  published ;  which  is  mentioned,  not  so  much  to  obrlate  any  suspicion  of 
plagiarism,  as  to  apologise  for  whatever  defects  there  may  be  in  either  of  those  treatises,  from  a  want  of  the  lights, 
which  that  learned  and  elegant  writer  has  thrown  upon  all  parts  of  this  subject. 
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into  which  he  has  thrown  an  account  of  the  most  material  various*  readings  ;  illustrations  of 
particular  passages ;  and  explanations  of  the  most  uncommon  words  and  phrases,  especially 
such  as  are  omitted,  or  ill  explained,  in  the  Glossary  to  Urry's  Edition. 

He  had  once  an  intention  of  adding  a  Glossary*,  and  a  Life  of  Chaucer.  From  the  former 
of  these  undertakings  he  was  deterred  by  the  bulk  to  which  this  publication  had  already 
swollen,  and  by  the  consideration  that  a  Glossary,  adapted  to  a  part  only  of  Chaucer's  writings, 
must  necessarily  be  a  very  imperfect  work,  the  utility  of  which  would  by  no  means  be  propor- 
tionable to  the  labour  employed  in  compiling  it.  If  this  attempt,  to  invite  the  attention  of  the 
public  to  their  too  much  neglected  bard,  should  so  far  succeed  as  to  bring  to  light  any  MSS. 
by  the  help  of  which,  together  with  those  in  the  Bodleian  and  other  Libraries,  the  remainder 
of  the  writings  of  Chaucer  might  be  restored  to  a  tolerable  degree  of  purity,  a  good  Glossary 
to  the  whole  would  be  a  most  useful  work,  and  indeed  would  answer  all  the  purposes  of  a 
Dictionary  of  our  antient  Language. 

With  respect  to  a  life  of  Chaucer,  he  found,  after  a  reasonable  waste  of  time  and  pains  in 
searching  for  materials,  that  he  coud  add  few  fad*  to  those,  which  have  already  appeared  in 
several  lives  of  that  poet ;  and  he  was  not  disposed,  either  to  repeat  the  comments  and  inven- 
tions, by  which  former  biographers  have  endeavoured  to  supply  the  deficiency  of  facts,  or  to 
substitute  any  of  his  own  for  the  same  laudable  purpose.  Instead  therefore  of  a  formal  life  of 
his  author,  which,  upon  these  principles,  must  have  been  a  very  meagre  narration,  he  has 
added  to  this  Preface  (c)  a  short  Abstract  of  the  historical  passages  of  the  Life 
of  Chaucer,  with  remarks,  which  may  serve  to  separate  for  the  future  those  passages  from 
others,  which  have  nothing  to  recommend  them  to  credit,  but  the  single  circumstance  of 
having  been  often  repeated. 

He  will  detain  the  reader  no  longer  than  just  to  observe,  that  in  the  following  edition  of  the 
Canterbury  Tales  he  does  not  recollect  to  have  deviated  from  the  MSS.  (except,  perhaps,  by 
adding  the  final  n  to  a  very  few  words)  in  any  one  instance,  of  which  the  reader  is  not  adver- 
tised in  the  notes. 


[*  Tbia  intention  the  learned  Editor  afterwards  carried  into  execution,  and  published  a  Glossary  in  1778.] 
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(a)  an  account  of  former  editions  of  the  canterbury  tales. 

The  Art  of  Printing  had  been  invented  and  exercised  for  a  considerable  time,  in  most 
countries  of  Europe,  before  the  Art  of  Criticism  was  called  in  to  superintend  and  direct  its 
operations.  It  is  therefore  much  more  to  the  honour  of  our  meritorious  countryman  William 
Caxton,  that  he  chose  to  make  the  Canterbury  Tales  one  of  the  earliest  productions  of  his  press, 
than  it  can  be  to  his  discredit,  that  he  printed  them  very  incorrectly.  He  probably  took  the  first 
MS.  thai  he  coud  procure  to  print  from,  and  it  happened  unluckily  to  be  one  of  the  worst  in  all 
respects  that  he  coud  possibly  have  met  with.  The  very  few  copies  of  this  Edition,  which  are 
now  remaining*,  have  no  date,  but  Mr.  Ames  supposes  it  to  have  been  printed  in  1475  or  G. 

It  is  still  more  to  the  honour  of  Caxton,  that  when  he  was  informed  of  the  imperfections  of 
his  edition,  he  very  readily  undertook  a  second, "  for  to  satisfy  the  author,"  (as  he  says  himself,) 
*  whereas  tofore  by  ignorance  h*  had  erred  in  hurting  and  diffaming  his  book."  His  whole 
account  of  this  matter,  in  the  Preface  to  this  second  Edition,  is  so  clear  and  ingenuous,  that  I 
shall  insert  it  below  in  his  own  words b.  This  Edition  is  also  without  date,  except  that  the 
Preface  informs  us,  that  it  was  printed  six  years  after  the  first. 

■  Tlw  late  Mr.  West  was  so  obliging  as  to  lend  me  a  complete  copy  of  this  Edition,  which  ia  now,  at  I  have  heard,  in 
ike  Unfa  Library.  There  is  another  complete  copy  in  the  Library  of  Merton  College,  which  Is  illuminated,  and  has 
a  ruled  line  under  every  printed  one,  to  give*  it  the  appearance,  I  suppose,  of  a  MS.  Neither  of  these  books,  though 
afSfiiiegly  complete,  has  any  Preface  or  Advertisement 

•  Pref.  to  Gaxton's  Sd  Edit  from  a  copy  in  the  Library  of  St  John's  Coll.  Oxford.  Amu,  p.  &5.— Whiche  book  I 
swwe  dylygently  oversea,  and  duly  ezamyned  to  the  ende  that  it  be  made  accordyng  unto  his  owen  makyng ;  for  I 
fyad* many  of  the  sayd  bookes,  whlche  wijleis  have  abrydgyd  it,  and  many  thynges  left  out,  and  in  some  places  have 
setts  csrtayn  versys  that  he  never  made  ne  sette  in  hys  booke ;  of  whyche  bookes  so  incorrect*  was  one  broughte  to  me 
vt  ysrs  psssjd,  whiche  I  supposed  had  ben  veray  true  and  correcte,  and  accordyng  to  the  same  I  dyde  do  enprynte  a 
esrtaya  notnber  of  them,  whyche  anon  were  soldo  to  many  and  dyverse  gentyl  men,  of  whom  one  gentylman  cam  to 
a**,  and  sayd  that  this  book  was  not  according  in  many  places  unto  the  book  that  Gefferey  Chaucer  had  made.  To 
whom  I  answered,  that  I  had  made  it  accordyng  to  my  oopye,  and  by  me  was  nothyng  added  ne  mynusbyd.  Tbenne 
he  sayd,  he  knewe  a  book  whyche  hys  fader  had  and  moche  lovyd,  that  was  very  trewe,  and  accordyng  unto  hys  owen 
list  book  by  hym  made ;  and  sayd  more,  yf  I  wold  enprynte  it  agayn,  he  wold  gete  me  the  same  book  for  a  oopye.  How 
be  it  he  wyat  well  that  hys  fader  wold  not  gladly  departs  fro  it  To  whom  I  said,  in  cams  that  he  ooude  gete  me  suche 
a  book,  trews  and  correcte,  yet  I  wold  ones  endevoyre  me  to  enprynte  it  agnyn,  for  to  satisfy  the  auctour,  where  as 
feasor*  by  ygnarannoe  I  erryd  in  hurtyng  and  dyffamyng  his  book  in  dyverce  places,  in  setting  in  somme  thynges  that 
to  never  sayd  ne  made,  and  leving  out  many  thynges  that  he  made,  whyche  ben  requysite  to  be  sette  in  it  And  thus 
we  fyO  aft  accord,  and  be  full  gentylly  gate  of  hys  fader  the  said  book,  and  delyvered  it  to  me,  by  whiche  I  have 
eorrseted  say  book*  as  hears  after  alle  akmge  by  the  ayde  of  almighty  God  shal  folowe,  whom  I  humbly  beseohe,  4c. 
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Ames  mentions  an  Edition  of  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales,  "  Collected  by  William  Caxton, 
and  printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde  atWestmestre,  in  1495.  Folio."  He  does  not  appear  to  have 
seen  it  himself,  nor  have  I  ever  met  with  any  other  authority  for  its  existence  ;  which  however  | 
I  do  not  mean  to  dispute.   If  there  was  such  an  Edition,  we  may  be  tolerably  sure,  that  it  was  i 
only  a  copy  of  Caxton's.  ' 

This  was  certainly  the  case  of  both  Pynson's  Editions.  He  has  prefixed  to  both  the  intro- 
ductory part  of  Caxton*8  Prohemye  to  his  2d  Edition,  without  the  least  alteration.  In  what 
follows,  he  says,  that  he  purposes  to  imprint  his  book  [in  the  first  Edition]  by  a  copy  of  the  said 
Matter  Caxton,  and  [in  the  second]  by  a  copy  of  William  Caxton's  imprinting  *.  That  the  Copy, 
mentioned  in  both  these  passages,  by  which  Pynson  purposed  to  imprint,  was  really  Caxton's 
second  Edition,  is  evident  from  the  slightest  comparison  of  the  three  books.  Pynson's  first 
Edition  has  no  date,  but  is  supposed  (upon  good  grounds,  I  think)  to  have  been  printed  not 
long  after  1491,  the  year  of  Caxton's  death.  His  second  Edition  d  is  dated  in  1526,  and  was  the 
first  in  which  a  Collection  of  some  other  pieces  of  Chaucer  was  added  to  the  Canterbury  Tales. 

The  next  Edition,  which  I  have  been  able  to  meet  with,  was  printed  by  Thomas  Godfray  in 
1532.   If  this  be  not  the  very  Edition  which  Leland  speaks  of*  as  printed  by  Berthelette,  with 


Mr.  Lewis  in  his  Life  of  Caxton,  p.  104,  has  published  a  minute  account  of  the  contents  of  this  edition  from  a  copy 
in  the  Library  of  Magdalen  College,  Cambridge,  but  without  deciding  whether  it  is  the  first  or  the  second  edition. 

It  is  undoubtedly  the  second ;  but  the  Preface  is  lost.  There  is  an  imperfect  copy  of  this  edition  in  the  Museum,  and 
another  in  the  Library  of  the  Royal  Society.  Both  together  would  not  make  a  complete  one. 

c  See  the  Prohemies  to  Pynson's  1st  and  2d  Editt  in  the  Preface  to  Urry's  Chaucer.  There  is  a  complete  copy  of 
Pyuson 's  1st  Edit  in  the  Library  of  the  Royal  Society. 

4  I  venture  to  call  this  Pynson's  2d  Edit  though  Ames  (from  some  notes  of  Bagford)  speaks  of  Editions  in  1520  and 
1522.  He  does  not  appear  to  have  seen  them  himself.  Mr.  West  had  a  copy  of  the  Edition  of  1526,  in  which  the  name 
of  the  printer  and  the  date  of  the  impression  are  regularly  set  down  at  the  end  of  tho  Canterbury  Tales.  After  that 
follow  «  Troilus  and  Creseide"  and  "  The  Boke  of  Fame"  at  the  end  of  which  last  is  a  note,  copied  from  Caxton's  edition 
of  the  same  book,  with  this  addition,  And  here  folowcth  another  of  his  workes.  But  in  Mr.  West's  copy  nothing 
followed.  The  writer  of  the  Preface  to  Ed.  Urr.  seems  to  have  had  the  use  of  a  copy  of  this  Edition  in  1526,  which 
contained  some  other  pieces  of  Chaucer's,  and  several  by  other  hands.  See  the  Prcf.  to  Ed.  Urr. 

•  I  think  it  necessary  to  state  Lcland's  account  of  the  editions  of  Chaucer  in  his  own  words,  from  Tanner's  Bitot 
Brit.  v.  Chaucer.  "Non  alienum  meo  erit  institute  palam  fnccre,  Gulirlmum  Caxodunum,  hominem  nec  indiligenten 
nee  indoctum,  et  quern  constat  primum  Londini  artem  exercuisse  typographical™,  Chauceri  opera,  quotquot  vel  prefao 
vel  precious  comparare  potuit,  in  unum  volumen  coUcgisse.  Vic  it  tamen  Caxodunicam  cditionem  Bertholetus  noster 
opera  Oulielmi  Thynni,  qui  multo  labore,  sedulitate,  ao  cura  us  us  in  perquirendis  vetustis  cxemplaribus,  raulta  prim* 
adjecit  rditioni.  Sed  nec  in  hac  parte  caruit  Brianus  Tucca,  mihi  familiaritate  conjunctissimus,  et  Anglicr  lingua* 
eloquentia  mirificus,  sua  gloria,  edita  in  postremam  impressionem  prwfatione  climata,  luculenta,  elegant!.  Sequat 
igitur  oodiccm  paucis  abhinc  annis  impressum,  et  promissum  adponam  syllabon."  He  then  gives  a  Syllabus  of  the 
works  of  Chaucer,  contained  in  that  Edition, as  follows : "  Fnbula  Cantiatue  xxiv,  quarum  due  solutaoratioue  scripts; ; 
sed  Petri  Aratoris  fabula,  quae  communi  doctorum  consensu  Chaucero,  tanquam  vero  parenti,  attribuitur,  in  utraque 
editione,  quia  malos  sacerdotum  mores  vehementer  increpavit,  suppressa  est  De  arte  amandi  alias  Komaunce  of  the 
Rose?  Ac. 

Before  I  make  any  remarks  upon  this  account,  I  must  observe  that  it  was  drawn  up  by  Leland  before  the  year  1540. 
This  appears  from  his  "  New  Year's  gift  to  Henry  VIII.  in  the  xxxvii  yeare  of  his  raygne,"  (1  Jan.  1546.)  in  which  he 
says  expressly,  that  ho  had  spent  the  last  six  years  in  travelling  about  the  kingdom,  "  all  his  other  occupations  inter- 
mitted." [Ed.  1745.  p.  xxii.  prefixed  to  Leland's  Itin.  v.  i.]  so  that  his  book  De  Vine  illu/tribut,  which  he  speaks  of  as 
finished  in  the  same  piece,  p.  xxl.  must  have  been  finished  before  he  set  out  upon  his  travels.  I  will  observe  too,  by 
the  way,  that  the  Biographers  of  I/eland  seem  to  have  confounded  theso  last  six  years  travels  with  his  former  travels, 
in  execution  of  the  Commission  granted  to  him  by  Henry  VIII.  to  serche  the  Libraries  of  Monasteries,  Colleges,  Arc. 
That  Commission  was  granted  in  the  year  1533,  25  H.  VIII.  but  how  many  years  he  spent  in  the  execution  of  it,  there 
Is  no  authority,  that  I  can  find,  for  determining  with  precision. 

In  the  account  above-quoted,  Leland  is  certainly  mistaken  in  saying  that  Caxton  collected  the  works  of  Chaucer 
into  one  volume-  He  printed  two  Editions  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  by  themselves,  as  has  been  shewn  above.  He  also 


r 

i 


T  

APPENDIX  TO  THE  PREFACE. 


v 


the  Mustanoe  of  Mr.  William  Thynne,  (as  I  rather  suspect  it  is,)  we  may  be  assured  that  it 
!  was  copied  from  that.  Mr.  Thynne's  Dedication  to  Henry  VIII.  stands  at  the  head  of  it ; 
|   and  the  great  number  of  Chaucer's  works,  never  before  published,  which  appear  in  it,  fully 

\  printed  Boethiua,  Troll  us  and  Creasida,  and  the  Boke  of  Fame ;  but  each  In  a  separate  volume ;  and  some  smaller  pieces 
ef  Chancer,  intermixed  with  several  of  Lydgate,  *c  in  another  volume,  of  which  the  contents  may  be  seen  in  Mid- 
Astra's  Dissert,  p.  963.  n.  [d] ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  attempted  to  collect  these  separate  publications 

I    late  one  volume. 

Lslsnd  is  also  inaccurate,  at  least,  in  representing  the  edition  by  Thynne  as  coming  next  after  that  by  Caxton, 
!    without  taking  any  notice  of  the  intermediate  editions  by  Pynson,  and  especially  that  in  1626,  in  which  an  attempt 

was  really  made  to  collect  the  works  of  Chaucer  into  one  volume. 
{      It  may  appear  presumptuous  to  go  further,  and  to  charge  him  with  inaccuracy  in  his  description  of  that  very 
aiitlon  by  Thynne,  which  he  seems  to  have  had  before  his  eyes,  but  I  am  much  inclined  to  suspect,  (as  I  have  inti- 
DMUed  la  the  text.)  that  the  edition  which  he  speaks  of  as  printed  by  Berthelette  was  really  printed  by  Godfrey,  and 
that  the  Preface  of  Brianus  Tucca  (Sir  Brian  Tuke)  which  he  commends  so  much,  was  nothing  else  but  the  Prefatory 
I    aidless,  or  Dedication,  to  the  King,  which  is  prefixed  to  Godfrey's  and  other  later  editions  in  the  name  of  Mr.  William 
I    Thynne.  The  mistake  may  not  have  been  so  extravagant,  as  it  appears  to  be  at  first.  It  is  possible,  that  Berthelette 
night  be  concerned  in  putting  forth  the  edition  of  1532,  though  it  was  printed  by  Godfrey ;  and  it  is  very  probable, 
that  the  Dedication,  (which  is  in  such  a  style  as  I  think  very  likely  to  be  commended  by  Leland.)  though  standing  in 
the  name  of  Mr.  William  Thynne,  was  composed  for  him  by  Sir  Brian  Tuke.  Mr.  Thynne  himself,  I  apprehend,  was 
tather  a  lover,  than  a  master,  of  these  studies. 

In  support  of  this  suspicion  I  observe,  1.  that  the  syllabus,  which  Leland  has  given  of  the  contents  of  Berthelette's 
edition,  agrees  exactly  enough  with  the  contents  of  the  edition  by  Godfrey,  a  few  small  pieces  only  being  omitted  by 
aim.  f.  The  date  of  Godfrey's  Edition  in  1533  agrees  perfectly  with  what  Leland  says  of  the  edition  in  question,  (viz. 
that  it  was  printed  a  few  peart  before,)  and  with  the  probable  date  of  Mr.  Thynne's  edition,  which  appears  to  have 
seen  published  not  earlier  than  1530,  and  certainly  not  later  than  1532.  It  was  not  published  earlier  than  1530, 
because  tk*  French  Grammar  made  bp  an  Englishman,  mentioned  in  the  Dedication,  must  mean,  in  all  probability, 
L'axiaircisrmunt  de  la  langue  Franchise  by  John  Palsgrave,  the  printing  of  which  was  finished  by  John  Hawkins, 
xvtti  July,  1530,  and  the  Privilege  granted  on  the  3  September  following.  It  was  not  later  than  1533,  because  the  Dedi- 
cation appears  in  Godfrey's  edition  of  that  year.  3.  If  Berthelette  had  printed  Mr.  Thynne's  edition,  in  1531  (we  will 
appose),  it  is  inconceivable  that  Godfrey  should  set  about  another  edition  so  immediately  as  to  be  able  to  publish  it  the 
very  next  year.  Though  the  printers  of  that  age  had  a  very  imperfect  notion,  I  apprehend,  of  Copy-right  at  Common 
Uw,  they  may  be  presumed  to  have  had  always  a  certain  Common  Sense,  which  would  restrain  them  from  under- 
taking a  new  Impression  of  a  book,  while  a  considerable  number  of  copies  of  a  former  impression  remained  unsold, 
whether  those  copies  belonged  to  themselves  or  to  others.  Besides,  Godfrey's  edition  has  no  appearance  of  a  hasty, 
piratical  impression.  It  Is  upon  a  fine  paper,  and  the  types  and  press  work  are  remarkably  neat  and  elegant.  4. 1  think 
we  have  Berthelette's  own  authority  for  believing  that  he  did  not  print  Mr.  Thynne's  edition  of  Chaucer.  In  the  pre- 
face to  Gower*s  Confasio  Amantis,  which  he  published  in  this  very  year  1532,  after  having  mentioned  Troplus  and 
CrmrnUth9  goes  on  thus :  "  The  whlche  noble  warke  and  many  other  of  the  say  de  Chausers,  that  never  were  before  im- 
I  prated,  and  those  that  very  fewe  men  knewe  and  fewer  hadde  them,  be  now  of  late  put  forthe  together  in  a  fayre  volume.** 
j  There  can  bo  no  doubt  that  in  this  passage  he  refers  to  Mr.  Thynne's  edition,  and  if  he  had  printed  it  himself,  1  think 
I  at  would  certainly  have  claimed  the  honour  of  it.  At  the  same  time,  the  favourable  manner  In  which  he  speaks  of  it, 
would  lead  one  to  imagine,  (as  has  been  suggested  above,)  that  he  had  some  concern  in  It 

Upon  the  whole  therefore  I  am  persuaded,  that  the  edition  by  Godfrey  in  1533  is  the  edition  which  Leland  speaks  of 
m  pj  In  ted  by  Berthelette  I  have  given  above  what  I  conjecture  to  have  been  the  probable  grounds  of  his  mistake. 
Bat  indeed,  when  we  recollect  the  hurry  in  which  this  work  of  Leland  must  have  been  compiled,  and  that  it  was  left 
by  him  Tf*"*"*^.  we  need  not  seek  for  any  other  causes  of  the  inaccuracies  with  which  it  abounds.  In  the  latter 
part  of  the  passagm  cited  above,  he  speaks  of  The  Ploughman's  Tale  by  the  title  of  Petri  Aratoris  fabula,  confounding 
n.  In  the  title  at  least,  with  Pierce  Ploughman's  Visions.  For  I  do  not  suppose  that  he  meant  to  attribute  the  Visions 
I     to  Chaucer ;  though  in  fact  the  one  might  as  well  be  attributed  to  him  as  the  other. 

'  Notwithstanding  the  immoderate  length  of  this  note,  I  must  not  suppress  another  testimony,  which  may  be  produced 
'     In  favour  of  the  existence  of  an  Edition  of  Chaucer  by  Mr.  Thynne,  distinct  from  that  printed  by  Godfrey.  3Ir. 

0fjefht  m  his  Life  of  Chaucer  has  the  following  passage :  M  M.  William  Thynn  in  his  first  printed  booke  of  Chancers 
1  werka  with  one  columbe  on  a  side,  had  a  Tale  called  the  Pilgrims  tale,  which  was  more  odious  to  the  Clergie,  than  the 
spiarh  of  the  Plowman.  The  tale  began  thus :  In  Lincolnshire  fast  by  a  fenne :  Standcth  a  religious  house  who  doth 
it  ksnne.  The  argument  of  which  tale,  as  also  the  occasion  thereof,  and  the  cause  why  it  was  left  out  of  Chaucers 
works,  shall  hereafter  be  shewed,  if  God  permit,  in  M.  Fran.  Thyns  coment  upon  Chaucer:  and  the  Tale  itselfo 
published  if  possibip  it  can  be  found." 

It  must  be  allowed  that  this  description  of  Mr.  Thynne's  first  edition, ••  with  one  columns  on  a  side,  and  a  tale  called 
la*  Pilgrim's  tmU?  does  not  suit  the  edition  printed  by  Godfrey,  which  is  in  two  columns  and  has  no  Pilgrim's  tale 
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entitles  it  to  the  commendations,  which  have  always  been  given  to  Mr.  Thynne's  edition  on 
that  account.  Accordingly,  it  was  several  times  reprinted  as  the  standard  edition  of  Chancer*! 
works,  without  any  material  alteration,  except  the  insertion  of  the  Plowman's  tale  in  1542,  of 
which  I  have  spoken  in  the  Discourse,  &c.  n.  32. 

As  my  business  here  is  solely  with  the  Canterbury  Tales,  I  shall  take  no  notice  of  the 
several  miscellaneous  pieces,  by  Chaucer  and  others,  which  were  added  to  them  by  Air. 
Thynne  in  his  Edition,  and  afterwards  by  Stowe  and  Speght  in  the  Editions  of  1561, 1597,  and 

Bnt  I  obeenre  that  Mr.  Speght  does  not  pretend  to  hare  seen  this  book.  He  even  doubts  whether  the  tale  eon  be  found. 
If  therefore  I  should  be  able  to  prove,  that  tho  Tale,  which  he  speaks  of,  coud  not  possibly  be  in  Mr.  Th ynne's  first 
edition.  I  presume  no  great  stress  will  be  laid  upon  the  other  part  of  his  evidence,  in  which  he  supposes  that  edition  to 
have  been  printed  with  only  one  oolumne  on  a  side. 

It  appears  very  strange,  at  first  sight,  that  the  Plowman's  Tale  (according  to  Leland)  should  have  been  suppressed 
in  Mr.  Thynne's  edition,  quia  malos  sacerdotum  mores  vehcmentcr  increpavit,  and  that  he  should  have  inserted  this 
Pilgrim's  Tale,  which,  as  Mr.  Speght  tells  us,  was  still  more  odious  to  the  Clergie.  A  few  years  after,  when  the  Refor- 
mation was  further  advanced,  in  154k,  the  Plowman's  Tale  is  inserted  among  Chaucer's  works  and  the  Pilgrim's  Tale 
is  suppressed !  But  there  is  no  occasion  to  insist  upon  these  little  improbabilities.  Though  Mr.  8pe*ht  did  not  know 
where  to  find  the  Pilgrim's  Tale,  and  the  Printer  of  the  Edit,  in  1687  assures  us,  that  he  had  searched  for  it  ■«  in  ths 
public  libraries  of  both  Universities.**  and  also  "  in  all  private  libraries  that  he  could  have  access  unto,"  I  have  had 
the  good  fortune  to  meet  with  a  copy  *.  It  is  entitled,  "  The  Pylgrymse  tale"  and  begins  thus : 

In  Lincolneshyr  fast  by  the  feno 
Ther  stent  an  hows  and  you  yt  ken. 
And  rallyd  sempynhnm  of  religion 
And  is  of  an  old  foundation,  Arc. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  I  think,  that  this  is  the  piece  of  which  Mr.  Speght  had  received  some  confused  intelligence 
It  seems  to  have  been  mentioned  by  Bale  among  Chaucer's  works,  in  the  following  manner.  «  Narrationes  diver- 
torum,  Lib.  L  In  comitatu  Lincolniensifuit—"  Script.  Brit.  p.  526.  Ed.  155a  But  it  is  impossible  that  any  one  who 
had  read  it  should  ascribe  it  to  Chaucer.  lie  is  quoted  in  it  twice  by  name,  foL  xxxiiL  and  foL  xlv.  and  in  the  latter 
place  the  reference  seems  to  be  made  to  a  printed  book.  The  reader  shall  judge.— 

He  sayd  he  durst  not  it  disclose. 

But  bad  me  reyd  the  Romant  of  the  Rose, 

The  thred  leafe  just  from  the  end, 

To  the  secund  papc  ther  he  did  me  send, 

He  prayd  me  thes  vi.  stavis  for  to  marke, 

Vhiche  be  Chancers  awn  hand  wark. 

%  Thus  moche  woll  our  boke  sygnify 

Tliat  while  Peter  hath  mastery,  ate 

[Then  follow  four  more  lines  from  Chaucer's  R.  R.  v.  7263—8  Ed.  Urr.]  It  is  not  usual,  at  least,  to  cite  M66.  by  Ac 
leaf  and  the  page.  But  if  this  citation  was  really  made  from  a  printed  book,  the  Pilgrim's  tale  must  have  been 
written  after  Mr.  Thynne's  edition,  for  Chaucer's  translation  of  the  Romant  of  the  Rose  was  first  printed  in  that 
edition.  Another  passage  will  fix  the  date  of  this  composition  still  more  dearly.  In  foL  xxxix.  xL  are  the  following 
lines: 

Perkin  teerbek  and  Jak  straw 

And  now  of  late  our  cobler  the  dawe. 

One  would  not  expect  to  find  any  mention  of  Perkin  Warbeck  in  a  work  attributed  to  Chaucer ;  but,  passing  that  over, 
1  think  it  is  plain,  that  our  cobler,  in  the  second  line,  means  the  leader  of  the  Lincolnshire  rebels  in  1536,  who,  as 
Ilollinshed  tells  us,  p.  941.  "  called  himself  Captaine  Cobler,  but  wns  indeed  a  monk,  named  Doctor  MackarelL"  The 
Pilgrim's  tale  therefore  was  not  written  till  after  1536,  and  consequently  coud  not  possibly  be  in  Mr.  Thynne's  first 
Edition,  which,  as  has  been  shewn  above,  was  printed  at  latest  in  1533. 


*  Tho  copy,  of  which  I  speak,  is  in  the  black  letter,  and  seems  to  have  once  made  part  of  a  volume  of  miscellaneous 
poems  in  8vo.  The  first  leaf  is  numbered  xxxi.  and  the  last  xlv.  The  Pilgrim's  tale  begins  about  the  middle  of  foL 
xxxi.  vers,  and  continues  to  the  end  of  the  fragment,  where  it  breaks  off  imperfect.  The  first  leaf  has  a  running  title 

 Venus  The  Court  of— and  contains  the  ten  last  lines  of  one  poem,  and  another  whole  poem  of  twenty  lines,  before 

the  Pilgrim's  tale. 

This  curious  fragment  was  purchased  at  the  Auction  of  Mr.  West's  library,  in  a  lot  (N°  *  1040)  of  Sundry  fragments 
of  eld  black-letter  books,  by  Mr.  Herbert  of  Gnlston's  Square,  who  very  obligingly  permitted  me  to  examine  it 
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1ML  With  respect  to  the  Canterbury  Tales,  I  am  under  a  necessity  of  observing,  that,  upon 
the  whole,  they  received  no  advantage  from  the  edition  of  1532.  Its  material  variations  from 
Cax ton's  moomd  edition  are  all,  I  think,  for  the  worse.  It  confounds  the  order  of  the  Squier's* 
and  the  FrankdeuCs  •  tales,  which  Caxton,  in  his  second  Edition,  had  set  right.  It  gives  the 
FramkdeinU  Prologue  to  the  Merchant,  in  addition  to  his  own  proper  Prologue  h.  It  produces 
for  the  first  time  two  Prologues,  the  one  to  the  Doctour**,  and  the  other  to  the  Shipments  tale, 
which  are  both  evidently  spurious' ;  and  it  brings  back  the  lines  of  ribaldry  k  in  the  Merchants 
tale,  which  Caxton,  in  his  second  Edition,  had  rejected  upon  the  authority  of  his  good  MS. 

However,  this  Edition  of  1532,  with  all  its  imperfections,  had  the  luck,  as  I  have  said,  to  be 
considered  as  the  standard  edition,  and  to  be  copied,  not  only  by  the  Booksellers,  in  their 
!  several  Editions1  of  1542,  1546,  1555,  and  1561,  but  also  by  Mr.  Speght,  (the  first  Editor  in 
I  form,  after  Mr.  Thynne,  who  set  his  name  to  his  work,)  in  1597  and  1602.  In  the  Dedication 
to  Sir  Robert  Cecil,  prefixed  to  this  last  edition,  he  speaks  indeed  of  having  "  reformed  the 
whole  work,  both  by  old  written  copies  and  by  Ma.  William  Thynnes  praise-worthy  labours," 
but  I  cannot  find  that  he  has  departed  in  any  material  point  from  those  editions,  which  I  have 
supposed  to  be  derived  from  Mr.  Thynne's.  In  the  very  material  points  abovementioned,  in 
which  those  editions  vary  from  Caxton's  second,  he  has  followed  them.  Nor  have  I  observed 
any  such  verbal  varieties,  as  would  induce  one  to  believe  that  he  had  consulted  any  good  MS. 
They  who  have  read  his  Preface,  will  probably  not  regret,  that  he  did  not  do  more  towards 
correcting  the  text  of  Chaucer. 

In  this  state  the  Canterbury  Tales  remained  "  till  the  edition  undertaken  by  Mr.  Urry,  which 
was  published,  some  years  after  his  death,  in  1721.  I  shall  say  but  little  of  that  edition,  as  a 
very  fair  and  full  account  of  it  is  to  be  seen  in  the  modest  and  sensible  Preface  prefixed  to  it 
by  Mr.  Timothy  Thomas",  upon  whom  the  charge  of  publishing  Chaucer  devolved,  or  rather 

f  am  the  Diacourte,  &c.  {.  xxiii.  and  Note  on  ver.  10293. 
f  See  the  Discourse,  Ac.  f .  xxv.  and  Note  on  rer.  10980. 

*  Set  the  Mine  Section  and  Note. 

>  See  them  in  all  the  Editt.  since  1539 

k  Bee  the  Note  on  rer.  10327*  The  lines  themselves  are  in  all  the  common  Editt 

*  There  are  some  other  Editions  mentioned  by  Ames,  without  date,  but  it  is  probable  that,  upon  inspection,  they 
weald  appear  to  be  one  or  other  of  the  Editions,  whose  dates  are  here  given.  It  seems  to  have  been  usual  to  print 
books  in  partnership,  and  for  each  partner  to  print  his  own  name  to  his  share  of  the  impression.  See  Ames,  p.  842. 
A  Bible  is  said  to  be  printed  in  1U1,  by  Nicholas  Hill — "  at  the  cost  and  charges  of  certayne  honest  menne  of  the 
ecrnpacyon,  tchose  names  be  upon  their  bokes." 

■  It  may  be  proper  Just  to  take  notice,  that  Mr.  Speght's  Edition  was  reprinted  in  1687,  with  an  Advertisement  at 
ttW  end.  m  which  the  Editor  pretended  to  publish  from  a  MS.  the  conclusion  of  the  Coke's  Tale  and  also  of  the 
■saJree  Tate,  thick  in  the  printed  books  are  said  to  be  lost  or  never  finished  by  the  author.— Those  Conclusions  may  be 
•sen  m  the  Preface  to  Ed.  Urr.  Whoever  the  Editor  was,  I  must  do  him  the  Justice  to  say,  that  they  are  both  really 
to  be  found  in  MS.  The  first  is  in  318.  B.  a.  and  the  other  in  MS.  B.  6\  from  which  Ilearne  has  also  printed  it,  as  a 
choice  discovery.  In  his  Letter  to  Bagford.  A  pp.  to  R.  G.  p.  6M.  If  I  thought  the  Reader  had  any  relish  for  such 
snppletnenta  to  Chaucer,  I  coud  treat  him  from  MS.  R.  a.  with  at  lea*t  thirty  more  lines,  which  hare  been  inserted 
m  different  parts  of  the  Cook's  Tale,  by  the  same  hand  that  wrote  this  Conclusion.  It  seems  to  have  been  an  early, 
thuBcn  very  unsuccessful,  attempt  to  supply  the  deficiencies  of  that  Tale,  before  any  one  had  thought  of  tacking 
Qmmdpn  to  it. 

■  I  learn  this  from  a  MS.  note  in  an  interleaved  copy  of  Urry's  Chaucer,  presented  to  the  British  Museum  by  Mr. 
William  Thorn a«,  a  brother,  as  I  apprehend,  of  Mr.  T.  Thomas.  T.  Thomas  was  of  Christ- Church,  Oxford,  and  died 
n  1731,  afpd  lis.  In  another  note  Mr.  W.  Thomas  informs  us,  that  the  Life  of  Chaucer,  in  that  edition,  was  very  uncor- 
rectfy  drawn  op  by  Mr.  Dart,  and  corrected  and  enlarged  by  W.  T.  <L  e.  himself.)  The  same  Mr.  W.  Thomas  has  taken 
a  great  deal  of  unnecessary  pains  in  collating  that  copy  of  Urry's  Edit,  with  several  M8&  The  best  part  of  the  various- 
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was  imposed,  after  Mr.  Urry's  death.  The  strange  licence,  in  which  Mr.  Uny  appears 
have  indulged  himself,  of  lengthening  and  shortening  Chaucer's  words  according  to  his  01 
fancy,  and  of  even  adding  words  of  his  own,  without  giving  his  readers  the  least  notice,  1 
made  the  text  of  Chaucer  in  his  edition  by  far  the  worst  that  was  ever  published. 

Since  this  there  has  been  no  complete  Edition  of  the  Canterbury  Tales.  A  volume  in  8 
containing  the  Prologue  and  the  Knightes  Tale,  with  large  explanatory  notes,  etc.  was  pi 
liahed  in  1737,  by  a  Gentleman,  (as  I  am  informed,)  who  has  since  distinguished  himself 
many  other  learned  and  useful  publications.  He  appears  to  have  set  out  upon  the  01 
rational  plan  of  publishing  Chaucer,  by  collating  the  best  MSS.  and  selecting  from  them  1 
genuine  readings  ;  and  accordingly  his  edition,  as  far  as  it  goes,  is  infinitely  preferable  to  a 
of  those  which  preceded  it. 


(■)  A  LIST  OF  MSS,  COLLATED,  OR  CONSULTED,  WITH  THE  ABBREVIATIONS  Bl 
WHICH  THEY  ARE  CITED. 

IN  THE  MUSEUM. 

A.  MS.  Harl.  7335. 

B.  MS.  Reg.  18  C.  ii.    In  Urry's  List,  vii. 

C.  MS.  Harl.  7334. 

D.  MS.  Reg.  17  D.  xv.    In  Urry's  List,  viii. 
E  MS.  Harl.  7333. 

F.  MS.  Harl.  1758.    In  Urry's  List,  i. 

O.  MS.  Sloane.  A.  1685.  xxii.  D.    In  Urry's  list,  iil 

H.  MS.  Sloane.  A.  1686.  xxii.  D.    In  Urry's  List,  iv. 

L  MS.  Harl.  1239.    In  Urry's  List,  ii. 

AT  OXFORD. 

Iu  the  Bodleian  library. 
B.  a.  No.  2527.  in  the  printed  Catalogue. 
B.  C.  No.  1234.  Ibid. 
B.  7.  No.  1476.  Ibid. 
B.  8.  No.  3360.  Ibid. 
B.  c.  No.  4138.  Ibid. 

B.  f.  No.  6420.  Ibid. 

N  C.  A  MS.  in  the  Library  of  New  College. 

AT  CAMBRIDGE. 

C.  1.  In  the  Public  Library.    No.  D.  d.  4.  24. 
C.  2.  Ibid.  No.  I.  i.  3.  26. 

T.    MS.  in  the  Library  of  Trinity  College,  No.  R.  3.  3. 
T  t.  Ibid.  No.  R.  3.  15. 

Ask.  1.  2.    Two  MSS.  lent  to  me  by  the  late  Dr.  Askew.    The  second  has  in  it  the  Anns  of  H< 

Deane,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury.  1501 — 3. 
HA.    A  MS.  lent  to  me  by  Edward  Haistwell,  Esq. 
W.    A  MS.  in  the  possession  of  the  late  Mr.  P.  C.  Webb. 

Ch.  N.    Two  MSS.  described  in  the  Pref.  to  Ed.  Urr.  the  one  as  belonging  to  Charles  Cholmonde 
Esq.,  of  Yale  Royal,  in  Cheshire,  and  the  other  to  Mr.  Norton,  of  South  wick,  in  Hampsl 
The  Editor  quotes  them  from  the  Collations  of  Mr.  W.  Thomas,  mentioned  shore  in 
A  pp.  A.  note  n. 


readings  serves  only  to  correct  the  arbitrary  innovations,  which  Mr.  Urry  bad  introduced  into  the  text  He 
employed  himself  to  better  purpose  upon  the  Glossary,  where  he  has  made  many  emendations  and  additions,  wl 
may  be  of  considerable  use,  if  ever  a  new  Glossary  to  Chaucer  shall  be  compiled. 
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Of  these  MSS.  the  most  credit  is  certainly  due  to  the  five  following,  viz.  A  C.  1.  Ask.  1.  2.  and 
HA.  The  four  last  exhibit  the  Tales  in  exactly  the  same  order  in  which  they  are  printed  in  this 
edition  ;  and  so  does  A.  except  that  it  wants  the  Coket  Tale  [See  the  Discourse,  Ac.  §.  xiii.] 
and  has  the  Nonnea  Tale  inserted  between  the  Sompnouret  and  the  CUrket.  It  is  also  unluckily 
very  imperfect ;  beginning  only  at  ver.  1204.  and  ending  (with  several  intermediate  breaks) 
at  Ter.  12610.  in  the  Pardon***  Tale. 

N.B.  The  Editt.  of  Chancer  by  Caxton  and  Pynson  are  cited  by  these  abbreviations ;  Ca.  1 . 2. 
Pyns.  1.  2. — Sp.  and  Urr.  are  put  for  the  Editt.  by  Speght  and  Urry. — M.  stands  for  the  Edit, 
of  the  Prologue  and  Knights  Tale  in  1737.— The  other  Editt.  are  cited  by  their  respective  dates. 
If  no  date  is  mentioned,  the  reference  is  to  the  Edit,  of  1542  by  John  Reyne. 


(c)  AN  ABSTRACT  OF  THE  HISTORICAL  PASSAGES  OF  THE  LIFE 

OF  CHAUCER. 

The  birth  of  Chaucer  in  1328  has  been  settled,  I  suppose,  from  some  inscription  on  his 
tomb-stone,  signifying  that  he  died  in  1400,  at  the  age  of  72.  Of  his  birth  itself  we  have  no 
memorial,  any  more  than  of  his  parents*.  He  calls  himself  a  Londenois,  or  Londoner,  in  the 
Testament  of  Love  ;  B.  i.  fol.  325.  and  in  another  passage,  fol.  321.  speaks  of  the  city  of  London 
is  the  place  of  his  engendrure. 

We  are  more  in  the  dark  about  the  place  of  his  education.  In  his  Court  of  Love,  ver.  912.  he 
ipeaks  of  himself  under  the  name  and  character  of  "  Philogenet— of  Cambridge,  Clerk."  This 
i  by  no  means  a  decisive  proof  that  he  was  really  educated  at  Cambridge  ;  but  it  may  be 
idmitted,  I  think,  as  a  strong  argument  that  he  was  not  educated  at  Oxford  ;  as  Leland  has 
apposed,  without  the  shadow  of  a  proof  \  The  Biographers  however,  instead  of  weighing 
>ue  of  these  accounts  against  the  other,  have  adopted  both  ;  and  tell  us  very  gravely,  that  he 
ras  first  at  Cambridge,  and  afterwards  removed  from  thence  to  complete  his  studies  at  Oxford. 

It  were  to  be  wished  that  Mr.  Speght  had  given  us  the  date  of  that  Record  in  the  Inner 
Temple,  (which  he  says,  a  Mr.  Buckley  had  seen,)  where  "  Geffrey  Chaucer  was  fined  two 
hillings  for  beating  a  Franciscane  frier  in  Fleet-street  *."    Leland  has  also  told  us,  that  our 

•  Mr.  Speght  has  referred  to  several  Records  in  which  the  name  of  Chaucer  occurs.  There  is  mention  in  the 
ionast  Ang.  vol.  ill.  p.  336.  of  a  Johannes  It  Chanter,  civis  Londoniensis,  an.  1299.  who  may  possibly  have  been  our 
tot's  Grandfather.  Though  Leland  says,  that  he  was  nobili  loco  natus,  Mr.  Speght  informs  us,  that  "  in  the  opinion 
f  some  heralds— he  descended  not  of  any  great  house,  which  they  gather  by  his  Armes."  I  am  inclined  to  believe 
be  Heralds,  rather  than  Leland. 

The  name  of  Chaucer  is  explained  [Life  of  Ch.  Urr.]  to  signify  a  shoe-maker ;  but  it  rather  means  un/aiseur  de 
haussts  ou  eulottirrs.  Diet,  de  Lacombe,  v.  Chaucier.  According  to  what  is  said  to  be  the  old  spelling  of  it,  Chauccsir, 
t  might  be  not  improbably  derived  from  ChaHfecirey  an  office,  which  still  subsists  under  the  title  of  Chafacax. 
■»  The  single  circumstance,  by  which  Leland  has  endeavoured  to  strengthen  his  supposition  that  Chaucer  was 
(located  at  Oxford,  is  another  supposition  that  he  was  born  in  Oxfordshire  or  Berkshire.  The  Utter  has  been  shewn 
bore  to  be  false. 

«  Though  this  be  but  a  blind  story,  it  rather  inclines  me  to  believe  that  Chaucer  was  of  the  Inner  Temple  in  the 
trip  part  of  his  life,  before  he  went  into  the  service  of  Edward  III.  The  circumstance  recorded  is  plainly  a  youthful 
illy.  On  the  contrary,  Leland  supposes  his  principal  residence  in  the  Inns  of  Court  to  have  been  after  he  had 
ourisMsd  in  France,  about  the  last  pears  of  Richard  II. ;  which  is  totally  incredible.  Indeed  Leland,  through  his 
hole  account  of  our  author,  seems  to  have  considered  him  as  living  at  least  twenty  years  later  than  he  really  did. 
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author  "oollegia  LeyuUiorum  frequentavit  after  his  travels  in  France,  and  perhaps  before."  I 
must  observe,  that  these  travels  in  France  rest  entirely  upon  the  authority  of  Leland,  whose 
account  is  full  of  inconsistencies. 

The  first  authentic  memorial,  which  we  have  of  Chaucer,  is  the  Patent  in  Rymer,  41  E.  III. 
by  which  that  King  grants  to  him  an  annuity  of  20  marks,  by  the  title  of  VaUttnt  Hotter*.  He 
was  then  in  the  39th  year  of  his  age.  How  long  he  had  served  the  King  in  that,  or  any  other, 
station,  and  what  particular  merits  were  rewarded  by  this  royal  bounty*,  are  points  equally 
unknown. 


He  takes  no  notice  of  the  best  authenticated  circumstances  of  Chaucer's  life  in  the  time  of  Edward  HL  and  he  repre- 
sents him  as  highly  esteemed  by  Henry  IV.  and  hib  son,  qui  de  GaUis  triumphaviL  Henry  V.  was  aoaroely  twelve 
yearn  of  age,  when  Chancer  died. 

d  Our  Yeoman.  Mr.  Speght,  who  omits  this  grant,  mentions  one  of  the  same  purport  in  the  45  E.  m.  in  which 
Chaucer  is  styled  VaUttut  Hospitii,  which  he  translates— Qrome  of  the  Pallace.  By  this  he  sinks  our  author  as  much 
too  low  as  another  writer  has  raised  him  too  high,  by  translating  the  same  words — Gentleman  of  the  King's  Privy 
Chamber  [Life  of  Ch.  TJrr.}  Valet,  or  Yeoman,  was  the  intermediate  rank  between  Squicr  and  Qrome.  See  the  note 
on  ver.  101.  See  also  the  Will  of  Edward  Duke  of  York,  ap.  Rymer,  an.  1415.  where  his  legacies  to  kit  menial  servants 
are  thus  arranged— a  un  Escuier  u  a  a  [un]  vadlet  xz  s.  a  un  garo  [on  . . .]  At  a  un  page  yi  a>  vin  d. 

Valettus  is  probably  a  corruption  of  Vassalettus,  the  diminutive  of  VaesaUue.  Hence  this  title  was  also  given,  not 
as  a  name  of  service,  to  young  men  of  the  highest  quality,  before  they  were  knighted. 

D  ot  un  fix  de  sa  mulier 

Ki  neit  pas  uncore  chivaler, 

Vallet  esteit  et  beaus  et  gent.— Roman  d'Ipomedon. 

So  that  if  Edward  HL  as  Mr.  Speght  says,  "  did  entitle  Laurence  Hastings,  Lord  of  Aburganey,—  Valectum  nostrum* 
I  should  guess,  that  the  said  Lord  was  not  **  the  King's  grome,  page,  or  servant,"  as  he  supposes,  or  his  yeoman,  as 
Chaucer  was,  but  his  Ward. 

•  I  should  hare  been  glad  to  have  met  with  any  ground  for  supposing,  that  this  mark  of  Royal  favour  was  a  reward 
of  our  author's  poetical  merits.  That  Chaucer  had  before  this  time  distinguished  himself  by  his  poetical  j*"  fm  n*iw*, 
is  almost  certain.  1  have  mentioned  a  suspicion  [n.  on  ver.  1920.]  that  the  Assemblec  of  Foules  alludes  to  the  Courtship 
of  Blanche  of  Lancaster  by  John  of  Gaunt,  who  married  her  in  1359,  the  33d  year  of  E.  UL  And  perhaps  the  Cem 
j     plaint  of  the  Blacke  Knight  might  bo  written  for  John  of  Gaunt  during  the  same  Courtship.  It  is  still  more  probable 
I     that  his  Translation  of  the  Roman  de  la  Rote  and  his  Troilus  were  both  composed  before  1387,  the  ssra  of  which  we 
are  speaking.  But  I  think,  if  the  King  had  really  patronised  Chaucer  as  a  Poet,  we  must  have  round  some  dear 
evidence  of  such  a  connection.  If  the  one  had  been  fond  of  verses,  the  other  would  certainly  have  given  him  some; 
especially  as  he  might  have  exerted  his  genius  in  the  praise  of  so  illustrious  a  Patron  without  any  necessity  of 
flattering.  If  we  consider  further,  that,  a  few  years  after,  the  King  appointed  him  to  be  Comptroller  of  the  Custom  of 
Wool,  dec.  in  the  Port  of  London,  with  the  following  injunction  in  his  Patent, — "  So  that  the  said  Qfffrey  write  with  hit 
own  hand  hie  rolls  touching  the  said  office*  and  continually  reside  there*  and  do  and  execute  all  things  pertaining  to  the 
I     said  office  in  his  own  proper  person  and  not  by  his  substitute,"— wc  shall  probably  be  of  opinion,  that  His  Majesty  was 
.     either  totally  insensible  of  our  author's  poetical  talents,  or  at  least  had  no  mind  to  encourage  him  in  the  cultivation  or 
exercise  of  them.  It  should  seem  that  Edward,  though  adorned  with  many  Royal  and  Heroic  virtues,  had  not  the  gift 
I     of  discerning  and  patronising  a  great  Poet ;  a  gift,  which,  like  that  of  genuine  Poetry,  if  we  may  believe  one,  who 
perhaps  spoke  feelingly  upon  the  subject,  is  only  bestowed  un  the  chosen  few  by  the  peculiar  favour  of  heaven : 

— neque  enim,  nisi  cam*  ab  ortu 
Diis  8UPKRI8,  poterit  mao.vo  favisse  poets. 

Milton's  Mansus. 

I  observe  however,  that,  notwithstanding  the  petrifying  quality,  with  which  these  Custom-house  accounts  might  be 
expected  to  operate  upon  Chaucer's  genius,  he  probably  wrote  hid  House  of  Fame  while  he  was  in  that  office.   1  gather 
;     this  from  B.  it  ver.  144.  where  the  Eagle  says  to  him,— 

!  For  when  thy  labour  al  done  is, 

1  And  hast  made  all  thy  rekenynpes, 

In  stede  of  rest  and  of  newe  thynges 
1  Thou  goest  home  to  tlijne  house  anone,  Jke. 
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From  this  time  we  find  frequent  mention  of  him  in  various  public  instruments lu  the 
46  £.  III.  [op.  Rytncr.']  the  King  appoints  him  Envoy,  with  two  others,  to  Genoa,  by  the  title  of 
Scvtifer  muter*.  In  the  48  E.  III.  he  has  a  grant  for  life  of  a  pitcher  of  wine  daily  [op.  Ryintr.]  ; 
and  in  the  same  year  a  grant,  during  pleasure,  of  the  offices  of  Comptroller  of  the  custom  of 
wools,  and  Comptroller  of  the  parva  custuma  vinorum,  &c.  in  the  Port  of  London.  Ibid.  In 
the  49  E.  III.  the  King  grants  to  him  the  Wardship  of  Sir  Edmund  8taplegate's  Heir  [MSS. 
Rymer,  E.  III.  vol.  xi.  n.  12.],  for  which  he  received  104/.  [Ibid.  R.  II.  vol.  i.  n.  16.]  ;  and  in 
the  next  year  some  forfeited  wool  to  the  value  of  111.  4*.  6d.  [Life  of  Ch.  Urr.]  In  the  last 
year  of  Ed.  III.  he  was  sent  to  France,  with  Sir  Guichard  D' Angle  and  Richard  Stan,  or  Sturry, 
to  treat  of  a  marriage  between  the  Prince  of  Wales,  Richard,  and  a  daughter  of  the  French 
King.   Frois$art,  v.  i.  ch.  325. 

In  the  next  year,  1  R.  II.  his  annuity  of  20  marks  was  confirmed  to  him,  and  another 
annuity  of  20  marks  was  granted  to  him  in  lieu  of  the  pitcher  of  wine  daily.  See  the  Licence 
to  surrender  these  grants  in  the  Life  of  Ch.  Urr.  It  is  probable  too  that  he  was  confirmed  in 
his  Office  of  Comptroller,  though  the  instrument  has  not  been  produced h.  In  the  11th  of 
R.  II.  he  had  the  King's  Licence  to  surrender  his  two  grants  of  20  marks  each  in  favour  of 
John  Scalby1.  In  the  13th  R.  II.  he  appears  to  have  been  Clerk  of  the  works  at  Westminster 
Ac.  and  in  the  following  year  at  Windsor  \   In  the  17th  R.  II.  the  King  granted  to  him  a  new 


'  In  the  44  E.  III.  Galf.  Ch.  in  obsequium  R.  ad  partes  transmarinaa  profecturus  hab.  lit.  R.  de  protectione,  20.  Jun. 
[MS.  Hart.  flffiO.  fol.  205  ] 

f  Our  Squier  ;  so  that  in  the  course  of  these  fire  years  our  author  had  been  promoted  from  the  rank  of  Yeoman,  to 
that  of  Squier,  attendant  upon  the  King.  Scutifer  and  Armiger,  Lat.  are  synonymous  terms  for  the  French  Bseuier. 
The  Biographers  thinking,  I  suppose,  the  title  of  Squier  too  vulgar,  have  changed  it  into  Shield-bearer,  as  if  Chaucer 
had  the  special  office  of  carrying  the  King's  shield. 

Boss*  observations  have  been  made  upon  this  appointment  of  Chaucer,  as  Envoy  to  Genoa,  in  the  Discourse,  oto.  n.  2a 

1  This  is  probable,  I  think,  because  Chaucer,  in  his  Testament  of  Love,  frequently  alludes  to  his  loss  of  Office,  as 
one  of  the  greatest  misfortunes  brought  upon  him  by  his  meddling  in  those  disturbances  which  happened  in  the  City  of 
London  in  the  7th  of  R.  IL  When  he  fled,  to  avoid  being  examined  in  relation  to  those  disturbances  (as  he  says,  Test, 
of  L.  fol.  329.  b.),  he  was  probably  superseded  in  his  office. 

In  the  Editor's  MS.  additions  the  following  grants,  and  the  dates  of  them,  are  thus  specified : 

1  HE  New  grant  of  Comptroller  of  Wools,  22  Jon.  MS.  Harl.  6961.  fol.  2. 

5  R.  II.  New  grant  of  Comptroller  of  parva  Custuma  vinorum,  20  Apr.  Ibid.  fol.  51. 

t  R  II.  Grant  to  execute  the  office  of  Comptroller  by  a  deputy,  17  Feb.  Ibid.  fol.  74. 

I  This  Licence,  reciting  the  two  grants,  is  printed  in  the  Life  of  Ch.  Urr.  and  the  author  of  that  life  has  observed, 
that  this  surrender  was  probably  occasioned  by  our  Author's  distressed  circumstances.  Either  he  despaired  of  pro- 
coring  payment  of  his  pensions,  or  perhaps  wanted  to  raise  a  sum  of  ready  money.  The  same  writer  has  extracted 
from  the  Testament  of  Love  almost  all  that  is  now  to  be  known  of  the  history  of  this  distress,  which  he  ascribes  very 
truly  to  Chaucer's  unfortunate  engagements  with  that  party  in  the  city  of  London,  of  which  John  of  Northampton 
was  at  the  head.  What  the  real  designs  of  that  party  were,  and  how  a  trifling  City -riot,  as  it  seems  to  have  been, 
came  to  be  treated  as  a  rebellion,  are  points  of  great  obscurity.  There  is  good  ground  to  believe  that  Northampton 
vasconnected  with  the  Duke  of  Lancaster.  At  his  trial,  in  August  1384,  he  contended,  "  that  he  ought  not  b>  be  tried 
ia  the  absence  of  his  lord  the  Duke :"  quo  verbo  (says  Walsingham,  p.  310.)  suscilavit  suspicionem  sinistram  tarn  vulgi 
f*Tm  proserum  contra  Dueem.  He  was  condemned  however  to  perpetual  imprisonment ;  in  which  he  remained  till 
July  1300,  when  (according  to  the  Monk  of  Evesham,  p.  122.)  ad  instantiam  Ducis  Lancastrho  Johannes  Northampton 
— ttsocii  svi  nuper  de  London i is  banniti,  restituti  sunt  ad  pristinas  UbertaUs.  Tht  Judgement  against  him  was 
reversed  in  Parliament  the  next  year.  Rot  Pari.  14  R.  II.  n.  36.  and  he  was  restored  to  his  lands,  Ac  the  year  follow- 
ing, Rot.  Pari.  15  R.  IL  n.  33.  This  connexion  of  Northampton  with  the  Duke  of  Lancaster  will  account  for  the  part 
which  Chancer  appears  to  have  taken  in  this  unhappy  affair.  He  was  very  early  attached  to  that  Duke,  and  wan  at 
this  time  married  to  a  sister  of  Catherine  Bwinford.  the  Duke's  mistress ;  and  it  is  observable,  that  the  first  mark  of 
royal  favour,  which  he  received  after  his  distresses,  was  bestowed  upon  him  at  the  same  time  that  Northampton 
received  his  pardon,  and  probably  through  the  same  mediation. 

*  See  Tanner's  Bib.  Brit.  v.  Chaucer,  n.  e.   It  may  justly  be  doubted  whether  these  two  offices  together  indemnified  * 
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annuity  of  twenty  pounds  [ap.  Rymer.] 1 ; — in  the  21st,  his  Protection  for  two  years  {Ibid.}  ;— 
and  in  the  22d,  a  pipe  of  wine  annually.  Ibid.  In  the  next  year,  the  1st  H.  IV.  his  two  grants 
of  the  annuity  of  201.  and  of  the  pipe  of  wine,  were  confirmed  to  him  [MSS.  Rgwter,  H.  IV. 
vol.  i.  n.  27. J,  and  at  the  same  time  he  had  an  additional  grant  of  an  annuity  of  40  marks.  Ibid. 
n.  15.  He  died,  according  to  the  inscription  on  his  tomb-stone,  in  the  beginning  of  the  2  H.  IV. 
on  the  25th  of  October,  1400. 

These,  I  think,  are  the  principal  facts  in  Chaucer's  life,  which  are  attested  by  authentic 
evidences  We  learn  from  himself,  in  his  Treatise  on  the  Aetroldbe,  that  he  had  a  son,  called 
Lowig,  who  was  ten  years  of  age  in  1391.  It  is  the  only  circumstance,  as  I  recollect,  relating 
to  his  family,  of  which  he  has  informed  us.  A  few  other  historical  particulars  relating  to 
himself,  which  may  be  collected  from  his  writings,  have  been  taken  notice  of  already ;  and 
perhaps  a  more  attentive  examination  of  his  works  might  furnish  a  few  more.  We  must  be 
cautious  however,  in  such  an  examination,  of  supposing  allusions  which  Chaucer  never 
intended,  or  of  arguing  from  pieces  which  he  never  wrote,  as  if  they  were  his.  We  must  not 
infer  from  his  repeated  commendations  of  the  Daysie-flower,  that  he  was  specially  favoured 
by  Margaret,  Countess  of  Pembroke*  ;  and  still  less  should  we  set  him  down  as  a  follower  of 

our  author  for  the  Ion  of  his  former  office  in  the  Customs.  That  was  probably  a  very  lucrative  one.  He  complains  of 
•«  being  berafte  out  of  dignitie  of  Office,  in  which  he  made  a  gatheringo  of  worldly  godes ; "  and  in  another  place  he 
speaks  of  himself  aa  "once  glorious  in  worldly  welefulnesse,  and  baring  suche  godes  in  welthe  as  mmken  men  rich*" 
Test  of  L.  foL  326.  a.  b.  But  that  he  should  ever  have  been  possessed  of  « lands  and  revenues  to  the  yearly 
almost  of  a  thousand  pounds,"  according  to  the  tradition  repeated  by  Mr.  Speght,  is  quite  incredible. 

1  If  Chaucer  was  ever  possessed  of  Dunnington-castle  in  Berkshire,  as  his  Biographers  suppose  he  was,  he  most  hats 
purchased  it  about  this  time ;  for  it  appears  to  hare  been  in  the  possession  of  Sir  Richard  Abberbury  in  the  16th  yesr 
of  R.  IL  Monast.  Ang.  1L  474.  Wo  have  no  proof  of  any  such  purchase,  and  the  situation  of  his  affairs  makes  it  highly 
improbable.  The  tradition,  which  Mr.  Evelyn  mentions  in  his  Splva,  of  an  oak  in  Dunnington-park  called  Chaucer's 
oak,  may  be  sufficiently  accounted  for  without  supposing  that  it  was  planted  by  Chaucer  himself,  as  the  Cattle  was 
undoubtedly  in  the  hands  of  Thomas  Chaucer  for  many  years. 

»  It  appears  further  from  the  Exitus,  Patch.  4  R.  II.  [MSS.  Rymer,  R.  IL  voL  iL  n.  3.]  that  Chaucer,  on  the  94  May, 
1381,  received  at  the  Exchequer  a  half-year's  payment  of  his  own  two  annuities  of  20  marks  each,  and  also  a  half-years 
payment  of  an  annuity  of  10  marks,  granted  by  E.  III.  and  confirmed  by  R.  IL  to  his  wife  Philippa,  nuper  uni  domi- 
cellarum  Philippa,  nuper  Reginee  AnglUz.  The  title  given  to  her  of  domicella  proves  that  she  was  unmarried  at  tbe 
time  of  her  being  in  the  Queen's  service.  There  is  a  patent  in  Rymer,  43  E.  IIL  by  which  the  King,  about  four 
months  after  Queen  Phillppa's  death,  grants  annuities  to  nine  of  her  Domicella,  viz.  to  four  of  them  10  marks,  to  two 
5  pounds,  and  to  three  5  marks.  Ono  of  them  is  called  Philippa  Pykard,  and  might  very  well  be  supposed  to  be  the 
lady  whom  Chaucer  afterwards  married,  if  it  were  not  for  two  objections,  1.  that  the  annuity  granted  to  her  is  only 
5  pounds,  whereas  Chaucer's  wife  appears  by  this  record  to  have  had  one  of  10  marks ;  and  2.  that  the  Historians, 
though  they  own  themselves  totally  ignorant  of  the  Christian  name  of  Chaucer's  wife,  are  all  agreed  that  her  surname 
was  Routt,  the  same  with  that  of  her  father  and  eldest  sister,  Catherine  Swynford.  The  first  objection  might  be  got 
over  by  supposing  that  her  annuity,  though  at  first  only  S  pounds,  was  encreased,  perhaps  upon  her  marriage  with 
Chaucer,  to  10  marks.  As  to  the  other  point,  it  is  not  impossible  that  the  father,  and  the  eldest  sister,  who  was  bis 
heiress  [See  Pat.  13  H.  IV.  p.  1.  m.  35.  ap.  Rymer. .],  might  bear  the  name  of  de  Rouet,  (or  de  Roelt,  as  it  is  in  the  Pat 
13  H.  IV.  Just  quoted,)  from  some  estate  in  their  possession,  and  yet  the  younger  Sister  might  be  called  by  the  family- 
name  of  Pykard. 

If  the  records  of  payments  at  the  Exchequer  for  the  eleven  years  preceding  1381  are  still  in  being,  they  may  enable 
us  to  clear  up  these  doubts,  and  also,  perhaps,  to  ascertain  very  nearly  the  time  of  Chaucer's  marriage,  as  they  will 
probably  shew  when  he  began  to  receive  his  wife's  annuity.  If  this  last  point  were  ascertained,  we  should  know 
better  what  to  think  of  the  relation  of  Thomas  Chaucer  to  our  author.  Mr.  Speght  informs  us,  "  that  some  held 
opinion,  that  Thomas  C  was  not  the  sonne  of  Geffrey,*'  and  these  are  certainly  many  circumstances  whieh  might 
incline  us  to  that  opinion.  I  was  in  hopes  of  meeting  with  some  light  upon  this  subject  in  a  Poem  which  Lydgate  is 
said  to  have  written,  entitled,  "  A  Complaint  upon  the  departure  of  Thomas  Chaucer  into  France,  upon  the  Kynges 
Ambassate."  A  Poem,  with  this  title,  is  extant  in  MS.  IJarl.  367.  33.  in  the  hand-writing  of  J.  Stowe ;  but  upon 
inspection  I  found  it  to  be  a  mere  love-ballad,  without  the  least  imaginable  reference  to  Thomas  Chaucer. 

»  I  can  find  no  other  foundation  for  this  notion.  Mr.  Speght,  who  first  started  it,  says,  that  "  it  may  appeare  in 
divers  treatises  by  him  written  :  as  in  the  Prologue  of  the  Legend  of  good  Women  under  the  name  of  the  Dayafe ;  and 
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liartier  %  because  his  Editors  have  falsely  ascribed  to  him  a  translation  of  one  of 
poems. 


i  a  Balhid,  beginning,  /»  the  season  of  Feverier."  The  Ballad  is  among  the  additions  made  by  John  Stowe 
r"S  works  in  1561,  and,  like  the  greatest  part  of  those  additions,  is  of  very  dubious  authority,  to  use  the 
nns.  But  supposing  it  genuine,  there  is  nothing  in  it  to  make  us  beliere  that  it  had  any  reference  to  the 
f  Pembroke.  That  its  commendations  of  the  Daytde  ought  not  to  weigh  with  us  is  very  plain  from  the  other 

by  Mr.  Speght :  for  the  Legends  of  good  Women,  in  which  he  imagines  "  the  Lady  Margaret  to  be  honoured 
name  of  the  Daysie,**  was  certainly  not  written  till  at  least  twelve  years  after  that  Lady's  death.  8ee  the 

<3cc.  n.  3.  for  the  date  of  the  Legend*.  The  Countess  Margaret  must  have  died  not  later  than  1370,  as  the 

by  his  second  wife  Anne,  was  about  nineteen  years  of  age,  when  he  was  killed  in  a  tournament  in  1991. 
1.  p.  471.  It  is  possible  that  Is  dit  de  lajteur  de  lie  et  de  la  Marguerite  by  OuiUaume  de  Machaut  [Acad. 
.  xx.  p.  381.]  and  the  Dittuf  de  la  flour  de  la  Margkerite  by  Ft  out  art  [Ibid,  t  x.  p. «».  t  xiv.  hist  p.  423.], 

which  had  the  least  relation  to  the  Countess  of  Pembroke,)  might  furnish  us  with  the  true  key  to  those 
ompliments,  which  our  poet  has  paid  to  the  Daysie- flower. 

I  was  the  first  author  of  this  story,  which  is  totally  inconsistent  with  Chronology.  The  time  of  Alain's  birth 
en  settled  with  precision ;  but  he  was  certainly  living  near  50  years  after  Chaucer's  death ;  which  makes  it 
npoasible  that  the  latter  should  Yx&re  followed  him,  in  his  attempts  to  polish  his  native  language.  La  Balade 
•es  [(Euvresd'Alaln  Chartier,  p.  717  ]  was  written  upon  the  taking  of  that  place  by  the  English  in  1448. 
aother  piece  attributed  to  Alain  [Ibid.  p.  779.],  which  is  thus  entitled,  Complaintefaite  a  Paris  et  prisenUe 
Tan  mil  quatre  cents  cinquante  deux.  Instead  therefore  of  supposing  from  the  translation  of  La  belle  dame 
it  that  Chaucer  imitated  Alain  Chartier,  we  should  rather  conclude,  that  he  was  not  the  author  of  that 
i  ;  which  indeed  in  MS.  Harl.  372,  is  expressly  attributed  to  a  Sir  Richard  Ros. 

list  take  notice  of  another  opinion,  (which  has  been  propagated  upon  as  little  foundation,)  that  Chaucer 
tie  Provencal  poets.  Mr.  Rymer,  who,  I  believe,  first  made  the  discovery,  speaks  only  of  his  having  borrowed 
language  [View  of  Trag.  p.  78.],  but  Mr.  Dryden  found  out,  that  he  composed  after  their  manner,  partiou- 
tale  of  the  Flower  and  the  Leaf.  Pref.  to  Fables.  Mr.  War  ton  also  thinks,  that  the  House  of  Fame  44  was 
t  Provencial  composition.'*  Hist,  of  Eng.  Po.  p.  389.  458. 

Chaucer's  language  was  borrowed,  has  been  considered  already,  in  the  Essay,  fee.  Part  L  I  will  only  add 
[  have  not  observed  in  any  of  his  writings  a  single  phrase  or  word,  which  has  the  least  appearance  of  having 
ed  by  him  from  the  South  of  the  Loire.  With  respect  to  the  manner  and  matter  of  his  compositions,  till  some 
nee  of  imitation  be  produced,  I  shall  be  slow  to  believe  that  in  either  he  ever  copied  the  poets  of  Provence, , 
e  work*,  I  apprehend,  he  had  very  little,  if  any,  acquaintance. 


lowing  deposition  was  made  by  Chaucer  Oct.  15, 1386,  in  the  celebrated  Scrope  and  Gmsvenor  controversy, 
t  printed  in  Godwin's  L»fe  </  Chaucer  (Appendix  I.),  and  has  more  recently  appeared  as  a  portion  of  Sir 
'6  valuable  publication.  The  Scrope  and  Orotvenor  Roll  (vol.  L  178) : 

jr  Chaucere  Esquier  del  age  de  xl  ans  ct  plus  armeez  par  xxvii  ans  product  pur  la  partie  de  mens.  Richard 
lurrez  et  examine* : 

idez,  si  lex  armeez  dazure  ove  on  bende  dor  apperteignent  ou  deyvent  appertelgner  au  dit  mons.  Richard 
t  de  heritage,  ditt, 

il;  oar  il  lex  ad  vef  estre  armeez  en  Fraunce  devant  la  ville  de  Retters,  et  mens.  Henry  Lescmpe  annex 
ee  lez  armeez  ove  un  label  blanc  ct  a  baner  et  le  dit  mons.  Richard  armeez  en  les  entiers  arm  ex  dazure  ove 
dor,  et  issint  il  lez  vist  armor  par  tout  le  dit  viage,  tan  que  le  dit  Geffrey  e«toit  pris: 

idez,  par  qei  il  sciet  que  lez  ditz  armez  apperteignent  au  dit  mons.  Richard,  dist, 

ir  oy  dire  dez  veux  chivalcrs  et  etquiers,  et  qils  ount  toutdys  continues  lour  possession  en  les  ditz  annex,  ct 
m  tempt  pur  lour  armecx  reputecz  coin  communo  fame  et  publike  vols  labour©  et  ad  labouree ;  et  auxi  il 
uant  il  od  veu  lez  ditz  armea  en  baneres,  en  verrures,  en  peynturcs,  en  vestementz.  oommunement  appellez 
de  Leacmptf : 

tides,  ail  oiast  unques  purler  quclo  estoit  le  primer  auncestre  du  dit  mons.  Richard,  ql  portast  primerment 
■met,  di*t, 

oun ;  ne  qil  ne  oiast  unques  autre  mos  qils  cstoient  venuz  de  veille  auncestre  et  de  dez  veulz  gentils  hommcs 
x  icz  dilzanncs: 
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-  Demandex,  ail  olast  unques  parlor  com  long  tempi  que  lei  auncestres  da  dit  mane.  Richard  ount  uses  lea  dita 
armes,  diet, 

"  Que  noun;  xnea  com  U  ad  oy  dire  qil  paaae  la  memoir  de  homme : 

44  Demandex,  all  oiast  unquea  daacun  intemipcion  ou  chalange  fait  par  mona  Robert  Grovenour,  oa  par  oca  atmeae* 
trvs,  ou  par  aecun  en  aon  noun,  al  dit  mona.  Richard,  ou  a  aacun  de  oes  aunoestres,  diet. 

44  Que  noun ;  mea  il  dist  qil  eatoit  une  folta  en  Fridayatrete  cn  Loundrea,  com  il  alaat  en  la  re  we  II  vist  pendant 
hora  un  noyell  eigne  fait  des  dita  annex,  et  demandaat  quele  herbergerie  ceo  eatoit  que  avoit  peodu  bora  eeatea  armaa 
du  Scrope,  et  un  autre  luy  reapondtat  et  dit,  Neuyl,  seigneur,  ila  ne  aount  mye  pendux  hora  pour  lex  annex  de  Scrope, 
ne  depeyntex  la  pour  oex  arm  eea,  mea  il  aount  depeyntex  et  mye  la  pour  une  chivaler  del  counte  de  Chestre,  qee 
homme  appelle  mona.  Robert  Grovenour ;  et  ceo  fuiat  le  primer  foitx  que  oonquea  il  oiaat  parler  de  mona.  Robert 
Grovenour,  ou  de  oex  aunoestres,  ou  de  aacun  autre  portant  le  noun  de  Grovenour." 

«*  The  time  of  Chauoer'a  birth,"  observes  Sir  II.  Nicolas,  "  has  lately  been  much  diacuaaed  in  conaeqneDce  of  the 
statement  in  hia  deposition  in  the  Scrope  and  Groaveuor  controveray,  that  he  was  in  October  1386  of  the  age  of  *  forty 
and  upwards,'  and  *  had  been  armed  twenty-seven  years,'  which,  if  strictly  correct,  would  make  him  to  have  been  bom 
about  1345,  and  to  have  served  for  the  first  time  in  the  field  in  1359 ;  whereaa  the  birth  of  the  poet  has  been  always 
hitherto  assigned,  though  without  any  positive  evidence,  to  the  year  1328.  There  are,  however,  strong  reaaona,  derived 
from  many  passages  in  his  own  works  and  in  the  writings  of  Gower,  for  believing  that  he  was  born  long  before  1345 ; 
and  the  many  instances  which  have  been  adduced  of  the  mistakes  that  occur  respecting  the  ages  of  the  deponents, 
of  whom  some  are  stated  to  have  been  ten,  and  others  even  twenty  years  younger  than  they  actually  were,  prevents 
Chaucer's  deposition  being  conclusive  on  the  point.  It  is  therefore  possible  that  he  was  ten  or  even  fifteen  years 
above  forty  in  1386.  lie  had,  he  said,  borne  arms  for  twenty-seven  years,  on  which  subject  the  deponents  were 
generally  more  correct,  so  that  assuming  that  he  waa  about  fifty-five  when  examined  at  Westminster,  he  did  not 
commence  his  military  career  until  1359,  at  which  time  he  was  above  twenty-eight"  VoL  ii.  p.  404. 
The  following  entries  are  from  the  Issue  Roll  of  Thomas  de  Brantinghcm*  Ac.  (edited  by  Mr.  Devon) : 
44  Edward  iii, 
Thursday,  the  25th  day  of  April. 

"  Geoffry  Chaucer,  i  To  Geoffry  Chaucer,  the  King's  valet,  to  whom  the  Lord  the  King,  by  hia  letters  patent. 

( lately  granted  20  marks  annually,  to  be  received  at  the  Exchequer  during  hia  life,  for  the 
good  service  rendered  by  him  to  the  same  Lord  the  King.  In  money  delivered  to  him,  by  the  hands  of  Walter 
Walssh,  in  discharge  of  the  10  marks  payable  to  him  for  this  hia  allowance, — to  wit,  at  Easter  Term  last  peat, 
by  his  writ  of  Liberate,  amongst  the  mandates  of  this  Term  .       .      .       .  .  £6  13  4.* 

p.  19,  (see  also  p.  289.) 

44  Edward  Hi., 
Wednesday,  the  7th  day  of  November. 

*'  Philippe  Chaucer,  J  To  Philippa  Chaucer,  to  whom  the  Lord  the  King,  by  his  letters  patent,  lately  granted 
1 10  marks  yearly,  to  be  received  at  the  Exchequer  during  her  life,  (for  the  good  aervicet 
rendered  by  her  to  the  same  Lord  the  King.  In  money  delivered  to  her  by  the  hands  of  John  do  Hermes- 
thorp,  in  discharge  of  the  10  marks  for  this  her  allowance  £6  13  4." 

p.  359. 

The  following  entries  occur  in  Ist*us  of  the  Exchequer,  dec.  (edited  by  Mr.  Devon) : 
Michaelmas,  51  Edward  iii.  "  27/*  November.— To  Philippa  Chaucer,  one  of  the  maids  of  honour  of  the  chamber  of 
Philippe,  late  Queen  of  England,  to  whom  the  Lord  the  King  granted  10  marks  yearly, 
to  he  received  at  the  Exchequer  during  her  life,  or  until  otherwise  he  should  provide  for 
hor  estate.  In  money  delivered  to  her  by  the  hands  of  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  in  discharge  of 
the  5  marks  payable  to  her  for  this  her  allowance,— to  wit,  at  Michaelmas  term  last 
past  By  writ  of  liberate  amongst  the  mandates  of  this  term,— -3L  6s.  8d." 

p.  203. 

Eester,  2  Richard  ii.  M  UtMMay.— To  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  to  whom  the  present  Lord  the  King,  on  the  18th  day  of  April 
in  the  first  year  of  his  reign,  by  his  letters  patent,  granted  20  marks  yearly,  to  be  received  at  the 
Exchequer  at  the  feasts  of  Saint  Michael  and  Easter  by  equal  portions,  for  the  good  servioes 
performed  and  hereafter  to  be  performed  by  him  to  the  same  Lord  the  King,  and  in  reoom 
pense  of  a  pitcher  of  wine  charged  by  the  Lord  King  Edward,  grandfather  of  the  present 
King,  upon  the  port  of  the  city  of  London,  by  the  hands  of  the  butler  of  the  same 
Edward  and  his  heirs,  also  lately  granted  by  letters  patent  to  be  received  daily  during  the  life 
of  the  said  Geoffrey.  In  money  paid  to  him  by  assignment  made  this  day  in  discharge  of 
121.  As.,  paid  to  him  for  this  his  allowance,— to  wit,  as  well  rateably  from  the  aforesaid  JBth 
day  of  April  unto  the  feast  of  Saint  Michael  next  following,  as  for  the  term  of  Easter  last  past 
By  writ,  *c.f— 12/  j.v 

p.  210. 
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Michaelmas,  4  Richard  ii.  "  9Blk  November. — To  Geoffrey  Cbauoer,  in  money  paid  to  his  own  hands  in  discharge  of 
IU.  doe  upon  an  account  made  with  him  at  the  Exchequer  of  account,  for  receipt  of  his 
wages  and  expenses  in  going  upon  the  King's  message  to  Lombardy.  in  the  1st  year  of 
the  reign  of  King  Richard  ii.  By  writ  of  privy  seal,  &c,— IU.H 

p.  214 

  "  61*  March. — To  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  an  esquire  of  the  King.  In  money  paid  to  his  own 

hands,  by  assignment  made  to  him  this  day,  in  discharge  of  222.,  which  the  Lord  the  King 
commanded  to  be  paid  him  of  his  gift  in  recompense  of  his  wages,  and  the  charges 
by  him  incurred  in  going  as  well  in  the  time  of  King  Edward,  grandfather  of  the  present 
King,  as  a  messenger  of  the  same  grandfather,  to  Mounstrell  and  Paris,  in  France,  on 
account  of  a  treaty  of  peace  pending  between  the  aforesaid  grandfather  and  his  adreraary 
of  France ;  as  in  the  time  of  thepresent  Lord  the  King,  to  make  a  communication  respect- 
ing a  marriage  to  be  had  between  the  same  Lord  the  King  and  the  daughter  of  his  said 
enemy  of  France.  By  writ  of  privy  seal,  etc.,— 22/.  * 

p.  216 

Ifhfcssimss  13  Richard  ii.  M  7th  October.— To  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  clerk  of  the  works  of  the  Lord  the  King  within  the 
palace  of  Westminster,  Tower  of  London,  and  divers  others  the  King's  castles  and 
manors.  In  money  paid  to  him  by  assignment  made  this  day,— -to  wit,  by  the  hands  of 
John  Hermesthorp,  clerk  of  the  works  near  the  Tower.  By  writ  of  liberate  amongst  the 
mandates  of  Easter  term  last  past,— 66L  13*.  44.  [ift>te— This  Roll  contains  several 
other  payments  to  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  as  clerk  of  the  King's  works.']" 

p.  239.] 
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ON 

THE  LANGUAGE  AND  VERSIFICATION  OF 
CHAUCER. 


CONTENTS. 


iNmoDucnoH.  The  different  Judgements  of  the  Lan- 
guage and  Versification  of  Chancer  stated.  Plan  of  this 
Essay,  in  three  parts.  1.  To  vindicate  Chaucer  from  the 
charge  of  having  corrupted  the  Knglish  Language  by  too 
great  a  mixture  of  French  with  It.  2.  To  make  some 
observations  upon  the  real  state  of  our  language  in  his 
time.  &  To  apply  those  observations  and  others  towards 
illustrating  the  real  nature  of  his  Versification. 


PART  TIIE  FIRST. 

(  i.  The  French  Language  introduced  mto  England 
before  the  Conquest ;  (  11.  confirmed  and  propagated  by 
the  new  establishments  at  the  Conquest ;  $  nr.  was  the 
ordinary  language  of  the  Court ;  §  iv.  was  carried  into  the 
Provinces  by  the  great  Karons  and  military  Commanders ; 
§  v.  and  especially  by  the  Clergy ;  }  vi.  who,  both  Secular 
and  Regular,  were  chiefly  foreigners.  {  vu.  The  French 
LanRiiaRC  continued  to  be  much  used  as  late  as  the  reign 
of  Edward  III.  {  Tin.  Conclusion,  that  the  mixture  of 
French  in  Chaucer's  writings  was  not  owing  to  any  affec- 
tation of  his,  but  to  the  causes  above-mentioned,  which 
in  his  time  had  generally  introduced  the  Norman-Saxon 
instead  of  the  Saxon  Dialect ;  the  same  mixture  being 
observable  in  other  contemporary  authors. 


PART  TIIE  SECOND. 
$  i.  The  proposed  observations  upon  the  English  lan- 
guage confined  to  the  actual  state  of  it  in  the  time  of 
Chaucer,  $  n.  and  divided,  so  as  to  consider  separately  the 
Saxon  and  Norman  parts  of  it.  §  m.  The  Saxon  part 
considered  in  grammatical  order.  1.  The  Prepositive 
Article.  2.  Nouns  substantive  and  adjective.  3.  Pro- 
nouns. 4.  Verbs  and  Participles.  5.  The  indeclinable 
parts  of  speech.  §  i  v.  The  Norman  part  considered  gener- 
ally, $  v.  and  more  particularly  with  respect  to  Nouns, 
subttantive  and  adjective.  Verbs,  and  Participles.  $  vi. 
Additional  chuncs  of  the  introduction  of  a  great  number 
of  French  terms  into  the  English  Language. 


PART  THE  THIRD. 
8  i.  Preliminary  observations  upon  English  Poetry. 
The  form  of  English  Poetry  probably  borrowed  from  the 
Normans,  there  being  no  traces  of  Rime,  or  Metre,  among  I 
the  Saxons  before  the  Conquest.  The  Metres  and  Rime 
of  modern  Poetry  derived  from  the  Latin.  §  ir.  Progress 
of  English  Poetry  to  the  reign  of  Henry  II.  Early  attempts 
at  riming.  $  in.  Few  English  Poets  known  between  the 
reign  of  Henry  1L  and  that  of  Henry  IIL  f  it.  The 
Ormulum  written  in  verses  of  fifteen  syllables  without 
rime.  $  v.  The  number  of  Rimers  increased  between  the 
last  mentioned  period  and  the  time  when  Chancer  began 
to  write.  }  vi.  State  of  our  Poetry  at  that  time,  f  vn. 
Account  of  the  Metres  then  in  use ;  $  vnr.  of  those  used 

,  by  Chaucer.  $  ix.  The  Heroic  Metre  probably  in  trod  need 
by  him,  either  from  France  or  Italy.  $  x.  A  knowledge 
of  the  ancient  pronunciation  of  our  language  necessary  tat 

,  order  to  form  a  judgement  of  the  Versification  of  Chancer. 
$  xi.  How  a  critic  in  the  age  of  Augustus  would  have  pro- 
ceeded in  judging  of  the  Metre  of  Ennins.  f  zii.  The 
same  method  recommended  with  respect  to  Chaucer. 
General  reasons  for  believing  that  he  understood  and 
practised  the  ordinary  rules  of  Metre.  $  xin.  The  offences 
against  Metre,  in  an  English  verse,  enumerated,  as  arising 
from  1.  a  superfluity,  2.  a  deficiency,  of  syllables ;  and  &  a 
misplacing  of  Accents.  $  xrv.  No  superfluity  of  syllabi** 
in  Chaucer's  verses.  $  xv.  The  seeeming  deficiencies  in 
his  Metre  may  generally  be  supplied  by  restoring  the 
antient  pronunciation  of  certain  syllables,  $  xvu  and  espe- 
cially of  the  e  feminine.  Reasons  for  believing  that  the 
finsl  e  in  our  antient  language  wss  pronounced  like  the  t 
feminine  of  the  French.  $  x  vii.  The  third  kind  of  irregu- 
larity, arising  from  a  misplacing  of  accents,  may  be  recti* 
fled,  in  many  instances,  by  accenting  certain  words  in  a 
manner  different  from  that  now  in  use,  and  more  agree* 
able  to  the  French  practice.  Proofs  that  such  a  mode  of 
accentuation  was  used  by  Chaucer,  in  words  of  Saxon,  as 
well  as  of  French  original.  The  early  poets  in  France  and 
Italy  not  exact  in  the  disposition  of  their  accents.  (  xviii. 
Illustration  of  the  foregoing  Theory  by  a  Grammatical 
and  Metrical  Analysis  of  the  first  eighteen  lines  of  the 

I  Canterbury  Tales. 


The  Language  of  Chaucer  has  undergone  two  very  different  judgements.  According  to 
one  \  he  is  the  "  well  of  English  undefiled  ;"  according  to  the  other 3,  he  has  corrupted  and 

1  Spenser,  F.  Q-  b.  iv.  c.  iL  st.  32. 
*  Verstegsn.  c  7-  "  Some  few  ages  ages  after  [the  Conquest]  came  the  Poet  Geffery  Chaucer,  who  writing  his 
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deformed  the  English  idiom  by  an  immoderate  mixture  of  French  words.  Nor  do  the  opinions 
with  respect  to  his  versification  seem  to  have  been  less  discordant.  His  contemporaries  *,  and 
they  who  lived  nearest  to  his  time,  universally  extoll  him  as  the  "  chief  Poete  of  Britaine," 
"the  flour  of  Poetes,"  &c.  titles,  which  must  be  supposed  to  imply  their  admiration  of  his 
metrical  skill,  as  well  as  of  his  other  poetical  talents ;  but  the  later  critics4,  though  they  leave 
him  in  possession  of  the  same  sounding  titles,  yet  they  are  almost  unanimously  agreed,  that  he 
was  either  totally  ignorant  or  negligent  of  metrical  rules,  and  that  his  verses,  if  they  may  be 
so  called,  are  frequently  deficient,  by  a  syllable  or  two,  of  their  just  measure. 

It  is  the  purpose  of  the  following  Essay  to  throw  some  light  upon  both  these  questions. 
Admitting  the  fact,  that  the  English  of  Chaucer  has  a  great  mixture  of  French  in  it,  I  hope  to 
shew,  that  this  mixture,  if  a  crime,  cannot  fairly  be  laid  to  his  charge.  I  shall  then  proceed 
to  state  some  observations  upon  the  most  material  peculiarities  of  the  Norman-Saxon,  or 
English  Language,  as  it  appears  to  have  been  in  general  use  in  the  age  of  Chaucer ;  and  lastly, 
applying  these  observations  to  the  poetical  parts  of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  as  they  are  faithfully 
printed  in  this  edition  from  the  best  MSS.  which  I  coud  procure,  I  shall  leave  it  to  the  intelligent 
Reader  to  determine,  whether  Chaucer  was  really  ignorant  of  the  laws,  or  even  of  the  graces, 
of  Versification,  and  whether  he  was  more  negligent  of  either  than  the  very  early  Poets  in 
almost  all  languages  are  found  to  have  been. 


PART  THE  FIRST. 

§  i.  In  order  to  judge,  in  the  first  place,  how  far  Chaucer  ought  to  be  charged  as  the  importer 
of  the  many  French  words  and  phrases,  which  are  so  visible  in  all  his  writings,  it  will  be 
■ecessary  to  take  a  short  view  of  the  early  introduction  and  long  prevalency  of  the  French 
language  in  this  country  before  his  time.  It  might  be  sufficient,  perhaps,  for  our  purpose  to 
begin  this  view  at  the  Conquest :  but  I  cannot  help  observing,  from  a  contemporary  Historian, 
that,  several  years  before  that  great  event,  the  language  of  France  had  been  introduced  into 
the  court  of  England,  and  from  thence  among  the  people.  The  account  which  Ingulphus  gives 
of  this  matter  is  *,  that  Edward,  commonly  called  the  Confessor,  having  been  educated  at  the 

poesies  in  English  Is  of  tome  called  the  first  Illuminator  of  the  English  tongue.  Of  their  opinion  I  am  not,  though  I 
reverence  Chancer  as  an  excellent  Poet  for  his  time.  He  was  indeed  a  great  mingler  qf  English  with  Frkxch,  unto 
which  language  (bj  like  for  that  he  was  descended  of  French,  or  rather  Wallon  race)  he  carried  a  great 
•flection.1* 

Skinner,  EtymoL  L.  A.  Prarf.  "Ex  hoc  malesano  novitatis  pruritu,  Belgae  Gallicas  voces  passim  civitate  sua 
eaoaado  patrii  sermon  is  puritatem  nupcr  non  leviter  inquinarunt,  et  Chauckrus  poeta,  pessimo  exemplo,  inUgris 
mam  j&mustris  tie  eadem  Gallia  in  nostrum  linguam  invectit,  earn,  nimis  an  tea  a  Normannorum  victoria  adulteratam, 
otaei  fere  nativa  gratia  et  nitore  spoliavit.** 

•  Lydgate,  Occleve,  et  aL  See  the  Testimonies  prefixed  to  Urry's  Edit 

•  I  shall  only  quote  Dry  den,  Pref.  to  his  Fables.  "The  verse  of  Chaucer,  I  confess,  is  not  harmonious  to  us;— 
They  who  lived  with  him,  and  some  time  after  him,  thought  it  musical ;  and  it  continues  so  even  in  our  judgment,  if 
compared  with  the  numbers  of  Lidgate  and  Gower,  his  contemporaries ;— TIs  true,  I  cannot  go  so  far  as  he,  who 
VvhUsned  the  last  edition  of  him  [Mr.  Speght] ;  for  he  would  make  us  believe  the  fault  is  in  our  ears,  and  that  there 
ve*t  really  ten  syllables  in  a  verse  where  we  find  but  nine.  But  this  opinion  is  not  worth  confuting ;  *tis  so  gross  and 
eeviovs  an  error,  that  common  sense  (which  is  a  rule  in  every  thing  but  matters  of  Faith  and  Revelation)  must 
convince  the  Reader,  that  equality  of  numbers  in  every  verse  which  wo  call  Heroick,  was  either  not  known,  or  not 
always  practised,  in  Chaucer's  age.  It  were  an  easy  mattor  to  produce  some  thousands  of  his  verses,  which  are  lame 
for  want  of  half  a  foot,  and  sometimes  a  whole  one,  and  which  no  pronunciation  can  make  otherwise." 

This  peremptory  decision  has  never  since,  that  I  know,  been  controverted,  except  by  Mr.  Urry,  whose  design  of 
restoring  the  metre  of  Chancer  by  a  Collation  of  iiSS.  was  as  laudable,  as  his  execution  of  it  has  certainly  been 

•  Ingulph.  Diet.  GroyL  p.  62.  ed.  Gale.  "  Rex  auttm  Edwardut  natus  in  Anglla,  ted  nutritus  in  Normannia  H 
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court  of  his  uncle  Duke  Richard  II.  and  having  resided  in  Normandy  many  years,  became 
almost  a  Frenchman.  Upon  his  return  from  thence  and  accession  to  the  throne  of  England  in 
1043,  he  brought  over  with  him  a  number  of  Normans,  whom  he  promoted  to  the  highest 
dignities ;  and,  according  to  Ingulphus,  under  the  influence  of  the  King  and  his  Norman 
favourites,  the  whole  nation  began  to  lay  aside  their  English  fashions  and  imitate  the  manners 
of  the  French  in  many  things.  In  particular,  he  says  expressly,  that  all  the  Nobility  •»  tfcsir 
oourt*  began  to  speak  French,  at  a  great  piece  of  gentility. 

§  ii.  This  fashion  however  of  speaking  French,  having  been  adopted  only  in  compliance  with 
the  caprice  of  the  reigning  prince,  would  not  probably  have  spread  very  wide  or  lasted  very 
long  ;  but  at  the  Revolution,  which  followed  soon  after  in  1066,  the  language  of  the  Norman 
conquerour  was  interwoven  with  the  new  political  system and  the  several  establishments, 
which  were  made  for  the  support  and  security  of  the  one,  all  contributed,  in  a  greater  or  less 
degree,  to  the  diffusion  and  permanency  of  the  other. 

§  in.  To  begin  with  the  court.  If  we  consider  that  the  King  himself,  the  chief  officers  of 
state,  and  by  far  the  greatest  part  of  the  nobility,  were  all  Normans,  and  coud  probably  speak 
no  language  but  their  own,  we  can  have  no  doubt  that  French7  was  the  ordinary  language  of  the 
court.  The  few  Saxons,  who  for  some  time8  were  admitted  there,  must  have  had  the 
strongest  inducements  to  acquire  the  same  language  as  soon  as  possible,  not  merely  for  the  sake 
of  apprehending  and  answering  insignificant  questions  in  the  circle,  but  because  in  that  age 
affairs  of  the  greatest  importance  were  publickly  transacted  in  the  King's  court,  and  there  they 
might  be  called  upon  to  answer  for  their  possessions  and  even  for  their  lives.  In  an  ecclesias- 
tical synod,  held  in  the  presence  of  the  King  in  1072,  the  venerable  bishop  of  Worcester, 


diutissime  immoratus,  pene  in  Gallicum  transient,  adducent  ae  attrahens  dc  Normannia  pit/rimes,  quo*  oariis 
dignitatibuspromotos  in  immensum  exaltabat.  Carpi t  ergo  iota  terra  sub  Rege  et  sub  aliis  Nortnannis  introduces 
Anglieos  ritus  dimittere,  et  Franeorum  mores  in  mult  Is  imitari,  Gallicum  [scilicet]  idioma  omnea  Magnates  in  ante 
curiis  tanquam  magnum  gentiliUum  loqui,  ehartas  et  ehirographa  sua  more  Franeorum  eonjteere,  et  proprimm  con- 
suetudinem  in  his  et  in  aliis  multis  erubescere.** 

8  Robert  Uolkot  (as  quoted  by  Selden,ad  Eadmer.  p.  189.)  says,  that  the  Conquerour—**  deliberavit  quomodo  Ungmam 
Baxonicam  posset  (Us  truer  e,  et  Angliam  et  Normanniam  in  idiomate  concordarc."— But  Holkot  wrote  only  In  the 
fourteenth  century,  and  I  do  not  find  that  the  earlier  historians  impute  to  the  King  so  silly  a  project  On  the  contrary 
Ordericus  VI  talis,  L  ir.  p.  520,  assures  us  that  William—"  Anglicam  locutionem  plerumque  sategit  ediscere :  ut  sine 
interprets  querelam  subjecta  legis  posset  inteUigeret  et  scita  rectitudinis  unicuique  (prout  ratio  dietaret)  ajfeetmose 
depromere.  Ast  a  perceptions  hujusmodi  durior  eetas  ilium  compescebat,  et  tumultus  multimodarum  occupationum  ad 
alia  neeessario  adtrahebaW— And  several  of  his  publick  instruments,  which  are  still  extant  in  Saxon,  [Rickes  G.  A.  B. 
p.  164.— Pref.  p.  xv,  xvi.]  prove  that  he  had  no  objection  to  using  that  language  in  business ;  so  that  it  seems  more 
natural  to  suppose,  that  the  introduction  of  the  French  language  was  a  consequence  only,  and  not  an  object,  of  bis 
policy. 

i  I  apprehend  that  long  before  this  time  the  Danish  tongue  had  ceased  to  be  spoken  in  Normandy.  It  was  never 
general  there,  as  appears  from  a  passage  of  Dudon,  L  iiL  p.  112.  Duke  William  I.  gives  this  reason  for  — nAtng  his  son 
Richard  to  be  educated  at  Baieux.  u  Quoniam  quidem  Rotomagensis  ci vitas  Romans,  potiusquam  Dacisoa  utitur 
eloquentia\  et  Bajocaoensis  fruitur  frequentius  Dacisca  lingud  quam  Romans,  volo  igitur  ut  ad  Bajocacenaia  defer- 
atur  quantocius  mania,"  fee.  If  we  recollect,  that  the  Danish  settlers  under  Rollo  were  few  in  comparison  with  the 
original  inhabitants,  and  had  probably  scarce  any  use  of  letters  among  them,  we  shall  not  be  surprised  that  they 
did  not  preserve  their  language  for  above  two  or  three  generations. 

From  two  other  passages  of  the  same  Dudon  we  learn,  that  the  Danish  language,  while  it  lasted  in  Normandy,  waff 
very  similar  to  the  Saxon  [p.  99.],  and  yet  different  from  it  [p.  100.] ;  qualem  decet  esse  sororem. 

•  After  the  death  of  Edwin,  and  the  imprisonment  of  Morcar  in  1070,  we  do  not  read  of  any  Saxon  Earl,  except 
Waltheof ,  and  he  was  executed  for  misprision  of  treason  about  three  years  after.  Orderie.  Vit.  L  iv.  p.  536.  It  la 
singular,  that  Waltheof,  according  to  the  Saxon  law,  Buffered  death  for  the  concealment  of  that  treason,  for  which 
Roger  de  Bretcull,  Earl  of  Hereford,  being  tried  secundum  leges  Normannorumt  coud  only  be  punished  by  a  forfeiture 
of  his  inheritance  and  perpetual  imprisonment.  Id.  p.  535.  From  this  time  (says  Ingulphus,  p.  7C)  Cotnitatus  et 
Baronias,  Episcopatus  et  Pralatias  totius  terra  suis  Normannis  Rex  distribute  et  vix  oMquem  Anglicum  ad 
honoris  statum  vet  alieujus  dominii  prineipatum  ascendere  permisiL 
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Wvistan,  (whose  holy  simplicity,  as  the  »  Historian  calls  it,  seems  to  have  preserved  him  from  the 
degradation  which  almost  all  the  other  English  Prelates  underwent)  was  obliged  to  defend  the 
right*  of  his  see  by  an  interpreter,  a  monk  (according  to  the  same 10  Historian)  of  wry  little 
dogmeuce,  bmt  who  had  a  smattering  of  the  Norman  language. 

§  iv.  If  we  consider  farther,  that  the  great  Barons,  to  whom  William 11  distributed  a  large 
share  of  his  conquest,  when  released  from  their  attendance  in  the  King's  court,  retired  to 
courts  of  their  own,  where  they  in  their  turn  were  surrounded  by  a  numerous  train  of 
i  mis  In,  chiefly  their  own  countrymen,  we  may  be  sure  that  the  French  language  travelled  with 
them  into  the  most  distant  provinces,  and  was  used  by  them,  not  only  in  their  common  conver- 
sation, but  in  their  civil  contracts,  their  judicial  proceedings,  and  even  in  the  promulgation  of 
their M  laws.  The  many  Castles,  which  William  built 13  in  different  parts  of  the  island, 
mat  also  have  contributed  very  much  to  the  propagation  of  the  French  language  among  the 
an\trvea,as  it  is  probable  that  the  Foreigners,  of  whom  the  garrisons  were 14  entirely  composed, 
w—ld  insist  upon  carrying  on  all  their  transactions  with  the  neighbouring  country  in  their 
owb  laagmage. 

§  r.  Bat  the  great  alteration,  which,  from  political  motives,  was  made  in  the  state  of  the 
clergy  at  that  time,  must  have  operated  perhaps  more  efficaciously  than  any  other  cause  to  give 
the  French  language  a  deep  root  in  England.  The  Conquerour  seems  to  have  been  fully 
apprised  of  the  strength  which  the  new  government  might  derive  from  a  Clergy  more  closely 
attached  to  himself  by  a  community  of  interests  than  the  native  English  were  likely  to  be. 
{    Accordingly,  from  the  very  beginning  of  his  reign,  all  ecclesiastical  preferments,  as  fast  as 
1    they  became  vacant,  were  given  to  his  Norman  chaplains  ;  and,  not  content  to  avail  himself  of 
'    the  ordinary  course  of  succession,  he  contrived  u,  upon  various  charges  of  real  or  pretended 


•  WTO.  MslmrtT  L 11L  p.  11&  Hie  saneta  simplicitas  beati  Vulstani  *o.  The  story  which  follows  perfectly 
justaftes  this  chancier.  Matt.  Paris,  ad  an.  1095,  says  that  in  another  Synod  there  was  a  formal  design  of  deposing 
Wsastaa,  sad  thai  he  was  saved  only  by  a  miracle.  He  was  accused  « simplicitatis  et  UlUeraturee  ;  "—"  et  quart  homo 
fasrfe.  ejsd  ltngnam  GalUcanam  non  noverat,  neo  regiis  const li is  interests  poterat,  ipso  Regs  consentient*  et  hoe 
dkhemte,  deeemitur  deponendus." 

"  Hi!  It*  deXA  benedieUone  Monacho,  minima  facundiee  viro,  sed  Normannlece  lingua  scioh*,  rem  perorans 
eetsemitm 

it  There  Is  a  cartons  detail  of  part  of  this  distribution  in  Ordericus  Vitalis,  1.  iv.  p.  £21,  2.  which  concludes  thus  : 
<~  siififwt  advenis,  qui  sibi  cohaserant,  magnos  et  multos  honores  contulit ;  et  in  tan  turn  quosdam  provexit,  ut 
wsffsr  I»  Jtneiid  ditiores  et  potentiores  haberent  clientes,  quam  eorum  in  Neustrid  fuerant  parentes.**  There  is  an 
sseosast  1b  the  Monaet.  AngL  tLp.  400.  of  the  Conquerour's  giving  the  whole  county  of  Cumberland  to  Ranulph  de 
Isssoktnea,  and  of  the  division  which  Ranulph  made  of  it  among  his  relations  and  followers,  who  appear  to  have  been 
•OsMfBcrs. 

n  The amtient  Earls  had  apow«r  of  legislation  within  their  Counties.  William  of  Malmesbury,  speaking  of  William 
I    fllsi  OshM— .  Burl  of  Hereford,  says ;  "  Manet  in  hums  diem  in  Comitatu  ejus  apud  Here/ordum  legum  quae  statuit 
•   kemcmsm  JtrmUms ;  ut  nutlus  miles  pro  quaiieunque  commisso  plus  septem  suUdis  solvat ;  cum  in  aliis  provineiis 
Sssnea  oeeoehtneutem  in  transgressions  preeeepti  herilis,  viginti  vel  viginti  quinque  pendantur."  Lib.  iiL  p.  105. 

1  »  Orderftcns  Vitalis,  L  iv.  p.  511.  observes,  that  before  the  Conquest,  **  Munitions,  quae  Castella  Galli  nuncupant, 
1  inettdt  pretrinciis  pavcissima  fuerant :  et  obhocAngli,  licet  bellicosi  fuerint  et  audaces,  ad  resistendum  tamen 
Vmieu  extiUrant  detiliores."  William,  at  his  landing,  placed  garrisons  at  Pevensey  and  Hastings.  After  the  battle, 
.  m  took  possession  of  Dover,  and  left  a  garrison  there.  He  caused  "firmamenta  quadam  **  to  be  made  at  London,  and 
ssflt  a  strong  citadel  at  Winchester.  Upon  his  return  from  Normandy,  after  the  first  insurrection  of  the  English,  he 
asitt  a  castle  within  the  city  of  Exeter  ;  another  at  Warwick;  and  another  at  Nottingham.  In  the  city  of  York, 
•  mmmitkmem Jtrmavit,  quam  deteetis  militibus  custodiendam  tradidit"  At  Lincoln,  Huntingdon,  and  Cambridge, 
Heeetrm  tcemwit  et  tutelam  eorum /ortissimis  viris  commendavit."  He  hsd  also  garrisons  at  Montacute  in  Someraet- 
sVhe,aad  at  Shrewsbury.  He  built  fortifications  at  Chester  and  Stafford,  We  read  also  of  castles  at  Arundel  and  Styles- 
sary  at  this  tlsoe ;  and  Norwich  was  so  strong  as  to  stand  a  siege  of  three  months.  Ord,  fit.  p.  500— &35. 

»•  Oidcric.  YitaL  L  Iv.  p.  60S.   Custodes  in  castellis  strenuos  viros  cx  Gallia  coUoeaoit,  et  opuUnta  beneficia,  pro 
emmue  tehees*  et  perieula  tibenUr  tolerarcnt,  distribuit 
'      t*  &sstb»  transactions  of  the  Council  held  at  Winchester  in  the  year  H«7«,  ap.  Flor.  Vhrt  rn.  p.  fflrt.  Hsvuie;  spoken 
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irregularities,  to  remove  several  of  the  English  Bishops  and  Abbots,  whose  places  were  in  like 
manner  immediately  supplied  by  Foreigners.  In  short,  in  the  space  of  a  very  few  yean,  all 
the  Sees  of  England  were  filled  with  Normans,  or  strangers  naturalized,  if  I  may  so  say,  in 
Normandy,  and  the  greatest  part  of  the  Abbeys  in  the  kingdom  were  under  governoura  of  the 
same  description. 

§  vi.  It  must  be  allowed,  that  the  confessed  superiority 16  in  literature  of  the  Norman  clergy 
over  the  English  at  that  time  furnished  the  King  with  a  specious  pretext  for  these  promotions ; 
and  it  is  probable,  that  the  Prelates,  who  were  thus  promoted,  made  use  of  the  same  pretext  to 
i     justify  themselves  in  disposing  of  all  their  best  benefices  among  their  friends  and  countrymen 
I     That  this  was  their  constant  practice  is  certain.   Nor  were  the  new  Abbots  less  industrious  to 
i     stock  their  convents  17  with  Foreigners,  whom  they  invited  over  from  the  Continent,  partly 
perhaps  for  the  pleasure  of  their  society,  and  partly,  as  we  may  suppose,  in  expectation  of  their 
support  against  the  cabals  of  the  English  monks.    And  when  the  great  Barons,  following  the 
royal  example,  applied  themselves  to  make  their  peace  with  the  Church  by  giving  her  a  share 
of  their  plunder,  it  was  their  usual  custom  to  begin  their  religious  establishments  with  a 
colony  18  from  some  Norman  Monastery. 
§  vii.  In  this  state  of  things,  which  seems  to  have  continued19  with  little  variation  to  the 


of  the  degradation  of  Stigand,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and  Agelraar,  Bishop  of  the  East  Saxons,  he  proceeds  tbots 
Abbate*  etiem  aliqui  ibi  degradati  *unU  operam  dante  rege  ut  quamplure*  ex  Angli*  *uo  honore  privarentur,  In 
quorum  locum  suae  gentls  person  as  subrogarit,  ob  confirmationem  sui  (quod  noviter  acquisierat)  regni.  Bit  ct 
nonnullus,  tarn  episcopo*  quam  Abbates,  quos  nulla  evidenti  cau«a  nec  concilia  neo  leges  seculi  damnabant,  smis 
honoribus  privavit,  et  tuque  adjlnem  vita  custodier  mancipatos  detinuit,  sutpiciont.  ut  diximus,  tan  turn  induct**  sssf 
I  regni. 

In  confirmation  of  what  is  said  here  and  in  the  text,  if  we  examine  the  subscriptions  to  an  Ecclesiastical  Coniti- 
I      tution  in  1072,  ap.  Will.  Malm.  1.  iiL  p.  117.  we  find  that  the  two  Archbishops,  seven  Bishops  out  of  eleven,  and  six 
I      Abbots  out  of  twelve,  were  Foreigners:  and  in  about  five  years  more  the  four  other  BIshopricka,  and  five  at  least  of 
the  other  six  Abbeys,  were  in  the  hands  of  Foreigners. 

Another  Ecclesiastical  Constitution  made  at  this  time  has  very  much  the  appearance  of  a  political  regulation.  It 
orders  "  that  the  Bishops'  seats  shall  be  removed  from  towns  to  cities ; "  and  in  consequence  of  it  the  See  of  Liens* 
field  was  removed  to  Chester ;  that  of  Seleaey  to  Chichester ;  that  of  Elmham  to  Thetford,  and  afterwards  to  Norwich ; 
that  of  Shireburne  to  Salisbury,  and  that  of  Dorchester  to  Lincoln.  Will.  Malm.  L  iiL  p.  118.  When  the  Kfof 
had  got  a  set  of  Bishops  to  his  mind,  he  would  wish  to  have  them  placed  where  their  influence  coud  be  of  moat  service 
to  him. 

"  Ordericus  Vitalls,  I.  Iv.  p.  518.  says,  that  the  Normans  at  the  Conquest  found  the  English,  "agrtsUs  et  pent 
illiterates  and  he  imputes,  with  some  probability,  the  decay  of  learning  among  them,  from  the  time  of  Beds  and 
others,  to  the  continual  ravages  and  oppressions  of  the  Danes.  See  also  William  of  Malmesbury,  L  ill.  p.  101 »  2.  It 
may  be  observed  too,  from  Continuat.  Hist  Croyland,  by  Peter  of  Blois,  p.  114.  that  the  first  regular  lectures  (of  which 
we  have  any  account)  at  Cambridge  were  read  there  by  four  foreign  Monks,  who  had  come  over  into  England  with 
Jeffrey,  Abbot  of  Croyland,  formerly  Prior  of  St  Evroul.  They  are  said  to  have  read  "  diversis  in  loci*  a  m  divUi  et 
form  am  Aurelianensis  studii  secuti*  three  of  them  in  Grammar,  Logick,  and  Rhetorick,  and  the  fourth  In  Theology. 

17  See  the  preceding  note.  There  was  no  great  harmony  at  first  between  the  English  monks  and  their  new 
governonrs.  See  the  proceedings  at  Glastonbury  under  Thuratin  [Will.  Malm.  L  iiL  p.  110],  and  at  Canterbury  against 
Wldo.  [Chron.  Saxon,  p.  179,  180.  ed.  Gibson.] 

18  The  Conquerour  had  put  Gitisbert,  a  monk  of  Marmontier,  at  the  head  of  his  new  foundation  of  Battle  Abbey. 
Or  J.  Vital.  L  iv.  p.  505.  In  like  manner  Roger  dc  Montgomery,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  sent  for  Monks  from  Sees  to 
begin  his  Abbey  at  Shrewsbury.  Id.  1.  iv.  p.  581.  Walter  Espec  aim  brought  over  Monks  of  Clervaulx  to  fill  his  two 
Abbeys,  of  Rivaulx,  and  Wardun.  Ailr.  Rievall.  ap.  X  Script,  p.  338. 

Beside  these  and  many  other  independent  foundations,  which  were  in  this  manner  opened  for  the  reception  of 
foreign  Monks  in  preference  to  the  natives,  a  considerable  number  of  Religious  Houses  were  built  and  endowed,  as 
cells  to  different  monasteries  abroad ;  and  as  such  were  constantly  filled  by  detachments  from  the  superiour  society. 
They  are  frequently  mentioned  in  our  histories  under  the  general  name  of  the  Alien  Priories  ;  and  though  several  of 
them,  upon  various  pretexts,  had  withdrawn  themselves  from  their  foreign  connexions  and  been  made  denizens,  no 
\em  than  one  hundred  and  forty  remained  in  1414,  which  were  then  all  suppressed  and  their  revenues  vested  in  the 
crown.  See  the  List,  Monast.  AngL  v.  L  p.  1035. 

»•  I  suppose  that,  during  this  whole  period  of  above  250  years,  the  English  language  was  continually  gaining  ground, 
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time  of  Edward  III.  it  is  probable,  that  the  French  and  English  languages  subsisted  together 
throughout  the  kingdom  ;  the  higher  orders,  both  of  the  Clergy  and  Laity  *,  8]>eaking  almost 


fey  slow  and  almost  Imperceptible  degrees,  in  proportion  nearly  as  toe  English  natives  were  emerging  from  that  state 
of  depression  in  which  they  were  placed  by  the  Conquest.  We  have  no  reason  to  believe  that  much  progress  was  made 
fa  either  of  these  matters  before  the  reign  of  King  John.  The  loss  of  Normandy  Ac.  in  that  reign,  and  the  consequent 
raralatlons  of  Henry  HL.  and  Louis  IX.  by  which  the  subjects  of  either  crown  were  made  incapable  of  holding  lands  in 
the  dominions  of  the  other  [Matth.  Paris,  ad  an.  1244],  must  have  greatly  diminished  the  usual  conflux  of  Normans  to 
the  Bh»m>  court ;  and  the  intestine  commotions  in  this  country  under  John  and  Henry  III.  in  which  so  many  of 
the  greater  Barons  lost  their  lives  and  estates,  must  eventually  have  opened  a  way  for  the  English  to  raise  themselves 
to  honours  and  possessions,  to  which  they  had  very  rarely  before  been  admitted  to  aspire. 

In  the  year  1158,  the  49  Henry  in.  we  have  a  particular  instance  (the  first,  I  believe,  of  the  kind)  of  attention  on 
the  aide  of  government  to  the  English  part  of  the  community.  The  Letters  Patent,  which  the  King  was  advised  to 
publish  In  support  of  the  Oxford  Provisions,  were  sent  to  each  County  in  Latin,  French,  and  English.  [AnnaL 
Barton,  p.  410.  One  of  them  has  been  printed  from  the  Patent-roll,  43  H.  III.  n.  40.  m.  15.  by  Somner  in  his  Diet.  Sax. 
v.  Umrav,  and  by  Hearne,  Text  Roff.  p.  391.]  At  the  same  time  all  the  proceedings  in  the  business  of  the  Provisions 
appear  to  have  been  carried  on  in  French,  and  the  principal  persons  in  both  parties  are  evidently  of  foreign  extraction. 

If  a  conjecture  may  be  allowed  in  a  matter  so  little  capable  of  proof,  I  should  think  it  probable,  that  the  necessity, 
which  the  great  Barons  were  under  at  this  time,  of  engaging  the  body  of  the  people  to  support  them  in  their  opposition 
to  a  new  set  of  foreigners,  chiefly  Poitevins,  contributed  very  much  to  abolish  the  invidious  distinctions  which  had 
leaf  subsisted  between  the  French  and  English  parts  of  the  nation.  In  the  early  times  after  the  Conquest,  if  we  may 
believe  Henry  of  Huntingdon  [L.  vi.  p.  370.]  "  to  be  called  an  Englishman  was  a  reproach  : "  but  when  the  Clares,  the 
Bosuns,  the  Bbjods,  &c  were  raising  armies  for  the  expulsion  of  Foreigners  out  of  the  kingdom,  they  would  not 
probably  be  unwilling  to  have  themselves  considered  as  natives  of  England.  Accordingly  Matthew  Paris  [p.  833.] 
calls  Hugh  Bigod  (a  brother  of  the  Eari  Marshall)  virum  de  terra  Anglorvm  naturalem  et  tngtnuum;  and  in  another 
jnsmgjt  [p.  851.]  he  appropriates  the  title  of  "  alienlgence"  to  those  foreigners,  '*  qui  Regina  attinentce  per  earn  intro- 
iueU/kenuU  in  Angliam.- "  and  so  perhaps  the  word  ought  generally  to  be  understood  in  the  transactions  of  that 
reign.  None  but  persons  born  out  of  England  were  then  esteemed  as  Foreigners. 

About  the  same  time  we  find  an  Archbishop  of  York  objecting  to  Clerks  (recommended  to  benefices  by  the  Pope), 
beoaoss  they  were  **  ignorant  of  the  English  language"  [Mat.  Par.  p.  831.] ;  which  seems  to  imply,  that  a  knowledge 
*f  that  language  was  then  considered  among  the  proper  qualifications  of  an  Ecclesiastick  ;  but  that  it  was  not  neces- 
ttrQy  required,  even  in  the  Parochial  Clergy,  appears  from  the  great  number  of  foreign  Parsons,  Vicars,  etc.  who  had 
the  King's  Letters  of  protection  in  the  25th  year  of  Edward  L  See  the  Lists  in  Prynne.  t.  i.  p.  709—720. 

**  The  testimony  of  Robert  of  Gloucester  (who  lived  in  the  times  of  H.  III.  and  E.  I.)  is  so  full  and  precise  to  this 
pohU,  that  I  trust  the  Reader  will  not  be  displeased  to  sec  it  in  his  own  words,  or  rather  in  the  words  of  that 
very  incorrect  M8.  which  Hearne  has  religiously  followed  in  his  edition. 

Rob.  Glouc  p.  364. 

Thus  come  lo  !  Engelond  into  Normannes  honde. 

And  the  Normans  ne  couthe  speke  tho  *bote  her  owe  speche, 

And  speke  Frenche  as  bdude  atom,  and  here  chyldren  dude  al  so  teche. 

So  that  bey  men  of  thys  lond,  that  of  her  blod  come, 

Holdeth  alle  thulke  speche,  that  hii  of  hem  nome. 

c  For  bote  a  man  couthe  French,  <*  me  tolth  of  hym  wel  lute,- 

*  Ac  love  men  holdeth  to  Englyss  and  to  her  kunde  speche  'yvtc. 

Ich  wene  ther  ne  be  man  in  world  contreyes  none, 

That  ne  holdeth  to  her  kunde  speche,  bote  Engelond  one. 

Ac  wel  me  wot  vor  to  conne  bothe  wel  yt  ys, 

Tor  the  more  that  a  man  con,  the  more  worth  ne  ys. 

I  shall  throw  together  here  a  few  miscellaneous  facts  in  confirmation  of  this  general  testimony  of  Kobert  of 
Gkracestsr. 

A  letter  of  Hugh,  Bishop  of  Coventry,  preserved  by  Hoveden  [p.  704.]  assures  us,  that  William,  Bishop  of  Ely, 
Chancellor  and  Prime  Minister  to  Richard  L  "  linguam  Anglicanam  prortus  ignorabat." 

la  the  reign  of  Henry  IIL  Robert  of  Gloucester,  intending,  as  it  should  seem,  to  give  the  very  words  of  Peter, 
Bishop  of  Hereford  (whom  he  has  just  called  "a  Freinss  bishop  "),  makes  him  speak  thus.—"  Par  Crist"  he  bode, 
"Mr  Tease*  tu  is  wuxvei*.  Meint  ben  te  ay/cL"  Rob.  Glouc.  p.  537. 

Then  It  a  more  pleasant  instance  of  the  familiar  use  of  the  French  language  by  a  bibhop,  as  lute  as  the  time  of 
Baward  H.  Louis,  consecrated  Bishop  of  Durham  in  1318,  was  unfortunately  very  illiterate—"  loicus ;  Lutinum  non 


a  Bui  their  own. 
»  Didal  home. 


c  For  but  

d  Men  told  — lite,  little. 


«  But  kinde,  natural. 
»  Yet. 
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universally  French,  the  lower  retaining  the  use  of  their  native  tongue,  but  also  frequently 
adding  to  it  a  knowledge  of  the  other.  The  general  inducements  which  the  English  had  to 
acquire  the  French  language  have  been  touched  upon  above  ;  to  whjch  must  be  added,  that 
the  children,  who  were  put  to  learn  Latin,  were  under  a  necessity  of  learning  French  at  the 
same  time,  as  it  was  the  constant  practice  in  all  schools,  from  the  Conquest 21  till  about  the 
reign  of  Edward  III.  to  make  the  scholars  construe  their  Latin  lessons  into  French.  From  the 
discontinuance  of  this  practice,  as  well  as  from  other  causes,  the  use  and,  probably,  the  know- 
ledge of  French,  as  a  separate  language,  received  a  considerable  check.  In  the  36th  year  of 
Edward  III.  a  law  32  was  made, "  that  all  pleas,  in  the  courts  of  the  King  or  of  any  other  Lord, 


intelligent  aed  cram  difficultate  pronuncians.  Unde,  cum  in  conaec'ratione  sui  profited  debuit,  quamvis  per  oral  tot 
dies  ante  instructorem  habuisset,  legere  neaclvit :  ot  cum,  auriculantibua  [f.  articul&ntlbus]  aliia,  com  difiooltatead 
Ulud  verbum  mctropolitica  pervenlsset,  et  dlu  anhelana  pronunciare  non  posset,  dixit  in  GalUoo ;  8eU  pur  «tfte<— Et 
cum  similiter  celebraret  ordinea,  nec  illud  verbum  in  ctnigmaie  proferre  posset,  dixit  clrcumatantibus :  Par  Bemt 
Lowyt,  il  nefu  pa*  curteis,  qui  ctslt  parole  iei  escrit,"  Hist.  Dunelm.  ap.  Wharton,  Ang.  Sac.  t,  i.  p.  761. 

The  transactions  at  Norham.  in  1291,  the  St)  Ed.  L  with  respect  to  the  Scottish  Succession,  appear  to  hare  beau 
almost  wholly  carried  on  in  French,  for  which  it  is  difficult  to  account  but  by  supposing  that  language  to  hare  been 
the  language  of  the  Court  in  both  nations.  See  the  Roll  de  Superior.  Reg.  Angl.  in  Prynne,  t  L  p.  487,  •*  sea. 
Edward's  claim  of  the  Superiority  is  first  made  by  Sir  Roger  Brabanson  Sermone  Qallico  ;  and  afterwards  the  Bishop 
of  Bath  and  Wells,  and  the  King  himself,  speak  to  the  assembly  of  English  and  Scots  in  the  same  language.  Ibid, 
p.  499.  501. 

The  answers  of  the  Bishop  of  Durham  to  the  Pope's  Nuncioes  in  Qallico  [Walt  Hemingf.  ad  an.  129ft.]  may  be 
supposed  to  have  been  out  of  complaisance  to  the  Cardinals,  (though,  by  the  way,  they  do  not  appear  to  hare  been 
Frenchmen ;)  but  no  such  construction  can  be  put  upon  the  following  fact  related  by  Matthew  of  Westminster  [ad 
an.  1301.  p.  438.]  The  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  informs  the  Pope,  that  he  had  presented  his  Holinesses  letters  to 
the  King  in  a  full  court,  "qua*  ip*e  dominut  rest  rtverenter  recipient,  eat  publice  legi  coram  omnibus*  et  in  Galliot 
lingua  fecerat  patenter  exponi." 

91  Ingulphus,  a  contemporary  writer,  informs  as  that  this  practice  began  at  the  Conquest,  p.  71-  M  Ipmem  etiam, 
idioma  [Anglicum]  tantum  abhorrebant  [Normanni],  quod  leges  terra  statutaque  Anglicorum  regum  lingud  GaUkd 
tractarentur  ;  et  pueris  etiam  in  scholia  principia  literarum  grammaUca  Gallice  ac  non  Anglioe  traderentur ;  modut 
etiam  scribendi  Anglicus  omitteretur,  et  modus  OaUicus  in  char  lis  et  in  libris  omnibus  admit teretur.- — And  Trerisa,  { 
the  translator  and  augmenter  of  Higden's  Polychronioon  in  the  reign  of  Richard  II.  gives  us  a  very  particular  [ 
account  of  its  beginning  to  be  disused  within  his  own  memory.  The  two  passages  of  Higden  and  Treriaa  throw  so 
much  light  upon  the  subject  of  our  present  enquiry,  that  I  shall  insert  them  both  at  length,  from  MB.  Harl.  1990.  at 
being  more  correct  in  several  places  than  the  MS.  from  whieh  Dr.  Hickes  formerly  printed  them  in  bis  Prssf.  ad 
Thes.  Ling.  Septent.  p.  xvii. 

Hiodxn's  Polychron.  b.  i.  c  lix.  This  apayringe  of  the  birthe  tonge  is  by  cause  of  tweye  thinges:  oon  is  for 
children  in  scole,  aaenes  the  usage  and  maner  of  alle  other  naciouns,  beth  compelled  for  to  leve  her  owne  langage, 
and  for  to  conatrewe  her  leesouns  and  her  thingis  a  Frensche,  and  haveth  siththe  that  the  Normans  come  first  into 
England.  Also  gen  til  mennes  children  beth  ytaust  for  to  speke  Frensche,  from  the  tyme  that  thei  beth  rokked  Id  I 
her  cradel,  and  kunneth  speke  and  playe  with  a  childes  brooch  e.  And  uplondish  men  wole  likne  hem  self  to  gentfl 
men,  and  fondeth  with  grete  bisynesse  for  to  speke  Frensche,  for  to  be  the  more  ytold  of. 

Trkvisa.  This  maner  was  myche  yused  to  fore  the  first  moreyn,  and  is  siththe  som  del  ychaungide.  For  John  Cora* 
waile,  a  maistre  of  grammer,  chaungide  the  lore  in  grammer  scole  and  construction  of  Frensch  into  Engllsch,  and 
Rlohard  Pencriche  lerned  that  maner  techlng  of  him,  and  other  men  of  Pencriche.  So  that  now,  the  sere  of  cure  lord 
a  thousand  thre  hundred  foure  score  and  fyvp,  of  the  secunde  king  Rychard  after  the  Conquest  nyne,  in  alle  the 
gramer  scoles  of  Englond  children  leveth  Frensch,  and  construeth  and  lerneth  an  Engllsch,  and  haveth  therby 
avauntage  in  oon  side  and  desavauntagc  in  another.  Her  avauntage  is,  that  thei  lerneth  her  grammer  in  lasse  ryms 
than  children  were  wont  to  do.  Dcsavauntage  is,  that  now  children  of  grammer  scole  kunneth  no  more  Frensch  than 
can  her  lifte  heele.  And  that  is  harm  for  hem,  and  thei  schul  passe  the  see  and  travaile  in  strange  londat 
and  in  many  other  places  also.  Also  gentel  men  haveth  now  mych  ylefte  for  to  techtf  her  children  Frensch. 

n  This  celebrated  statute  is  said  by  Walsingham  [p.  179.]  to  have  been  made  "  ad  petitionem  Communitatis  ;~  but 
no  such  petition  appears  upon  the  Parliament-roll :  and  it  seems  rather  to  have  been  an  Act  of  Grace,  moving  from 
the  King,  who  on  the  same  day  entered  into  the  fiftieth  year  of  his  age;  «  unde  in  suo  JubiUo  populo  suo  *e  crhibuH 
gratiomm."  Walsing.  ibid.  It  is  remarkable  too,  that  the  cause  of  summons  at  the  beginning  of  this  Parliament 
was  declared  by  Sir  Henry  Greene,  Chief  Justice,  en  Engleis  (says  the  Record  for  the  first  time) :  and  the  same  Entry 
is  repeated  in  the  Records  of  the  Parliaments  37  and  38  Edw.  III.  but  not  in  those  of  40  Edw.  UL  or  of  any  later 
Parliament;  either  because  the  custom  of  opening  the  cause  of  summons  in  French  was  restored  again  after  that 
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atoll  be  pleaded  and  judged  in  the  English  tongue,"  and  the  preamble  recites,  "that  the  French 
tompu  (in  which  they  had  been  usually  pleaded,  &c.)  tew  too  much  unknown,"  or  disused  ;  and  yet, 
lor  near  threescore  years  after  this  B  the  proceedings  in  Parliament,  with  very  few  exceptions, 
appear  to  have  been  all  in  French,  and  the  statutes  continued  to  be  published  in  the  same 
language,  for  above  one  hundred  and  twenty  years,  till  the  first  of  Richard  III. 
§  Tin.  From  what  has  been  said  I  think  we  may  fairly  conclude,  that  the  English  language 
i  mat  have  imbibed  a  strong  tincture  of  the  French,  long  before  the  age  of  Chaucer,  and 
consequently  that  he  ought  not  to  be  charged  as  the  importer  of  words  and  phrases,  which  he 
only  used  after  the  example  of  his  predecessors  and  in  common  with  his  contemporaries 
This  was  the  real  net,  and  is  capable  of  being  demonstrated  to  any  one,  who  will  take  the 
trouble  of  comparing  the  writings  of  Chaucer  with  those  of  34  Robert  of  Gloucester  and  Robert 
of  Brunne,  who  both  lived  before  him,  and  with  those  of  Sir  John  Mandeville  and  Wicliff,  who 
lived  at  the  same  time  with  him.  If  we  coud  for  a  moment  suppose  the  contrary  ;  if  we  coud 
•appose  that  the  English  idiom,  in  the  age  of  Chaucer,  remained  pure  and  unmixed,  as  it  was 
spoken  in  the  courts  of  Alfred  or  Egbert,  and  that  the  French  was  still  a  foreign,  or  at  least  a 
•eparate  language  ;  I  would  ask,  whether  it  is  credible,  that  a  Poet,  writing  in  English  upon 
the  moat  familiar  subjects,  would  stuff  his  compositions  with  French  words  and  phrases,  which, 
tpon  the  above  supposition,  must  have  been  unintelligible  to  the  greatest  part  of  his  readers  ; 
•r,  if  he  had  been  so  very  absurd,  is  it  conceivable,  that  he  should  have  immediately  become 
sot  only  the  most  admired,  but  also  the  most  popular  writer  of  his  time  and  country  ? 

start  interval,  or,  perhaps  because  the  new  practice  of  opening  it  in  English  was  ho  well  established,  in  the  opinion 
af  the  Clark,  aa  not  to  need  being  marked  by  a  special  Entry. 

The  reasons  assigned,  In  the  preamble  to  this  Statute,  for  having  Pleas  and  Judgements  in  the  English  tongue 
Briffct  ail  have  been  urged,  with  at  least  equal  force,  for  haringthe  Laws  themselves  in  that  language.  But  the  limes 
•ere  ant  yet  ripe  for  that  innovation.  The  English  scale  was  clearly  beginning  to  preponderate,  but  the  slowness  of 
ksainHnsi  proves  thai  it  had  a  great  weight  to  overcome. 

•  All  the  Parliamentary  proceedings  in  English  before  1429,  the  first  of  Henry  VI.  are  the  few  which  follow. 

The  fimfr— Inn  of  Thomas  Duke  of  Gloucester,  taken  at  Calais  by  William  Rickhill  and  recorded  in  Parliament, 
fafcr  rtmc  Cervn.  81  Ric  II.  n.  9.  It  is  printed  in  Tyrrell,  v.  iil.  p.  793. 

Beams  passages  in  the  Deposition  of  Richard  II.  printed  at  the  end  of  Knighton,  int  X  Scriptores. 

The  ordinance  between  William  Lord  the  Roos  and  Robert  Tirwhitt,  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench.  13  Hen.  IV.  n.  18. 

A  Petition  of  the  Commons  with  the  King's  answer.  2  Hen.  V.  n.  22. 
j      A  Proviso  in  English  inserted  into  a  French  grant  of  a  Disme  and  Quinzlsme.  9  Hen.  T.  n.  10. 

At  A*  beginning  of  the  reign  of  Henry  VI.  the  two  languages  seem  to  have  been  used  indifferently.  The  Subsidy 
sf  WeOe,  Ac  was  granted  in  English.  1  Hen.  YL  n.  19.  A  Proviso  in  French  was  added  by  the  Commons  to  the 
Articles  for  the  Council  of  Regency,  which  are  in  English  Ibid.  n.  33.  Even  the  Royal  Assent  was  given  to  Bills 
la  EngHah.  f  Hen.  YL  and  n.  54.  Be  it  ordeined  as  it  is  asked.  Be  it  as  it  is  axed— and  again,  n.  65. 

I  have  stated  this  matter  so  particularly,  in  order  to  shew,  that  when  the  French  language  ceased  to  be  generally 
sndsi  stood,  it  was  gradually  disused  in  Parliamentary  proceedings ;  and  from  thence,  I  think,  we  may  fairly  infer, 
that  whlla  It  was  need  In  those  proceedings,  constantly  and  exclusively  of  the  English,  it  must  have  been  very 
ssnsraOy  understood. 

*»  Robert  of  Gloucester's  Chronicle  has  been  published  by  Hearne,  Oxf.  1724,  faithfully,  I  dare  say,  but  from 
snoiieU  MBS.  The  author  speaks  of  himself  [p.  560.]  as  living  at  the  time  of  the  Battle  of  Evesham  in  1265 ;  and 
man  another  passage  [p.  224.]  be  seems  to  have  lived  beyond  the  year  1278,  though  his  history  ends  in  12701  See 
Hearse's  Prof.  p.  ixvitt. 

Robtal  Manning  of  Brunne,  or  Bourn,  in  Lincolnshire,  translated  into  English  rimes,  from  the  French  of  Robert 
Orn—Hete.  Bishop  of  Lincoln,  a  treatise  called  "  Manuel  de  PtcMs,"  as  early  as  the  year  1303.  This  work  of  his  j 

■    sssanrsr  been  printed,  but  is  preserved  among  the  Harleian  MSS.  n.  1701.  and  the  Bodleian,  n.  232a  He  also  i 
rr— slali il  from  the  French  an  history  of  England:  the  first  part,  or  Oesta  Britonum,  from  Master  Wsce:  the 

1    nsissiilsi.  to  the  death  of  Edward  L  from  Peter  of  Langtoft  His  translation  was  finished  in  1338.  The  latter  part, 

i    wtth  some  extracts  from  the  former,  was  printed  by  Hearne  in  1725,  from  a  single  MS. 

•srJehn  Mandeville*  account  of  his  TraveUs  was  written  in  1356.  In  the  last  edition,  Lond.  1727.  the  text  is  said 
Is  save  beam  formed  from  a  collation  of  several  MSS.  and  seems  to  be  tolerably  correct. 

j      WiomY  died  la  1394.  Hie  translation  of  the  New  Testament  was  printed  for  the  first  time  by  Lewis,  Lond.  1731. 

!    There  Is  sn  immense  Catalogue  of  other  works,  either  really  his  or  ascribed  to  him,  still  extant  in  MS.  See  his  Life 

1    sr  Lewis;  and  Tanner,  BIbL  Brit. 
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PART  THE  SECOND. 

IIavtkg  thus  endeavoured  to  shew,  in  opposition  to  the  ill-grounded  censures  of  Verstegtn 
and  Skinner,  that  the  corruption,  or  improvement,  of  the  English  language  by  a  mixture  of 
French  was  not  originally  owing  to  Chaucer,  I  shall  proceed,  in  the  second  part  of  this  Essay, 
to  make  some  observations  upon  the  most  material  peculiarities  of  that  N orman-Saxon  dialect, 
which  I  suppose  to  have  prevailed  in  the  age  of  Chaucer,  and  which,  in  substance,  remains  to 
this  day  the  language  of  England. 

§  i.  By  what  means  the  French  tongue  was  first  introduced  and  propagated  in  this  island 
has  been  sufficiently  explained  above  ;  but  to  ascertain  with  any  exactness  the  degrees,  by 
which  it  insinuated  itself  and  was  ingrafted  into  the  Saxon,  would  be  a  much  more  difficult 
task31,  for  want  of  a  regular  series  of  the  writings  of  approved  authors  transmitted  to  us  by 
authentic  copies.  Luckily  for  us,  as  our  concern  is  solely  with  that  period  when  the  incorpo- 
ration of  the  two  languages  was  completed,  it  is  of  no  great  importance  to  determine  the 
precise  time  at  which  any  word  or  phrase  became  naturalized ;  and  for  the  same  reason,  we 
have  no  need  to  enquire  minutely,  with  respect  to  the  other  alterations,  which  the  Saxon 
language  in  its  several  stages  appears  to  have  undergone,  how  far  they  proceeded  from  the 
natural  mutability  of  human  speech,  especially  among  an  unlearned  people,  and  how  far  they 
were  owing  to  a  successive  conflux  of  Danish  and  Norman  invaders. 

§  ii.  The  following  observations  therefore  will  chiefly  refer  to  the  state,  in  which  the 
English  language  appears  to  have  been  about  the  time  of  Chaucer,  and  they  will  naturally 
divide  themselves  into  two  parts.  The  first  will  consider  the  remains  of  the  antient  Saxon 
mass,  however  defaced  or  disguised  by  various  accidents ;  the  second  will  endeavour  to  point 
out  the  nature  and  effects  of  the  accessions,  which,  in  the  course  of  near  three  centuries,  it  had 
received  from  Normandy. 

§  in.  For  the  sake  of  method  it  will  be  convenient  to  go  through  the  several  parts  of 
speech  in  the  order,  in  which  they  are  commonly  ranged  by  Grammarians. 

1.  The  Prepositive  Article  r e,  reo,  bar,  (which  answered  to  the  6,  1i,  to,  of  the  Greeks,  in 
all  its  varieties  of  gender,  case,  and  number,)  had  been  long  laid  aside,  and  instead  of  it  an 
indeclinable  the  was  prefixed  to  all  sorts  of  nouns,  in  all  cases,  and  in  both  numbers. 

2.  The  Declensions  of  the  Nouns  Substantive  were  reduced  from  six  to  one  ;  and  instead  of 
a  variety  of  cases  in  both  numbers,  they  had  only  a  Genitive  case  singular,  which  was  uniformly 
deduced  from  the  Nominative  by  adding  to  it  es;  or  only  *,  if  it  ended  in  an  e  feminine ;  and 
that  same  form  was  used  to  express  the  96  Plural  number  in  all  its  cases :  as,  Nom.  Show, 
Gen.  Shoures,  Plur.  Shoure$.  Nom.  Name,  Gen.  Names,  Plur.  Names. 

The  Nouns  Adjective  had  lost  all  distinction  of  Gender,  Cose,  or  Number. 


»  In  order  to  trace  with  exactness  the  progress  of  any  language,  it  seems  necessary,  1.  that  we  should  have  before 
us  a  continued  series  of  authors ;  2.  that  those  authors  should  have  been  approved,  as  having  written,  at  least,  with 
purity ;  and  3.  that  their  writings  should  have  been  correctly  copied.  In  the  English  language,  we  have  scarce  any 
authors  within  the  first  century  after  the  Conquest ;  of  those,  who  wrote  before  Chaucer,  and  whose  writings  have 
been  preserved,  we  havo  no  testimony  of  approbation  from  their  contemporaries  or  successors ;  and  lastly,  the  Copies 
Of  their  works,  which  we  have  received,  are  in  general  so  full  of  inaccuracies,  as  to  make  it  often  very  difficult  for 
us  to  be  assured,  that  we  are  in  possession  of  the  genuine  words  of  the  Author.  . 

*»  It  is  scarce  necessary  to  take  notice  of  a  few  Plurals,  which  were  expressed  differently,  though  their  number 
was  greater  in  the  time  of  Chauoer  than  it  is  now.  Some  of  them  seem  to  retain  their  termination  fn  en  from  tho 
second  Declension  of  the  Saxons;  as  oxen,  eyen,  hosen,  &c.  Others  seem  to  have  adopted  it  cuphonia>  gratid  t  as. 
brethren,  eyren,  Instead  of.  bjiotfpU,  Se^pU.  And  a  few  seam  to  have  been  always  irregularly  declined ;  as, 
men,  wimmen,  mice,  Uce.  feet,  &c.  See  Hlckes,  Gr.  A*  &  p.  11,  IS. 


VERSIFICATION  OF  CHAUCER. 


xxv 


1.  The  Primitive  Pronouns  retained  one  oblique  case27  in  each  number :  as,  Ic,  or  / ;  We: 
ObL  Mes  I7i.— Thou;  Ye:  Obi.  Thee;  You.— He,  She;  Hi9,  or  They:  Obi.  Him,  Hire  ;  Hem, 
wThenK 

Their  Poeeeasives  were  in  the  same  state  with  the  Adjectives ;  Min,  Thin,  Hit,  Hire  ;  Oure, 
Yomre,  Hir,  or  Their*. 

The  Interrogative  and  Relative  Who  had  a  Genitive  and  Accusative  case,  Whot,  and  Whom, 

l   bat  no  variety  of  Number. 

t 

I      On  the  contrary,  the  Demonstrative,  Thit,  and  That,  had  a  Plural  expression,  Thite,  and  Thoy 
but  no  variety  of  case. 

.  The  other  words,  which  are  often,  though  improperly,  placed  in  the  class  of  Pronouns,  were 
I  all  become  underlined,  like  the  Adjectives  ;  except,  Eyther,  alteruter ;  Neither,  neuter  ;  Other, 
;  alter ;  which  had  a  Genitive  case  Singular,  Eytheret,  Neytheret,  Otheret :  Other,  alius,  had  a 
j  Genitive  case  singular,  and  a  Plural  number,  Otheret ;  and  Aller  (a  corruption  of  ealpa)  was 
still  in  use,  as  the  Genitive  Plural  of  AUe 


**  I  taka  no  notice  here  of  the  Genitive  cases,  min,  thin,  oure,  poure,  Ac.  as  being  at  this  time  hardly  ever  distin- 
rnhhatift  from.  Pronouns  Possessive.  How  are  we  to  know  whether  min  boke  should  be  rendered  liber  met,  or  liber 
mtmtf  In  the  Plural  number  however,  in  a  few  instances,  the  Genitive  case  seems  to  have  retained  its  proper 
fewer.  C  T.  v.  88ft.  oure  aller  ouk— would  be  more  naturally  translated— nostrum  omnium  g  alius,  than,  nosier 
|    i— nla  m    And  so  in  P.  P.  foL  cxi.  Youre  aller  hele — vestrtm  omnium  salus ;  not,  vettra. 

si  It  la  very  difficult  to  say  from  whence,  or  why,  the  Pronouns,  They,  Them,  and  Their,  were  introduced  into  our 
I    lssfiiaifi    The  Saxon  Pronouns,  Hi,  Hem,  and  Hir,  seem  to  have  been  in  constant  use  in  the  timo  of  Robert  of 
Ami  in—  tor    fiir  John  MandeviUe  and  Chaucer  use  They,  for  Hi ;  but  never,  as  I  remember,  (in  the  MSB,  of  autho- 
j    rity)  Them,  or  Their. 

I      »  The  four  last  of  these  Possessive  Pronouns  were  sometimes  expressed  a  little  differently  viz.  Hires,  Oure*, 
Jsmrse,  and  /firs,  or  Theirs ,  as  they  are  still,  when  the  Noun  to  which  they  belong  is  understood,  or  when  they 
are  placed  after  it  in  a  sentence.  To  the  question,  Whose  book  is  this?  we  answer,  Hers,  Ours,  Tours,  or  Theirs. 
|    er  we  declare;  This  book  is  Hers,  Ours,  Ac.  I  can  hardly  conceive  that  the  final  s  in  these  words  is  a  mark  of  the 
riisssssiis  vor  Genitive)  case,  as  a  very  able  writer  [Short  Introduction  to  English  Grammar,  p.  36, 6.]  seems  to  be 
I    kaettatad  to  think ;  because  in  the  instances  Just  mentioned,  and  in  all  which  I  have  been  able  to  find  or  to  imagine,  I 
j    rseant  discover  the  least  trace  of  the  usual  powers  of  the  Genitive  case.  The  learned  Wallis  [Gram.  Ang.  o.  7.]  has 
|    rrphUnart  the  use  of  these  Pronouns  without  attempting  to  account  for  their  form.  He  only  adds ;  "  Nonnulli,  hem, 
earn,  poum.  Mm,  dicunt,  pro  hers,  ours,  Ac.  sod  bsrbare,  nec  quisquam  (credo)  sic  scribere  solet."  If  it  ooud  be 
proved  that  these  words  were  antiently  terminated  in  nr  we  might  be  led  to  conjecture  that  they  were  originally 
aafevvriaslaos)  of  her  own,  our  own,  Ac.  the  n  being  afterwards  softened  into  t,  as  it  has  been  in  many  other  words. 

*  It  may  be  proper  here  to  take  a  little  notice  of  the  Pronoun,  or  Pronominal  Adjective,  Self,  which  our  best 
Gnmm&rfens,  from  Wallis  downwards,  have  attempted  to  metamorphose  into  a  Substantive.  In  the  Saxon 
language,  it  Is  certain  that  Splf  was  declined  like  other  Adjectives,  and  was  Joined  in  construction  with  Pronouns 
Personal  and  Substantives,  Just  as  ipse  is  in  Latin.  They  said,  lc  sylf.  Ego  ipse ;  Min  sylfes,  mei  ipsius ;  Me  sylfne, 
|  aw  ipsinm,  Ac.  Petrus  sylf,  Petrus  ipse,  Ac.  [See  Hickes,  Gr.  A.  S.  p.  26.]  In  the  age  of  Chaucer,  Self,  like  other 
Adjectives,  was  become  undeclined.  Though  he  writes,  Self,  Selvt,  and  Selven,  those  varieties  do  not  denote  any 
distinction  of  case  or  number ;  for  he  uses  indifferently,  himself  And  himselven  hemself  and  hemselven.  He  joins  ft 
wkh  Substantives,  in  the  sense  of  ipse,  as  tho  Saxons  did.  [See  v.  2862.  In  that  selve  grove.  In  illo  ipso  nemore.  v. 
40s\.  Thy  ertve  neighebour.  Ipse  tuus  vicious.]  But  his  great  departure  from  the  antient  usage  was  with  respect  to 
the  Pronouns  Personal  prefixed  to  Self.  Instead  of  declining  them  through  the  cases  which  they  still  retained,  he 
sjbss)  constantly.  Myself,  for,  I  self,  and,  Me  self ;  Thyself,  for,  Thou  self,  and,  Thee  self ;  Him  self  and  Hire  self,  for. 
He  self  and  She  self ;  and  in  the  Plural  number,  Our  self,  for,  We  self,  and  Us  self ;  Your  self,  for.  Ye  self,  and 
Yen  self  ;  aad  Hem  self,  for,  They  self. 

it  weald  he  vain  to  attempt  to  defend  this  practice  of  Chaucer  upon  any  principles  of  reason  or  grammatical 
analogy.  All  that  can  be  said  for  it  is,  that  perhaps  any  regular  practice  was  preferable  to  the  confusion  and  uncer- 
tainty which  seems  to  have  prevailed  before.  Accordingly,  the  writers  who  succeeded  him  following  his  example,  it 
astasns  a  rale,  as  I  conceive,  of  the  English  language,  that  Personal  Pronouns  prefixed  to  Self  were  only  used  in  one 
case  ta  each  number;  vis.  those  of  the  First  and  Second  Person  in  the  Genitive  case,  according  to  the  Saxon  form, 
and  those  of  the  Third  in  the  Accusative. 

By  dearer*  a  eastern  was  introduced  of  annexing  &/to  Pronouns  in  the  Singular  number  only,  and  Selves  (a  cor- 
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4.  The  verbs,  at  the  time  of  which  we  are  treating,  were  very  nearly  reduced  to  the  simple 
state  in  which  they  are  at  present. 

They  had  four  Modes,  as  now  ;  the  Indicative,  the  Imperative,  the  Subjunctive,  and  the 
Infinitive ;  and  only  two  expressions  of  Time,  the  Present  and  the  Past.  All  the  other 
varieties  of  Mode  and  Time  were  expressed  by  Auxiliary  Verbs. 

In  the  inflexions  of  their  Verbs,  they  differed  very  little  from  us,  in  the  Singular  number : 
I  love,  Thou  lovett,  He  loveth :  but  in  the  Plural  they  were  not  agreed  among  themselves ;  some11 
adhering  to  the  old  Saxon  form  ;  We  loveth,  Ye  loveth,  They  loveth;  and  others  adopting,  what 
seems  to  have  been,  the  Teutonic  ;  We  loten,  Ye  loven,  They  loven.  In  the  Plural  of  the  Past 
Tense  the  latter  form  prevailed  universally  :  I  loved,  thou  lovedest,  he  loved  ;  We  loveden,  Ye 
loveden,  They  loteden. 

The  second  person  Plural  in  the  Imperative  Mode  regularly  terminated  in  eth ;  as,  Loveth 
ye8*  ;  though  the  final  consonants,  according  to  the  genius  of  the  language,  were  frequently 
omitted,  especially  in  verse. 

The  Saxon  termination  of  the  Infinitive  in  on  had  been  long  changed  into  en;  to  loven,  to 
liven,  &c.  and  they  were  beginning  to  drop  the  n;  to  love,  to  live. 

The  Participle  of  the  Present  Time  began  to  be  generally  terminated  in  ing;  as, loving; 
though  the  old  form,  which  terminated  in  ende,  or  ande,  was  still  in  use  ;  as,  lotende,  or  lovandc. 
The  Participle  of  the  Past  time  continued  to  be  formed,  as  the  Past  time  itself  was,  in  ed ;  as, 
loved ;  or  in  some  contraction  of  ed  K ;  except  among  the  irregular  Verbs*1,  where  for  the  most 
part  it  terminated  in  en  ;  as,  bounden,founden. 


nipt  Ion,  I  suppose,  of  Selven)  to  those  in  the  Plural.  This  probably  contributed  to  persuade  our  late  Grammarians 
that  Sei/'was  a  Substantive ;  as  the  true  English  Adjective  does  not  vary  in  the  Plural  number.  Another  cause  of 
their  mistake  might  be,  that  they  considered  mp,  thp,  our,  pour,  to  which  self  is  usually  Joined,  as  Pronouns 
Possessive  ;  whereas  I  think  it  more  probable  that  they  were  the  Saxon  Genitive  cases  of  the  bersonal  Pronouns. 
The  metaphysical  Substantive  Self,  of  which  our  more  modern  Philosophers  and  Poets  have  made  so  much  use.  was 
unknown,  I  believe,  in  the  time  of  Chaucer. 

9>  In  the  long  quotation  from  Trevisa  (which  see  above,  n.  21.)  it  may  be  observed,  that  all  his  Plural  Verbs  of  the 
Present  Tense  terminate  in  eth  ;  whereas  in  Sir  John  Mandeville  and  Chaucer  they  terminate  almost  as  constantly  In  en. 

s*  Mand.  p  281.  And  at  certeyn  houres— thei  seyn  to  certeyn  officeres—  Maketh  pees  (I.  e.  Make  ye  frilence).  And 
than  acta  the  Office  res,  Now  pee*  !  Ipsteneth  (i.  e.  listen  yc)— In  the  following  page,  Stondeth,  is  used  for,  Stand  pe-  and 
Putteth,  for  Put  ye. 

»  The  methods,  by  which  the  final  ed  of  the  Past  Tense  and  its  Participle  was  contracted  or  abbreviated,  in  the 
age  of  Chaucer,  were  chiefly  the  following : 

1.  By  throwing  away  the  d. 

This  method  took  place  in  Verbs,  whose  last  Consonant  was  t,  preceded  by  a  Consonant.  Thus,  caste,  caste,  hurt*, 
putte,  slitte,  were  used  instead  of,  catted,  ccstcd,  hurted,  putUd,  si  it  led. 

2.  By  transposing  the  d. 

This  was  very  generally  done  In  Verbs,  whose  last  Consonant  was  d,  preceded  by  a  VoweL  Thus,  instead  of,  reded 
leded,  spreded,  bleded,  faded,  it  was  usual  to  write,  redde,  ledde,  spredde,  bledde,  fedde.— And  this  same  method  of 
transposition,  I  apprehend,  was  originally  applied  to  shorten  those  words  which  we  now  contract  by  Syncope;  as, 
lov'd,  liv'd,  smifd,  hear'd,fear'd,  which  were  antiently  written  lovde,  hvde,  tmilde,  herds,  ferde. 

3.  By  transposing  the  d  and  changing  it  into  t. 

This  method  was  used  1,  in  Verbs,  whose  last  Consonant  was  t,  preceded  by  a  VoweL  Thusk  leted,  sweted,  meted, 
were  changed  into,  lette,  swette,  mette.—2,  in  Verbs,  whose  last  Consonant  was  d  preceded  by  a  Consonant.  Thus, 
bended,  bilded,  girded,  wore  changed  into,  bente,  bilte,  girU.— And  generally,  in  Verbs,  in  which  d  i  changed  into  I.  I 
conceive  that  d  was  first  transposed ;  so  that  dwelled,  passed,  dremed,  feled,  keped,  should  be  supposed  to  have  been 
first  changed  into,  dwellde,  passde,  dremde,felde,  kepde,  and  then  into,  dwelte,  paste,  drevtie,felte,  kept*. 
(  4.  The  last  method,  together  with  a  change  of  the  radical  vowel,  will  account  for  the  analogy  of  a  species  of  Verba, 
l  generally  reputed  anomalous,  which  form  their  Past  Time  and  its  Participle,  according  to  modern  orthography.  In 
ght.  The  process  seems  to  have  been  thus.  Bring,  bringed,  brongdt,  brogde,  brogte  /  Think,  thinked,  thonkde, 
tkokde,  tkokUi  Teche.tecked,  tachde,  tackte,  die.  Only  fought,  frvm  fghted,  seems  to  have  been  formed,  by  throwing 
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The  greatest  part  of  the  Auxiliary  Verbs  were  only  in  use  in  the  Present  and  Past  Tenses 
of  their  Indicative  and  Subjunctive  Modes.  They  were  inflected  in  those  tenses  like  other 
Verbs,  and  were  prefixed  to  the  Infinitive  Mode  of  the  Verb  to  which  they  were  Auxiliary. 
I  mall  loven  ;  I  will,  or  wott,  loven  ;  I  may,  or  mow,  loven  ;  I  can,  or  con,  loven,  &c.  We  thuUen 
loven  ;  We  willen,  or  wolUn,  loven  ;  We  mowen  loven  ;  We  connen  loven,  &c.  In  the  Past  tense, 
I  *  skmlde  loven  ;  I  wdde  loven  ;  I  mighte,  or  movgku  loven ;  I  coude  loven,  &c.  We  shvlden,  we 
tM&fea,  we  miakten,  or  moughten,  we  couden  loven,  &c. 

I  The  Auxiliary  To  Haven  was  a  complete  Verb,  and,  being  prefixed  to  the  Participle  of  the 
Past  time,  was  used  to  express  the  Preterperfect  and  Preterpluperfect  Tenses.  I  have  loved, 
Thoo  face*,  or  hast  loved,  He  haveth,  or  hath  loved  ;  We  haven,  or  han  loved,  Ac.  I  hadde*  loved, 
thoo  hadde*  loved,  he  hadde  loved  ;  We,  ye,  they,  hodden  loved. 

The  Auxiliary  To  ben  was  also  a  complete  Verb,  and  being  prefixed  to  the  Participle  of  the 
Past  time,  with  the  help  of  the  other  Auxiliary  Verbs,  supplied  the  place  of  the  whole  Passive 
▼dee,  for  which  the  Saxon  language  had  no  other  form  of  expression.  I  am,  thou  art,  he  it 
loved  ;  We,  ye,  they,  aren,  or  ben  loved.  I  wot,  thou  wast,  he  was  loved ;  We,  ye,  they,  weren 
loved  * 

5.  With  respect  to  the  indeclinable  parts  of  Speech,  it  will  be  sufficient  to  observe  here,  that 
many  of  them  still  remained  pure  Saxon  :  the  greatest  number  had  undergone  a  slight  change 
of  a  letter  or  two ;  and  the  more  considerable  alterations,  by  which  some  had  been  disfigured, 
were  fairly  deducible  from  that  propensity  to  abbreviation,  for  which  the  inhabitants  of  this 
island  have  been  long  remarkable,  though  perhaps  not  more  justly  so  than  their  neighbours. 

|  it.  Such  was,  in  general,  the  state  of  the  Saxon  part  of  the  English  language  when  Chaucer 
began  to  write ;  let  us  now  take  a  short  view  of  the  accessions,  which  it  may  be  supposed  to 
have  received  at  different  times  from  Normandy. 

As  the  language  of  our  Ancestors  was  complete  in  all  its  parts,  and  had  served  them  for  the 
purposes  of  discourse  and  even  of  composition  in  various  kinds,  long  before  they  had  any 
intimate  acquaintance  with  their  French  neighbours,  they  had  no  call  from  necessity,  and 


away  th*  4  (according  to  method  1.)  and  changing  the  radical  Vowel.  Bee  instances  of  similar  contractions  in  too 
Frmncie  language.  Hickes,  Gramm.  Fr.  Th.  p.  66. 

*•  1  comfdu  those  verbs  only  as  irregular,  in  which  the  Past  Time  and  its  Participle  differ  from  each  other.  Their 
vartocfaeare  too  numerous  to  be  particularly  examined  here^  but  I  believe  there  are  scarce  any,  in  which  the  deviations 
treau  taw  regular  form  wfll  not  appear  to  have  been  made  by  some  method  of  con  trad  ion,  or  abbreviation,  similar  to 
thee*  which  have  been  pointed  out  in  the  last  note  among  the  Regular  Verbs.  The  common  termination  of  the 
Participle  m  en  to  clearly  a  substitution  for  erf,  probably  for  the  sake  of  a  more  agreeable  sound ;  and  it  is  often 
shansnsfl,  as  ed  has  been  shewn  to  be,  by  transposition.  Thus,  drawen.  knowen,  boren,  stolen,  were  changed  into 
aV— «,  tmnewe,  born*,  stolne. 

**  SkuUe  and  Wolds  are  contracted  from  ShulUd,  and  W oiled,  by  transposing  the  d,  according  to  method  2. 
Mights  and  Mougkts  are  formed  from  maghsd  and  moghed,  according  to  method  3.  Magked,  mayhdt,  maghte.- 

Cmtr  to  from  comntd,  by  transposition  of  the  d,  and  softening  the  n  into  w.  It  is  often  written  couOu,  and  always 
■a.  I  balievev  when  It  to  used  as  a  Participle.  In  the  same  manner  Bishop  Douglas,  and  other  Scottish  writers,  use 
Bay  i  eft  ae  the  Preterit  of  Begin.  Begonned,  begonde,  begovde,  begoutke. 

m  Mmdde  to  contracted  from  Haved,  as  made  is  from  maked.  See  Hickes,  Gram.  Fr.  Th.  p.  66. 

•*  The  verb  Te  do  is  oonsMciad  by  Wallis,  and  other  later  Grammarians,  as  an  Auxiliary  Verb.  It  is  so  used, 
theesjh  vary  rarely,  by  Chaucer.  [See  v.  14742,4.]  He  more  commonly  uses  it  transitively :  [v.  10074.  Do  stripen  nte. 
Fmitts  me  dtponUUr. — v.  10075.  Do  me  drenche.  FaiUs  me  noyerj]  but  still  more  frequently  to  save  the  repetition  of 
avert,  £r.flfl». 

His  even  twmkeled  In  his  bed  aright, 
As  dom  the  sterrss  in  a  frosty  night.] 

Dr.  Hickes  has  taken  notice  that  do  was  used  in  this  last  manner  by  the  Saxons :  [Gr.  A.  8.  p.  77.]  and  so  was  /aire  by 
the  Finch,  and  indeed  to  still.  It  must  be  confessed,  that  the  exact  power,  which  do,  as  an  auxiliary,  uow  bat»  in 
ear  Unemge,  Is  not  easy  to  be  d«fined,  and  still  lest  to  be  accounted  for  from  analogy. 
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consequently  no  sufficient  inducement,  to  alter  its  original  and  radical  constitutions,  or  even 
its  customary  forms.  Accordingly,  we  have  just  seen,  that,  in  all  the  essential  parts  of  Speech, 
the  characteristical  features  of  the  Saxon  idiom  were  always  preserved  ;  and  we  shall  see 
presently,  that  the  crowds  of  French  words,  which  from  time  to  time  were  imported,  were 
themselves  made  subject,  either  immediately  or  by  degrees,  to  the  laws  of  that  same  idiom. 

§  v.  The  words  which  were  thus  imported,  were  chiefly  Nouns  Substantive,  Adjectives, Verbs, 
and  Participles.  The  Adverbs,  which  are  derived  from  French  Adjectives,  seem  to  have  been 
formed  from  them  after  they  were  Anglicised,  as  they  have  all  the  Saxon  termination  lick  or 
lyw,  instead  of  the  French  merit.  As  to  the  other  indeclinable  parts  of  Speech,  our  language, 
being  sufficiently  rich  in  its  own  stores,  has  borrowed  nothing  from  France,  except  perhaps  an 
Interjection  or  two. 

The  Nouns  Substantive  in  the  French  language  (as  in  all  the  other  languages  derived  from 
the  Latin)  had  lost  their  Cases  long  before  the  time  of  which  we  are  treating ;  but  such  of 
them  as  were  naturalised  here,  seem  all  to  have  acquired  a  Genitive  case,  according  to  the 
corrupted  Saxon  form,  which  has  been  stated  above.  Their  Plural  number  was  also  new 
modelled  to  the  same  form,  if  necessary  ;  for  in  Nouns  ending  in  e  feminine,  as  the  greater 
part  of  the  French  did,  the  two  languages  were  already  agreed.  Nom.  Flour.  Gen.  Floures. 
Plur.  Floures.  Nom.  Dame.  Gen.  Damn.  Plur.  Dames, 

On  the  contrary,  the  Adjectives,  which  at  home  had  a  distinction  of  Gender  and  Number, 
upon  their  naturalisation  here,  seem  to  have  been  generally  stript  of  both,  and  reduced  to  the 
simple  state  of  the  English  Adjective,  without  Case,  Gender,  or  Number. 

The  French  Verbs  were  obliged  to  lay  aside  all  their  differences  of  Conjugation.  Acoorder, 
sovffrir,  recevoir,  descendre,  were  regularly  changed  into— accorden,  tuffren,  receive*,  detcende*. 
They  brought  with  them  only  two  Tenses,  the  Present  and  the  Past ;  nor  did  they  retain  any 
singularity  of  Inflexion,  which  coud  distinguish  them  from  other  Verbs  of  Saxon  growth. 

The  Participle  indeed  of  the  Present  time,  in  some  Verbs,  appears  to  have  still  preserved  its 
original  French  form  ;  as,  usanl,  suJUant,  &c. 

The  Participle  of  the  Past  time  adopted,  almost  universally,  the  regular  Saxon  termination 
in  ed ;  as  accorded,  suffred,  received,  descended.  It  even  frequently  assumed  the  prepositive 
particle  je,  (or  y,  as  it  was  latterly  written,)  which,  among  the  Saxons,  was  very  generally, 
though  not  peculiarly,  prefixed  to  that  Participle. 

§  vi.  Upon  the  whole,  I  believe  it  may  be  said  with  truth,  that,  at  the  time  which  we  are 
considering,  though  the  form  of  our  Language  was  still  Saxon,  the  matter  was  in  a  great 
measure  French.  The  novelties  of  all  kinds,  which  the  Revolution  in  106*6  had  introduced, 
demanded  a  large  supply  of  new  terms ;  and  our  Ancestors  very  naturally  took  what  they 
wanted,  from  the  Language  which  was  already  familiar  to  a  considerable  part  of  the  Commu- 
nity. Our  Poets  in  particular,  who  have  generally  the  principal  share  in  modelling  a 
Language,  found  it  their  interest  to  borrow  as  many  words  as  they  conveniently  coud  from 
France.  As  they  were  for  a  long  time  chiefly  Translators,  this  expedient  saved  them  the 
trouble  of  hunting  for  correspondent  terms  in  Saxon.  The  French  words  too,  being  the 
remains  of  a  polished  language,  were  smoother  and  slid  easier  into  metre  than  the  Saxon, 
which  had  never  undergone  any  regular  cultivation  :  their  final  syllables  chimed  together  with 
more  frequent  consonancies,  and  their  Accents  were  better  adapted  to  Riming  Poetry.  But 
more  of  this  in  the  next  Part. 


**  As  rarely,  continually,  veraily,  bravely,  4c  which  correspond  to  the  French  adverbs,  rarement,  coatinueUement, 
veialmcnt,  bravcment,  &c 
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PART  THE  THIRD. 

BsroBi  we  proceed  in  the  third  and  last  part  of  this  Essay,  in  which  we  are  to  consider  the 
Versification  of  Chaucer,  it  may  be  useful  to  premise  a  few  observations  upon  the  state  of 
English  Poetry  antecedent  to  his  time. 

S  i.  That  the  Saxons  had  a  species  of  writing,  which  differed  from  their  common  prose,  and 
was  considered  by  themselves  as  Poetry  w,  is  very  certain  ;  but  it  seems  equally  certain,  that 
their  compositions  of  that  kind  were  neither  divided  into  verses  of  a  determinate  number  of 
syllables,  nor  embellished  with  what  we  call  Rime  *°.   There  are  no  traces,  I  believe,  to  be 


*•  The  account  which  Beda  has  given  of  Cadmon  [Eccl.  Hist.  1.  iv.  o.  24.]  is  sufficient  to  prove  this.  He  repeatedly 
calls  the  compositions  of  Csxhnon  carmina—pocma ta — and  in  one  place,  versus:  which  words  in  the  Bazon  trans- 
lation* are  rendered  Leo)>,— Leoj>  ronjer,  or  fonjej* — and  jpepr :  and  an  canendi  is  translated,  Leoj> 

queftor  rang  cpaejr. 

Aaser  also,  in  his  Life  of  Alfred,  speaks  of  Saxonica  poemala  and  Saxonica  carmlna  [p.  16.  43.]  and  most  probably 
the  Cantilena  per  ruccessioncs  temporum  dttriUe,  which  Malmesbnry  oites  in  his  History,  1.  11.  p.  52.  were  in  the 
Saxon  language.  The  same  writer  [1.  t.  de  Pontif.  edit.  Gale.]  mentions  a  Carmen  trivaU  of  AldheUn  (the  author  of 
the  Latin  Poem  de  Virginltate,  who  died  in  709,)  as  adhue  vulgo  eantitatum  t  and  he  quotes  the  testimony  of  King 
Alfred,  in  his  Liber  manualis,  or  Hand-hoc,  as  saying,  *•  that  no  one  was  ever  equal  to  Aldhelm  in  English  Poetry." 

*•  Both  these  circumstances  are  evident  from  the  most  cursory  view  of  the  several  specimens  of  Saxon  Poetry, 
which  Hickes  has  exhibited  in  his  Gram.  Ang.  Sax.  c  xxi.  and  they  are  allowed  by  that  learned  writer  himself.  Un- 
willing however,  as  it  should  seem,  to  leave  his  favourite  language  without  some  system  of  versification,  he  supposes, 
that  the  Saxons  observed  the  quantity  of  syllables  in  their  verses, "  though  perhaps,"  he  adds, "  not  so  strictly  as  the 
Borate  Greek  and  Latin  Poets." 

Bo  gives  three  reasons  for  this  supposition.  1.  Because  they  did  not  use  Rime.  8.  Because  they  transposed  their 
was  to  m  esjeh  an  unnatural  manner.  "  Hoc  autem  cur  facerent  Anglo-Saxonum  Poets?,  nulla,  ut  videtur,  alia  assignari 
caaoa  potest,  quam  qua*,  ut  idem  facerent,  Gnecos  et  Latinos  poetas  coegit ;  nempe  Metri  Lex."  3.  Because  they  had 
a  great  number  of  dissyllable  and  polysyllable  words,  which  were  fit  for  metrical  feet. 

Pooovoi  specious  these  reasons  may  appear,  they  are  certainly  far  from  conclusive,  even  if  we  had  no  monuments  of 
•axon  Poetry  remaining ;  bat  in  the  present  case,  I  apprehend,  the  only  satisfactory  proof  would  have  been  to  have 
atodaosd.  out  of  the  great  heap  of  Poetical  compositions  in  the  Saxon  language,  some  regular  metrical  verses ;  that  Is, 
soaae  portions  of  words,  similar  to  each  other  in  the  nature  and  order  of  their  component  syllables,  and  occurring 
stffcwr  la  a  continued  series,  or  at  stated  Intervals.  If  all  external  proofs  of  the  nature  of  the  Roman  Poetry  were  lost, 
a  few  i  miss  of  Virgil  or  Horace  would  be  sufficient  to  convince  us,  that  their  metres  were  regulated  by  the  quantity  of 
ayQaMes ;  and  if  Csedmon  had  really  written  in  a  metre  regulated  by  the  quantity  of  syllables,  a  few  of  his  lines  must 
have  afforded  us  the  same  conviction  with  respect  to  the  general  laws  of  his  versification. 

For  my  own  part,  I  confess  myself  unable  to  discover  any  material  distinction  of  the  Saxon  Poetry  from  Prose, 
except  a  greater  pomp  of  diction,  and  a  more  stately  kind  of  march. 

Out  ssscestors  affected  a  certain  pomp  of  style  in  all  their  compositions.  Angli  (says  Malmesbury,  1.  L  p.  13.) 
asasaartr*  ilh  larn  amant  And  this  affectation,  I  suspect,  was  the  true  cause  of  their  so  frequently  inverting  the 
sattaral  order  of  their  words,  especially  in  Poetry.  The  obscurity  arising  from  these  inversions  had  the  appearance  of 
Pomsw  That  they  were  not  owing  to  the  constraint  of  any  metrical  Laws  (as  Hickes  supposes)  may  be  presumed  from 
their  being  commonly  need  in  Prose,  and  even  in  Latin  Proee,  by  Saxon  writers.  Ethelwerd,  an  nistorian  descended 
ta  the  Ifth  degree  from  King  Ethelred  [inter  Script,  post  Bcdam,  p.  831—850.],  is  full  of  them.  The  following  passage 
of  hat  history,  if  literally  translated,  would  read  very  like  Saxon  poetry.  -  Abstrahuntur  tunc  |  ferventes  fide  |  anno 
ta  eodem  |  Hibernia  stirpe  |  tree  viri  lecti ;  |  furtim  consuunt  lembum  |  taurinis  bynds ;  |  alimentum  sibi  |  hebdo- 
aaadariom  snpplent;   elevant  dies  |  per  vela  septem  totidemque  noctes,**  Ac 

We  do  not  see  any  marks  of  studied  alliteration  in  the  old  Saxon  Poetry ;  so  that  we  might  attribute  the  introduction 
of  mat  practice  to  the  Danes,  if  we  were  certain,  that  it  made  a  part  of  the  Scaldic  versiflcatiou  at  the  time  of  the 
Doaftah  eettlameats  in  England. 

However  that  may  have  been,  Giraldus  Cambrensis  [Descr.  Camb.  p.  889.]  speaks  of  Annomination,  which  he 
dearribestobewhat  we  call  Alliteration,  as  the  favourite  rhetorical  figure  of  both  the  Welsh  and  English  in  his  time. 
*■  Adto  hdtar  boo  terhorum  ornatn  due  nationes,  Angli  sciL  et  Cambri,  in  omni  sermone  exquisito  utuntur  ut  nihil  ab 
hie  elegantardietam.  nullum  nisi  rude  et  agreste  oenseatur  eloqutum,  si  non  schematis  hujus  lima  plene  fuerit 
expoUtusL."  It  is  plain  that  Alliteration  must  have  had  very  powerful  charms  for  the  ears  of  our  ancestors,  as  we 
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found  of  either  Rime  or  Metre  in  our  language,  till  some  years  after  the  Conquest ;  so  that  I 
should  apprehend  we  must  have  been  obliged  for  both  to  the  Normans,  who  very  early 41 
distinguished  themselves  by  poetical  performances  in  their  Vulgar  tongue. 

The  Metres  which  they  used,  and  which  we  seem  to  have  borrowed  from  them,  were  plainly 
copied  from  the  Latin  42  rythmical  verses,  which,  in  the  declension  of  that  language,  were 
current  in  various  forms  among  those,  who  either  did  not  understand,  or  did  not  regard,  the 
true  quantity  of  syllables  ;  and  the  practice  of  Riming41  is  probably  to  be  deduced  from  the 


find  that  the  Saxon  Poetry,  by  the  help  of  this  embellishment  alone,  even  after  it  had  laid  aside  its  pompou*  phrase- 
ology, was  able  to  maintain  itself,  without  Rime  or  Metre,  for  several  centuries.  See  Dr.  Percy's  Essay  an  the  Metre 
of  Pierce  Plowman's  Visions.   ReL  of  Antient  Poetry,  voL  ii. 

4t  I  cannot  find  that  the  French  Antiquaries  hare  been  able  to  produce  any  Poetry  in  any  of  the  dialects  of  their 
language,  of  an  earlier  date  than  the  Conquest  of  England,  or  indeed  than  the  beginning  of  the  Xllth  Century.  How- 
ever we  read  of  a  Thibaud  de  Vernun,  Canon  of  Rouen,  who,  before  the  year  1053,  "  multorum  gesta  Sanctorum,  sed 
et  8*1  Wandregeaili,  a  sua  latinitate  transtulit,  atque  in  communis  linguae  usum  satis  facunde  refudit,  ac  sic,  ad 
quamdam  tinnuli  rytXmi  similitudinem,  urbantu  ex  Wis  cantilena*  edidit.  [De  Mirac.  8*1  VulframnL  Auctore 
Monacho  Fontanell.  tempt  Will.  L  ap.  Dacherii  Acta  SS.  Ord.  Ben.  t.  iit  p.  379.]  It  is  probable  too,  that  the  j 
"  vulgaris  cantus"  which,  according  to  Raimond  de  Agiles  [Gesta  Dei,  p.  180.],  were  composed  against  Arnoulph,  a 
Chaplain  of  the  Duke  of  Normandy,  in  the  first  Croisade,  were  in  the  French  language ;  and  there  can  be  little  doubt  > 
that  William  IX,  Duke  of  Aquitain,  upon  his  return  from  Jerusalem,  in  1101,  made  use  of  his  native  tongue,  when 
"  miserias  captivitatis  ma,  ut  erat  Joeundus  et  lepidus,  multotiens  retulit  rpthmicis  versibut  cum  facetU  modulatio- 
nibus."  Ord.  Vital.  1.  x.  p.  799.  The  History  of  the  taking  of  Jerusalem,  which  is  said  to  have  been  written  by  the 
Chevalier  Gregoire  Bechada,  of  Tours  in  Limoges,  matemd  llnyud,  rythmo  vulgari,  ut  populus  pleniter  intelligent," 
[Labbe,  BibL  Nov.  t  ii.  p.  296.]  has  not  yet  been  brought  to  light;  so  that  probably  the  oldest  French  Poem  of  any 
length  now  extant  is  a  translation  of  Btstiarius  by  Phillipe  de  Thaun,  it  being  addressed  to  Alia  ( Adelixa  of  Louvain) 
the  second  Queen  of  our  Henry  I. 

There  is  a  copy  of  this  Poem  among  the  Cotton  MSS.  Nero.  A.  v.  The  authors  of  the  Ristoirc  Littiraire  de  la  France, 
t  ix.  p.  173—90.  suppose  it  to  have  been  written  about  1125,  that  is,  thirty  years  before  Le  Brut,  which  Fauchet  had 
placed  at  the  head  of  his  lint  of  French  Poems. 

I  shall  take  occasion  in  another  place  to  show,  that  the  real  author  of  Le  Brut  was  Wace  (the  same  who  wrote  the 
Roman  de  Rou,)  and  not  Wistace,  as  Fauchet  calls  him. 

"  The  Latin  Rythmical  verses  resembled  the  Metrical  in  the  number  of  syllables  only,  without  any  regard  to 
quantity.  Arm  a  cano  virumquo  qui  primus  Troje  ab  oris  **  would  pass  for  a  very  good  Rythmical  Hexameter.  The 
greatest  part  however  of  these  compositions  were  in  imitation  of  tho  Iambic  and  Trochaic  metres;  and  in  them,- if 
the  Accents  fell  luckily,  the  unlearned  ear  would  often  be  as  well  pleased  as  if  the  laws  of  Quantity  were  observed. 
The  two  Rythmical  Hymns  quoted  by  Beda  [De  Metris,  edit  Putsch,  p.  2380.]  are  sufficient  to  prove  this.  The  first, 
he  observes, "  ad  inttar  Jambici  metri  pulcherrime  /actus  est.'1 

O  rex  sterne  Domine 
Rerum  creator  omnium,  fee. 

i     The  other  is  "  ad  formatn  metri  Trochoid." 

Apparebit  repentina  dies  magna  Domini 
Fur  obscura  velut  nocte  improvisos  occupans. 

In  the  former  of  these  Hymns,  "Domine,"  to  a  modern  ear  at  least,  sounds  as  well  as  "  nomine  ,-H— and  in  the  latter, 
"  dies  "  and  *'  velut,"  being  accented  upon  their  flrrt  Syllables,  affect  us  no  other  wise  than  "dices  "  and  "  velum  - 
would  have  done. 

From  such  Latin  Rythms,  and  chiefly  those  of  the  Iambic  form,  the  present  Poetical  measures  of  all  the  nations  of 
Roman  Europe  are  clearly  derived.  Instead  of  long  and  short  Syllables,  the  Feet  of  our  Poetry  are  composed  of 
billables  accented  and  unaccented,  or  rather  of  Syllables  strongly  and  less  strongly  accented ;  and  hence  it  la,  that 
I  we  have  so  little  variety  of  Feet,  and  consequently  of  Metres ;  because  the  possible  combinations  of  Syllables  accented 
aud  unaccented  are,  from  the  nature  of  speech,  much  more  limited  in  point  of  number,  than  the  combinations  of  long 
and  short  Syllables  were  in  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages. 

45  We  see  evident  marks  of  a  fondness  for  Rime  in  the  Hymns  of  S.  Ambrosius  and  S.  Damasus,  as  early  as  the 
fourth  Century.  One  of  tho  Hymns  of  Damasus,  which  begins, 

"  Martyris  eoee  dies  Agatha* 
Virginia  emicat  eximiss,"  Ac 

Is  regularly  rimed  throughout  Prudentius,  who  had  a  more  classical  taste,  seems  studiously  to  have  avoided  Rimes ; 
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•une  original,  as  we  find  that  practice  to  have  prevailed  in  Ecclesiastical  Hymns,  and  other 
compositions,  in  Latin,  some  centuries  before  Otfrid  of  Weissenberg,  the  first  known  Rimer  in 
an/  of  the  vulgar  European  dialects. 

S  Ti.  I  wish  it  were  in  my  power  to  give  a  regular  history  of  the  progress  which  our 
Ancestors  made  in  this  new  style  of  versification ;  but except  a  few  lines  in  the  Saxon 
Chronicle  upon  the  death  of  William  the  Conquerour,  which  seem  to  have  been  intended  for 
verses  of  the  Modern  fashion,  and  a  short  Canticle,  which,  according  to  Matthew  Paris  tf,  the 


tat  BeduUns  and  Fortunatus,  in  the  fifth  and  sixth  Centuries,  use  them  frequently  in  their  Hymns.  See  their  works, 
and  an  Hymn  of  the  latter  ap.  Fabric  Bib.  Med.  JStat  v.  Fortunatus. 

The  learned  Muratori,  in  nis  Dissertation  de  Rythmic*  Veterum  Poeti,  [Antiq.  Med.  JEri,  Dissert,  xl.]  has  collected 
together  a  vast  heap  of  examples,  which  prove  that  Rimes  were  very  generally  used  in  Hymns,  Sequences,  and  other 
reUgioas  compositions  in  Latin,  in  the  Tilth,  Vlllth,  and  IX th  Centuries ;  so  that  for  my  own  part  I  think  it  as  pro- 
Sable,  that  the  Poets  in  the  vulgar  languages  (who  first  appeared  about  the  IXth  Century)  borrowed  their  Rimes 
from  the  Latin  Poetry  of  that  age,  as  it  is  evident  that  they  did  the  forms  of  their  versification. 

Otfrid  of  Weissenberg,  the  earliest  Rimer  that  is  known  in  any  of  the  modern  Languages,  about  the  year  870,  calls 
Rim,  is  the  style  of  the  Latin  Grammarians,  Schema  omaoteleuton  [Pnef.  ad  Liutbert  ap.  Schilter.  Thes.  Antiq. 
Teuton,  tip.  1L]  And  when  the  Monk,  who  has  been  cited  in  n.  41.  says,  that  Thibaud  de  Vernun  composed  his 
Soasjs  "  md  quamdam  tinnuli  rytkmi  similitudinem,"  he  must  mean,  I  think,  that  he  composed  them  "in  imitation  of 
[Latin]  jingling  Rythm."  I  say,  Latin,  or  at  least  some  foreign,  Rythm,  because  otherwise  he  would  rather  have  said 
im  rgOma  Unnula.  The  addition  of  the  epithet  tinnulus  seems  to  shew  plainly  enough,  that  Rpthmus  alone  did  not 
then  signify  what  we  call  Rime. 

M  WflHam  of  Malmesbury  [de  Gest.  Pont  Angl.  1.  iii.  p.  271  •]  has  preserved  two  Riming  verses  of  Aldred,  Arch- 
bishop of  York,  which  that  Prelate  threw  out  against  one  Urse,  Sheriff  of  Worcestershire,  not  long  after  the  Conquest 
-  Ha  test  thou  Urse— Have  thou  God's  curse."  "  Vocaris  Ursus— Habeas  Dei  moled  ictionem."  Malmesbury  says,  that 
he  In— Is  this  English, "  quod  Latina  verba  nan  sicut  Anglica  concinnilati  respondent."  The  Concinnity,  I  suppose, 
sjssst  have  eonststad  in  the  Rime,  and  would  hardly  have  been  thought  worth  repeating,  if  Rime  in  English  had  not 
then  been  s  novelty. 

The  lines  Id  the  Saxon  Chronicle,  to  which  I  mean  to  refer,  are  in  p.  101.  ed  Gibs.  The  passage  begins, 

Eartelar  he  lec  pypcean. 
^jeapme  men  rpifce  rpencean — 

AH  Ike  lines  are  not  In  Rime ;  but  I  shall  set  down  a  few.  In  English  characters,  which  I  think  coud  not  have  chimed 
masthu  so  exactly  by  mere  accident 

Thet  he  nam  be  rihte 

And  mid  mycelan  un- rihte 

Of  hisleode 

For  littelre  neode — 

He  sartte  my  eel  deor-frith. 

And  he  Ucgde  laga  ther  with  — 

He  forbead  tha  heortas, 

Swylce  eac  tha  bans ; 

8wa  s withe  he  lufode  tha  hea-deor 

Swylce  he  were  heora  feeder. 

Eac  he  sctte  be  tham  haran. 

That  hi  mosten  freo  Haran— 

Tto  eoacrndJnf  lines  are— 

Be  el-mihtiga  God 

Kithe  his  saule  mfld-heortnisse 

And  do  him  his  synna  forgifenessc. 

The  writer  of  this  part  of  the  Chronicle  (as  he  tells  us  himself,  p.  189.)  had  seen  the  Conquerour. 

•»  Hist  AngL  p.  100.  Godric  died  in  1 170,  so  that,  according  to  tradition,  the  Canticle  was  prior  to  that  period.  The 
first  Stanza  being  incorrectly  printed,  I  shall  only  transcribe  the  last— 

Berate  Marie,  Christes  bur, 
Meideoes  clenhad,  modem  flur, 
Dilie  mine  sennen,  rixe  in  mln  mod, 
Brings  me  to  winne  with  selfe  God— 
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blessed  Virgin  was  pleased  to  dictate  to  Godric,  an  Uermite  near  Durham,  I  have  not  been 
able  to  discover  any  attempts  at  Riming  Poetry,  which  can  with  probability  be  referred  to  an 
earlier  period  than  the  reign  of  Henry  the  second.  In  that  reign  Layamon a  Priest  of 
Ernleye  near  Severn,  as  he  calls  himself,  translated  (chiefly)  from  the  French  of  Waoe  a 


Hoc  Cantieum  (says  M.  P.)  potest  hoc  modo  in  Latinum  transferri. 

Sancta  Maria,  Christi  thalamus, 
virginalis  puritas,  mairis  flos, 
dele  mta  crimina,  rtgna  in  mente  med, 
due  me  adfalicitatcm  cum  solo  Deo. 

Upon  the  authority  of  this  translation  I  have  altered  pinne  (as  it  is  in  the  print)  to  winne.    The  Saxon  p  fs  often 
mistaken  for  a  p. 

*•  This  work  of  Layamon  is  extant  among  the  Cotton  MSB.  Cal.  A.  ix.  A  much  later  copy,  in  which  the  author, 
by  a  natural  corruption  was  called  Laweman,  was  destroyed  by  the  fire.  There  is  an  account  of  both  copies  a 
Wanley's  Cat.  M8S.  Septent.  p.  228,  and  p.  237. 

The  following  short  extract  from  fol.  7. 8.  containing  an  account  of  the  Sirens,  which  Brutus  met  with  in  his 
voyage,  will  serve  to  support  what  is  said  in  the  text  of  this  Author's  intermixing  Rimes  with  his  prose. 

Ther  heo  funden  the  Merminnen, 
That  booth  deor  of  muchele  ginnen. 
Wiamen  hit  thunchet  ful  I  wig, 
Bineothe  thon  gurdle  hit  thunceth  fUc 
Theos  habbeth  swa  murie  song, 
Ne  beo  tha  dai  na  swa  long, 
Ne  bith  na  man  weri 
lleora  songes  to  heran— 

47  The  French  Clerk,  whom  Layamon  professes  to  have  followed  in  his  history,  Is  called  by  Wanley  [Cat.  MBS.  Sept 
p.  228.]  Wate  ;  as  if  poor  Maistre  Waet  were  doomed  to  have  his  name  perpetually  mistaken.  Fauchet,  and  a  long 
string  of  French  Antiquaries,  have  agreed  to  call  him  Wist  ace.  I  shall  here,  in  justice  to  Maistre  Wact,  (for  whom 
I  have  a  great  respect,  not  only  as  a  very  antient  but  as  a  very  ingenious  Rimer,)  state  my  reasons  shortly  for 
believing,  that  he  was  the  real  author  of  that  translation  in  French  verse  of  Geffrey  of  Monmouth's  Romance,  which 
is  commonly  called  he  Brut. 

In  the  first  place  his  name  is  distinctly  written  in  the  text  of  three  MSS.  of  very  considerable  antiquity.  Two  of 
them  are  in  the  Museum,  viz.  Cotton.  VitelL  A.  x.  and  Reg.  13  A.  xxi.  The  third  is  at  Cambridge,  in  the  Library  of 
Bennet  College,  n  58.  In  a  fourth  MS.  also  in  the  Museum,  HarU  6508.  it  is  written  Oaxce,  and  Gace,  by  a  sub- 
stitution of  G  for  W,  very  usual  in  the  French  language. 

Secondly,  in  the  MS.  abovementioncd  of  Layamon's  history  Cal.  A.  ix.  if  I  may  trust  my  own  eyes,  the  name  is 
Wact ;  and  not  Wate,  as  Wanley  read  it.  The  Saxon  t  is  not  very  unlike  a  o.  What  Layamon  has  said  farther, 
«•  that  this  Wace  was  a  French  Clerk,  and  presented  bis  book  to  Alienor,  the  Queen  of  Henry"  [the  Second,]  agrees 
perfectly  well  with  the  date  of  he  Brut  (in  1 155,  according  to  all  the  copies)  and  with  the  account  which  Waos 
himself,  in  his  Roman  de  Rou,  has  given  of  his  attachment  to  Ilenry. 

Thirdly,  in  a  subsequent  translation  of  Le  Brut,  which  was  made  by  Robert  of  Brunne  In  the  beginning  of  the 
XlVth  Century,  he  repeatedly  names  MaysUr  Wace,  as  the  author  (or  rather  translator  from  the  Latin)  of  the 
French  History.  See  Hearne's  App.  to  Pref.  to  Peter  Langto/l,  p.  xcviii. 

In  opposition  to  this  strong  evidence  in  favour  of  Wace,  we  have  nothing  material,  except  the  MS.  of  Le  Brut 
quoted  by  Fauchet  [de  la  Lanpue  Francoisc,  1.  ii. ;],  in  which,  according  to  his  citation,  the  author  is  called  Wistace. 
The  later  French  writers,  who  have  called  him  so,  I  apprehend,  have  only  followed  Fauchet.  The  Reader  will 
judge,  whether  it  is  not  more  probable,  that  the  writer  of  the  MS.  or  even  Fauchet  himself,  may  have  made  a  little 
slip  In  this  matter,  than  that  so  many  MSS.  as  I  have  quoted  above,  and  the  successive  testimonies  of  Layamon  and 
Robkrt  or  Brunnb,  should  have  concurred  in  calling  the  author  of  Le  Brut  Wacb,  if  that  had  not  been  his  true  name. 

I  will  Just  add,  that  La  vie  de  8eint  Nicholas,  which  is  frequently  quoted  by  Ilickes  [Gr.  A.  &  p.  146.  149.  et  aL] 
was  probably  a  work  of  this  same  Wace,  as  appears  from  the  following  passage.  [MS.  BodL  1687*  v.  17.  from  the  end.] 

Ci  faut  le  Hvre  mestre  Guace, 
Qil  ad  de  Scint  Nicholas  fait, 
De  Latin  en  Romaunz  estreit 
A  Osberd  le  fix  Thiout, 
Qui  Seint  Nicholas  mout  amout.— 

And  I  should  sunpect,  that  Le  Martyrs  de  St.  George  en  vers  Francois  par  Robert  Guaco,  mentioned  by  M.  Lebenf  as 
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fabalous  history  of  the  Britons,  entitled  u  Le  Brut,"  which  Wace  himself,  about  the  year  j 
1156,  had  translated  from  the  Latin  of  Geffrey  of  Monmouth.   Though  the  greatest  part  of  j 
this  work  of  Layamon  resemble  the  old  Saxon  Poetry,  without  Rime  or  metre,  yet  he  often 
intermixes  a  number  of  short  verses,  of  unequal  lengths  but  riming  together  pretty  exactly, 
and  in  some  places  he  has  imitated  not  unsuccessfully  the  regular  octosyllable  measure  of  his 
French  original. 

|  in.  It  may  seem  extraordinary,  after  these  proofs,  that  the  art  of  Riming  was  not 
unknown  or  unpractised  in  this  country  in  the  time  of  Uenry  II,  that  we  should  be  obliged 
!    to  search  through  a  space  of  above  an  hundred  years,  without  being  able  to  meet  with  a  single 
I     maker  of  English  Rimes,  whom  we  know  to  have  written  in  that  interval.   The  case  I  suspect 
i    to  have  been  this.  The  scholars  of  that  age  (and  there  were  many  who  might  fairly  be  called 
so,  in  the  English  dominions  abroad 48  as  well  as  at  home)  affected  to  write  only 49  in  Latin, 
to  that  we  do  not  find  that  they  ever  composed,  in  verse  or  prose,  in  any  other  language.  On 
the  other  hand  they,  who  meant  to  recommend  themselves  by  their  Poetry  to  the  favour  of 
the  great,  took  care  to  write  in  French,  the  only  language  which  their  patrons  understood  ; 
and  hence  it  is,  that  we  see  so  many  French  poems  *°,  about  that  time,  either  addressed  directly 
to  the  principal  persons  at  the  English  court,  or  at  least  written  on  such  subjects  as  we  may 
|    suppose  to  have  been  most  likely  to  engage  their  attention.   Whatever  therefore  of  English 
Poetry  was  produced,  in  this  infancy  of  the  art,  being  probably  the  work  of  illiterate  authors  i 


I  extant  hi  the  BihL  Colbert  Cod.  3745  [Mem.  de  l'Acad.  D.  J.  et  B.  L.  t.  xvil.  p.  731.]  ought  to  be  ascribed  to  the  same 
1     aaffcor.  as  Qnaco  Is  a  very  strange  name.  The  Christian  name  of  Waco  was  Robert.  See  Huct,  Orit.  do  Caen,  p.  412. 

! 

{  *•  The  following  passage  of  Roger  de  Hoveden  [p.  672*]  gives  a  striking  description  of  the  extent  of  the  English 
\     emaWom  Id  the  time  of  Richard  L  Sciendum  est  quod  tola  terra,  qua  est  ab  Anglia  tuque  in  Hlspaniam,  secus 

■Mr*,  widelieet  Normannia,  Britannia,  Pictavia,  est  de  dominio  Regis  Anglia.  The  Kings  of  France  at  that  time 

wore  not  possessed  of  an  inch  of  territory  upon  the  coasts  of  the  Ocean. 

•  It  win  bo  sufficient  to  name  John  of  Salisbury,  Peter  of  Blois,  Joseph  of  Exeter,  Gerald  Barry,  Nigell  Wireker, 
QemVcj  Vmsauf.  I  should  add  to  this  list  Walter  Map,  if  there  were  not  a  tradition,  not  entirely  destitute  of 
■■bahflllj,  mat  he  was  the  author  of  the  Roman  de  Saint  Qraal  in  French.  I  find  this  in  an  old  MS.  of  Tristan,  Bib. 
Bay.  S9l  Dl  tt.  p.  antep.  Quant  Boort  ot  eonte  laventure  del  Saint  Graal,  teles  come  eles  estoient  avenues,  eles  furent 
mists  m  esKrit,  gardees  en  lamere  de  Salibieres,  dont  Mestre  (Saltier  Map  Testrest  a  /aire  son  livre  du  Saint  Qraal,  por 
Isisr  dm  r#y  Herri  son  sengnor,  qui  fist  Usiorie  tralater  del  Latin  en  Romanz.  The  adventure  nf  the  Saint  Qraal, 
Is  fisfatj  written  upon  a  very  different  plan  from  the  other  Romances  of  the  Round  Table,  and  is  likely  enough  to 
hare  com*  from  an  Eoclesisstick.  though  rather,  I  confess,  from  a  graver  one  than  Walter  Map  may  be  supposed  to 
Ism  been.  The  French  Romance,  from  which  our  Romance  called  M  Mort  <f  Arthur  "  is  translated,  seems  to  be  an 
a^jadfteJosM  Jumble  of  Le  Brut,  Lancelot,  Tristan,  the  Saint  Qraal,  and  some  other  Romances  of  less  note,  which 
wsre  all,  I  apprehend,  originally  separate  works. 

*•  Le  Bestimire,  by  Philippe  de  Thaun,  addressed  to  Queen  Adelisa ;  Le  Brut  and  Le  Roman  de  Rou,  by  Wace,  have 
bam  mantlansfl,  above.  Besides  the  Roman  de  Rou,  there  is  another  Chronicle  of  Normandy  in  French  verse  by 
I    Motors  BeneU,  compiled  by  order  of  Henry  II.  MS.  Harl.  1717.  The  same  Beneit  was,  perhaps,  the  author  of  the 
Tilde  ML.  ntrnot,  M&  HarU  377&  though  he  there  calls  himself 

"  Frere  Beneit,  le  pecheour, 
"oveles  neirs  dras  " — 

At  me  end  of  a  copy  of  Le  Brut,  Bib.  Reg.  13  A.  uL  there  is  a  Continuation  of  the  History  to  the  death  of  William 

IL,  m  taw  mm*  Metre,  by  a  Qeffrei  Qaimar,  which  escaped  the  observation  of  Mr.  Casley ;  and  at  the  end  of  another 

•tff.  Tiled.  A.  x.  the  History  is  continued  by  an  anonymous  author  to  the  accession  of  King  John. 
;        Blrawrrt  L  composed  himself  in  French.  A  specimen  of  his  Poetry  has  been  published  by  Mr.  Walpole,  Cat.  of 
|     Royal  Author*,  v.  I  And  his  Chancellor,  William  Bishop  of  Ely  (who,  as  has  been  observed  before,  "  was  totally 

tawomwl  of  taw  English  language  "),  was  by  no  means  behindhand  with  his  Master  in  his  encouragement  of  French 
|     rscts;  fur  of  this  Bishop  the  passage  in  Hoveden  is  to  be  understood,  which  Mr.  Walpole  has  applied  to  the  King  . 

himself  It  is  part  of  a  Letter  of  Hugh  Bishop  of  Coventry,  who,  speaking  of  the  Bishop  of  Ely,  says  that  hi,  ad 
|     mmgmtsttmm  et  famam  sui  nominis,  emendicata  carmina  et  rylhmot  adulatorios  comparabat,  et  de  regno  Francorum 

emmtmreM  etjoeulmtores  muneribus  allexerat,  ut  de  illo  canerent  in  plateis  ;  etjam  dicebatur  ubique,  quod  non  erat  talis 

im  trie."  Hoyden,  p.  103. 

d 
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and  circulating  only  among  the  vulgar  &l,  we  need  not  be  much  surprised  that  no  more  of  it 
has  been  transmitted  down  to  posterity. 

§  iv.  The  learned  Ilickes,  however,  has  pointed  out  to  us  two  very  curious  pieces,  which 
may  with  probability  be  referred  to  this  period.  The  first  of  them  is  a  Paraphrase  of  the 
Gospel  Histories,  entitled  Ormulum  M,  by  one  Orm,  or  Ormln.  It  seems  to  have  been  considered 
as  mere  Prose  by  Hickes  and  by  Wanley,  who  have  both  given  large  extracts  from  it ;  but,  I 
apprehend,  every  reader,  who  has  an  ear  for  metre,  will  easily  perceive  that  it  is  written  very 


"  To  these  causes  we  may  probably  impute  the  Ion  of  those  Songs  upon  Ilereward  (the  last  perhaps  of  the  Bazoo 
heroes,)  which,  according  to  Ingulphus,  41  were  sung  about  the  streets"  in  his  time.  Hist  Croyl.  p.  68.  Robert  of 
Brunne  also  mentions  "  a  Rime  "  concerning  Grymo  the  Fisher,  the  founder  of  Grymcsby ;  Hanelok  the  Dane ;  and 
his  wife  Goldeburgh,  daughter  to  a  King  Athelwold ;  who  all  now,  together  with  their  bard, 

— lllacrymabiles 
TTrgentur  ignotique  longa 
Node.— 

See  Translation  of  Peter  of  Langtoft,  p.  25.  and  Camden's  Brit  p.  56a 

"  The  Ormulum  seems  to  be  placed  by  Ilickes  among  the  first  writings  after  the  Conquest  [Gram.  Aug.  Sax.  e. 
xxii.  p.  165.],  but,  I  confess,  I  cannot  conceive  it  to  hare  been  earlier  than  the  reign  of  Henry  H.  There  is  a  peculiarity 
in  the  author's  orthography,  which  consists  In  doubling  the  Consonants ;  e.  g.  brother,  he  writes,  broiherr after, 
afflerr,  Sec.  He  has  done  this  by  design,  and  charges  those  who  shall  oopy  his  book  to  be  very  careful  to  write  those 
letters  twice,  which  he  has  written  so,  as  othorwiae,  he  assures  them,  "  they  will  not  write  the  word  right"  Hlekes 
has  taken  notice  of  this  peculiarity,  but  has  not  attempted  to  explain  the  author's  reasons  for  it ;  and  indeed,  without 
a  more  perfect  knowledge  than  we  now  probably  can  have  of  the  Saxon  pronunciation,  they  mem  totally  inexplicable. 
In  the  few  linos,  which  I  think  it  necessary  to  quote  here  as  a  specimen  of  the  Metre,  I  shall  venture  (first  begging 
Ormin's  pardon  for  disregarding  his  injunction)  to  leave  out  the  superfluous  letters,  and  I  shall  also  for  my  own  east 
as  well  as  that  of  the  reader  transcribe  them  in  modern  characters.  The  first  lines  of  Wanley's  extract  from  MS. 
Bod.  Junius.  1.  [Cat  Codd.  MSS.  Septent  p.  59.]  will  answer  my  purpose  as  well  as  any  other. 

Nu,  brother  Walter,  brother  min  after  the  fleshes  kinde, 

And  brother  min  i  Cristendom  thurh  fulluht  and  thurh  trowthe, 

And  brother  min  i  Godes  bus  yet  o  the  thride  wise, 

Thurh  that  wit  hafen  taken  ba  an  reghel  boc  to  folghen 

Under  kanunkes-had  and  lif  swa  sum  Sant  Awstin  sette, 

1c  hafe  don  swa  sum  thu  bad,  and  /orbed « te  thin  wille, 

Ic  hafe  wend  intil  English  godspeiles  halighe  lare, 

After  that  little  wit  that  me  min  Drthten  hafeth  lened— 

Tho  reader  will  observe,  that,  in  calling  these  verses  of  fifteen  syllables,  I  consider  the  words  kinde,  trotcthe, 

wist,  sette,  teille,  lare— as  dissyllables. 

The  laws  of  Metre  require  that  they  should  be  so  considered,  as  much  as  folghen  and  lened :  and  for  the  same 
reason  thride  in  vcr.  3  and  hafe  in  ver.  6  and  7.  are  to  be  pronounced  as  consisting  of  two  syllables. 

It  is  the  more  extraordinary  that  neither  Hiokce  nor  Wanley  should  have  perceived  that  Ormin  wrote  in  Metre*  as  ha 
himself  mentions  his  having  added  words  for  the  sake  of  filling  his  Rime,  or  Verge,  for  he  calls  it  by  both  those  name* 
in  the  following  passages : 

Ic  hafe  sett  her  o  this  boc  among  Godspeiles  wordes 

All  thurh  me  selfen  manig  word,  the  Rime  swa  to  Jillen— 

And  again. 

And  ic  ne  mihte  noht  min  fert  ay  with  Godspeiles  wordes 

Wei  JIUen  all,  and  all  forthi  sholde  ic  wel  ofte  nede 

Among  Godspeiles  wordes  don  min  word,  min  fert  to  fiUen  — 

It  is  scarce  necessary  to  remark,  that  Rime  is  here  to  be  understood  in  its  original  sense,  as  denoting  the  whole  verse, 
and  not  merely  the  consonancy  of  the  final  syllables.  In  the  second  quotation  fert,  or  verse,  is  substituted  for  it  aa  a 
synonymous  term.  Indeed  I  doubt  whether,  in  the  time  of  Ormin,  the  word  Rime  was,  in  any  language,  used  singly 
to  convey  the  idea  of  Consonant  terminations. 
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exactly  in  verses  of  fifteen  syllables,  without  Rime,  in  imitation  of  the  most  common  species  of 
the  Latin  Tetrameter  Iambic.  The  other  piece  M,  which  is  a  moral  Poem  upon  old  age,  &c.  is 
in  Rime,  and  in  a  metre  much  resembling  the  former,  except  that  the  verse  of  fifteen  syllables 
it  broken  into  two,  of  which  the  first  should  regularly  contain  eight  and  the  second  seven 

I    syllables  ;  but  the  metre  is  not  so  exactly  observed,  at  least  in  the  copy  which  Hickes  has 

J    followed,  as  it  is  in  the  Ormulum. 

§  v.  In  the  next  interval,  from  the  latter  end  of  the  reign  of  Henry  III,  to  the  middle  of  the 
j    fourteenth  century,  when  we  may  suppose  Chaucer  was  beginning  to  write,  the  number  of 
I    English  Rimers  seems  to  have  increased  very  much.  Besides  several,  whose  names  we  know  M, 
it  is  probable  that  a  great  part  of  the  anonymous  Authors,  or  rather  Translators M,  of  the 

**  A  large  extract  from  this  Poem  has  been  printed  by  Hickes  [Gram.  Ang.  Sax.  c  xxiv.  p.  222.],  but  evidently 
from  very  incorrect  MSB.  It  begins  thus : 

Ic  am  nu  elder  thanne  ic  wet 

A  wintre  and  ec  a  lore ; 
Ic  ealdi  more  thanne  ic  dede, 

Mi  wit  oghte  to  bi  more. 

"  Robert  of  Gloucester  and  Robert  of  Brunne  have  been  mentioned  already. 

lb  these  may  be  added  Richard  Rolle,  the  hermite  of  Hampole,  who  died  in  1349,  after  having  composed  a  large 
f  wHty  of  English  rimes.  See  Tanner,  Bib.  Brit  Art.  Hampol b  .—Laurence  Minot,  who  has  left  a  collection  of 
Peams  upon  the  principal  events  of  the  former  part  of  the  reign  of  Edward  III.  MS.  Cotton.  Galba.  E.  ix.— Within 
the  same  period  flourished  the  two  Poets,  who  are  mentioned  with  great  commendations  by  Robert  of  Brunno  [App. 
so  Pref.  to  Peter  Langt.  p.  xcix.]  under  the  names  *'  Of  Erceldoun  and  of  Kendale."  We  have  no  memorial,  that  I 
know,  remaining  of  the  latter,  besides  this  passage ;  but  the  former  I  take  to  have  been  the  famous  Thomas  Leir- 
■mth,  of  Erc&doun  (or  Ersilton,  as  it  is  now  called,  in  the  shire  of  March.)  who  lived  in  the  time  of  Edward  I,  and 
is  generally  distinguished  by  the  honourable  addition  of  "  The  Rhymour."  As  the  learned  Editor  of  "  Ancient 
Scottish  Poems,  Edinburgh,  1770,"  has.  for  irrefragable  reasons,  deprived  this  Thomas  of  a  Prophecy  in  verse,  which 
had  nsaally  been  ascribed  to  him,  [see  Mackenzie,  Art  Thomas  Rhymour,]  I  am  inclined  to  make  him  some  amends 
by  attributing  to  him  a  Romance  of  "  Sir  Tristrem ; "  of  which  Robert  of  Brunne,  an  excellent  judge .'  [in  the  place 
above  cited]  says, 

Over  gestes  it  has  th 'esteem, 

Over  all  that  is  or  was, 

If  men  it  sayd  as  made  Thomas. 

*•  Bee  Dr.  Percy's  curious  Catalogue  of  English  Metrical  Romances,  prefixed  to  the  third  Volume  of  Reliques  of 
mmcia*  Poesp.  1  am  inclined  to  believe  that  we  have  no  English  Romance,  prior  to  the  age  of  Chaucer,  which  is 
not  a  translation  or  imitation  of  some  earlier  French  Romance.  The  principal  of  those,  which,  being  built  upon 
P-SJ**-U  stories,  bid  the  fairest  for  having  been  originally  composed  in  English,  are  also  extant  in  French.  A  oon- 
siiMs  slils  fragment  of  Hornchild,  or  Dan  Horn  as  he  is  there  called,  is  to  bo  found  in  French  Alexandrines  in  MS. 
HmrL  337.  The  first  part  of  Guy  of  Warwick  is  in  French,  in  the  octosyllable  metre,  in  MS.  Harl.  3775.  and  the  last 
mart  in  the  same  language  and  metre  in  MS.  Bib.  Reg.  8  F.  ix.  How  much  may  be  wanting  I  hsve  not  had  opportunity 
to  examine.  I  have  never  seen  Bevis  in  French ;  but  Du  Fresnoy,  in  his  Biblioth.  des  Romans,  t  ii.  p.  241.  mentions 
a  MS  of  Ls  Roman  de  Beuves  de  Han  tonne,  and  another  of  he  Roman  de  Beuves  st  Rosiane,  en  Rime,-  and  the  Italians, 
who  were  certainly  more  likely  to  borrow  from  the  French  than  from  the  English  language,  had  got  among  them  a 
p^-ir—  a  Bmovo-dTAntona  before  the  year  1348.  Quadrio,  Storia  della  Poesia,  t.  vL  p.  M2. 

However,  I  think  it  extremely  probable  that  these  three  Romances,  though  originally  written  in  French,  were  com- 
posed in  England,  and  perhaps  by  Englishmen  ;  for  we  find  that  the  general  currency  of  the  French  language  here 
engaged  several  of  our  own  countrymen  to  use  it  in  their  compositions.  Peter  of  Langtoft  may  be  reckoned  a  dubious 
lawtonee,  as  he  is  said  by  some  to  have  been  a  Frenchman  ;  but  Robert  Grossetcste,  the  famous  Bishop  of  Lincoln  in 
the  time  of  Henry  III,  was  a  native  of  Suffolk,  and  yet  he  wrote  his  Chasteau  d' Amours,  and  his  Manuel  des  Peehtfes 
in  French.  [Tanner's  Dib  Brit,  and  Uearne's  Pref.  to  Rob.  of  Gloucester,  p.  lviii.]— There  is  a  translation  of  Cato  in 
Plinth  verse  by  Uelis  de  Guincestre,  L  e.  Winchester,  MS.  Harl.  4388.  and  a  Romance  also  in  French  verse,  which  I 
-"IT^rr  to  be  the  original  of  the  English  Jpomedon  [Percy's  Cat  n.  22.]  by  Hue  de  Rotelande,  is  to  be  found  in  MS. 
C+Oem.  Vesp.  A.  vii  —  A  French  Dialogue  in  verse,  MS.  Bod.  XX  >4.  entitled,  "  La  pleinte  par  entre  mis  Sire  Henry  de 
Lacy  ComnU  de  Xichole  et  Sire  Wauter  de  Bybelesworth  pur  la  croiserie  en  la  tcrre  Scinte,"  was  most  probably  com- 
ptmmi  by  the  latter,  who  has  alan  left  us  another  work  in  French  prose.  [See  his  article  in  Tanner,  Bibl.  Brit]— Even 
as  late  as  the  time  of  Chaucer,  Gower  wrote  his  Speculum  meditantis  in  French,  but  whether  in  verse  or  prose  is 
yi^ff—h.    John  fttowe,  who  was  a  diligent  searcher  after  MSS.  had  never  seen  this  work  [Annals,  p.  326.]  :  nor  does 
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popular  Poems,  which  (from  their  having  been  originally  written  in  the  Roman,  or  French, 
language)  were  called  Romances,  flourished  about  this  time.   It  is  unnecessary  to  enter  into 
particulars  here  concerning  any  of  them,  as  they  do  not  appear  to  have  invented,  or  imported 
from  abroad,  any  new  modes  of  Versification,  by  which  the  Art  coud  be  at  all  advanced  *,  or 
even  to  have  improved  those  which  were  before  in  use.   On  the  contrary,  as  their  works  were  i 
intended  for  the  ear  more  than  for  the  eye,  to  be  recited  rather  than  read,  they  were  apt  to  be  ! 
more  attentive  to  their  Rimes  than  to  the  exactness  of  their  Metres,  from  a  presumption,  I 
suppose,  that  the  defect,  or  redundance,  of  a  syllable  might  be  easily  covered  in  the  recitation,  | 
especially  if  accompanied,  as  it  often  was,  by  some  musical  instrument.  , 

§  vi.  Such  was,  in  general,  the  state  of  English  Poetry  at  the  time  when  Chaucer  probably 
made  his  first  essays.  The  use  of  Rime  was  established  ;  not  exclusively  (for  the  Author  of  1 


either  Bale  or  Pits  set  down  the  beginning  of  it,  as  they  generally  do  of  the  books  which  they  hare  had  in  their  hands. 
However,  one  French  Poem  of  Gower's  has  been  preserved.  In  MS.  Harl.  3868.  it  is  connected  with  the  Con/kssio  \ 
Amantis  by  the  following  rubric :  «  Puisqu'il  ad  dit  cidevant  en  Englois  par  vote  d*essarople  la  sotle  de  oeUni  qui  par 
amours  aime  par  especial,  dirra  ore  apres  en  Francois  a  tout  le  mondo  en  general  one  traitie  selonc  les  aoctours,  poor 
essampler  les  amants  marries,  an  fin  q*ils  la  foi  de  leurs  mints  espousailles  pourront  par  fine  loialte  guarder,  et  al 
honeur  de  dieu  salvement  tenir."  Pr.  Lt  creatour  de  toute  creature.  It  contains  ly  Stanzas  of  7  verses  each,  in  the 
last  of  which  is  the  following  apology  for  the  language : 

i 

"  Al'  unhrersite  de  tout  le  monde 
Johan  Gower  ceste  Balade  envoie, 
Et  si  jeo  nai  de  Francois  la  faconde, 
PardoneU  moi  qe  jeo  de  ceo  forsvole ; 
Jeo  tuis  Englois,  si  qulcr  par  tiele  vole 

Estre  excuse  .*'  ' 

i 

Chancer  himself  seems  to  have  had  no  great  opinion  of  the  performances  of  his  countrymen  in  French.  [Prol  to 
Test,  of  Love,  ed.  1542.]  *•  Certes  (says  be)  there  ben  some  that  speke  tbeyr  poysy  mater  In  Frenche,  of  wbyche  speche  j 
the  Frenche  men  have  as  good  a  fantasye,  as  we  have  in  hearing  of  French  mennes  Englyshe."  And  he  afterwards 
concludes,  with  his  usual  good  sense.  "  Let  then  Clcrkes  endytcn  in  Latyn,  for  they  have  the  propertye  of  science 
and  the  knowinge  in  that  facultye ;  and  lctte  Frenchmen  in  theyr  Frenehe  also  endyte  theyr  queynt  termes,  for  it  is 
kyndly  to  theyr  mouth es ;  and  let  us  shewe  our  fantasyes  in  suche  wordes  as  we  lerneden  of  our  dames  tange." 

*•  It  was  necessary  to  qualify  the  assertion,  that  the  Rimers  of  this  period  "  did  not  invent  or  import  from  abroad 
any  new  modes  of  Versification,"  as,  in  fact,  Robert  of  Brunnc  (in  the  passage  referred  to  in  n.  64.)  has  mentioned 
three  or  four  sorts  of  verse,  different  from  any  which  we  have  hitherto  met  with,  and  which  appear  to  have  been 
much  cultivated,  if  not  introduced,  by  the  writers  who  flourished  a  little  before  himself.  He  calls  them  Cemmtt, 
Strangere,  Entcrlace,  and  Boston.  Mr.  Bridges,  in  a  sensible  letter  to  Thomas  Hearne  [App.  to  Pref.  to  Peter  Langt 
p.  ciii.]  pointed  out  these  terms  as  particularly  "  needing  an  explanation ; "  but  Thomas  chose  rather  to  stuff  his  book 
with  accounts  of  the  Nunnery  at  Little  Gldding,  Ac  which  cost  him  only  the  labour  of  transcribing.  There  can  be 
little  doubt,  I  think,  that  the  Rimes  called  Cowcte  and  Enterlace'e  were  derived  from  the  Vertut  Caudati  and 
Interlaqueatl  of  the  Latin  Rimers  of  that  age.  Though  Robert  of  Brunne  in  his  Prologue  professes  not  to  attempt 
these  elegancies  of  composition,  yet  he  has  intermixed  several  passages  in  Rime  Couicies  [see  p.  266.  8/3,  6,  7, 8, 9, 
et  al.]  and  almost  all  the  latter  part  of  his  work  from  the  Conquest  is  written  in  Rime  Enierlade,  each  couplet 
riming  in  the  middle  as  well  as  at  the  end.  [This  was  the  nature  of  the  Versus  interlaqueati,  according  to  the  fol- 
lowing specimen,  MS.  Harl.  1002. 

Plausus  Grecorum  |  lux  cecis  et  via  claudis  | 
Incola  celorum  |  virgo  dignissima  lnudin.] 

I  cannot  pretend  to  define  the  exact  form  of  the  Rime  called  Boston*  but  I  dare  say  It  received  its  appellation  from 
the  Carmelite,  Robert  Boston,  a  celebrated  Latin  Rimer  In  the  reigns  of  Edward  I.  and  II.  [See  Tanner,  BibL  Brit, 
in  v.  and  Hearne's  Pref.  to  Fordun,  p.  cexxvi.  et  seq.]  His  verses  upon  the  battle  of  Bannockburn,  in  1313,  are 
printed  in  the  Appendix  to  Fordun,  p.  1570.  They  afford  instances  of  all  the  whimsical  combinations  of  Rimes  which 
can  well  be  conceived  to  find  a  place  in  the  Latin  heroic  metre. 

As  to  Rime  Strangere,  I  suspect  (upon  considering  the  whole  passage  in  Robert  of  Brunne)  that  it  was  rather  a 
general  name,  including  all  sorts  of  uncommon  Rimes,  than  appropriated  to  any  particular  species. 

Upon  the  whole,  if  this  account  of  these  new  modes  of  Versification  shall  be  allowed  to  be  any  thing  like  the 
truth,  I  hope  I  shall  bo  thought  justified  in  having  added,  "  that  the  Art  coud  not  be  at  all  advanced  by  them." 
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the  "Visions  of  Pierce  Ploughman  n  wrote  after  the  year  1360 47  without  Rime,)  but  very 
|  generally ;  so  that  in  this  respect  he  had  little  to  do  but  to  imitate  his  predecessors.  The 
j     Metrical  part  of  our  Poetry  was  capable  of  more  improvement,  by  the  polishing  of  the  measures 

already  in  use  as  well  as  by  the  introducing  of  new  modes  of  versification ;  and  how  far 
1     Chaucer  actually  contributed  to  the  improvement  of  it,  in  both  or  either  of  these  particulars, 

we  are  now  to  consider. 

§  vii.  With  respect  to  the  regular  Metres  then  in  use,  they  may  be  reduced,  I  think,  to  four. 
First,  the  long  Iambic  Metre  **,  consisting  of  not  more  than  fifteen,  nor  less  than  fourteen 
syllables,  and  broken  by  a  Gxsura  at  the  eighth  syllable.   Secondly,  the  Alexandrin  Metre 59, 


*"»  This  it  plain  from  fol.  68-  edit  1550.  where  the  year  1350  is  named,  as  a  year  of  great  scarcity.  Indeed,  from  the 
mention  of  the  Kitten  in  the  tale  of  the  Rattons,  fol.  iil.  iiil.  I  should  suspect  that  the  author  wrote  at  the  rery  end 
of  the  reign  of  Edward  III,  when  Richard  was  become  heir  apparent. 

The  Visions  of[L  e.  concerning)  Pierce  Ploughman  are  generally  ascribed  to  one  Robert  Langland;  but  the  best 
MSB.  that  I  have  seen,  make  the  Christian  name  of  the  author  William,  without  mentioning  his  surname.  So  in 
MS.  Cotbm.  Yeep.  B.  xvi.  at  the  end  of  p.  1.  is  this  rubric.  "  Hie  inclpit  secundus  passus  de  vision©  Willelmi  de  Petro 
Ploohman."  And  in  ver5.  of  p.  2.  instead  of,  "And  sayde  ;  sonne,  slepest  thouf  the  MS.  has,  "And  sayde  ; 
WHle,  slepest  thou  f  "  8ee  also  the  account  of  MS.  Harl.  2376.  in  the  Harleian  Catalogue. 

I  cannot  help  observing,  that  these  Visions  hare  been  printed  from  so  faulty  and  imperfect  a  MS.  that  the  author, 
whoever  he  was,  would  And  it  difficult  to  recognise  his  own  work.  However,  the  judgement  of  the  learned  Doctors. 
Hickes  and  Percy,  [Gram.  A.  S.  p.  217.— ReL  of  Anc  Poet  v.  il.  p.  260.]  with  respect  to  the  laws  of  his  versification, 
is  oonlrmed  by  the  M88.  Each  of  his  verses  is  in  fact  a  distich,  composed  of  two  verses,  after  the  Saxon  form, 
without  Rime,  and  not  reducible  to  any  certain  Metre.  I  do  not  mean  to  say,  that  a  few  of  his  verses  may  not  be 
picked  out,  consisting  of  fourteen  and  fifteen  syllables,  and  resembling  the  metre  used  in  the  Ormulum  ;  and  there 
are  still  more  of  twelve  and  thirteen  syllables,  which  might  pass  for  very  tolerable  Alexandrines :  but  then,  on  the 
other  hand,  there  is  a  great  number  of  his  verses  (warranted  for  genuine  by  the  best  MSS.)  which  cannot,  by  any 
mode  of  pronunciation,  be  extended  beyond  nine  or  ten  syllables  ;  so  that  it  is  impossible  to  imagine,  that  his  verse 
vm  intended  to  consist  of  any  determinate  number  of  syllables.  It  is  as  clear  that  his  Accents,  upon  which  the 
harmony  of  modern  Rythms  depends,  are  not  disposed  according  to  any  regular  system.  The  first  division  of  a 
verse  ie  often  Trochaic,  and  the  last  Iambic ;  and  vice  versd.  The  only  rule,  which  he  seems  really  to  have  prescribed 
to  himself,  Is  what  has  been  taken  notice  of  by  his  first  Editor,  viz.  "  to  have  three  wordes  at  the  leaste  in  every 
verse  wbJcbe  begtnne  with  some  one  letter."  Crowley's  Pref.  to  Edit.  155a 

*•  The  most  perfect  example  of  this  metre  has  been  given  above,  n.  52,  from  the  Ormulum.  Each  verse  is  composed 
of  ftflean  syllables,  and  broken  by  a  Casura  at  the  eighth,  which  always  terminates  a  word.  The  accents  are  so 
disposed  upon  the  even  syllables,  particularly  the  eighth  and  fourteenth,  as  to  produce  the  true  Iambic  Cadence. 

The  learned  reader  will  recollect,  that  the  Political  verses,  as  they  are  called,  of  Tzetzes,  and  others,  who  wrote 
when  the  Greek  versification  was  become  Rythmical  instead  of  Metrical,  are  chiefly  of  this  form.  See  Du  Cange,  v. 
Fauna  Vsnscs.  And  it  Is  remarkable,  that,  about  the  time  of  our  Orm,  Ciullo  d'Alcamo,  a  Poet  of  Sicily,  where  the 
Greek  was  still  a  living  language,  [Montf.  Palcog.  Gr.  1.  vt]  made  use  of  these  verses  of  fifteen  syllables,  intermixed 
with  HendecasyUables,  in  the  only  production  of  his  which  has  been  preserved.  Raccolta  dell'  Allacci,  p.  408—16. 
The  first  Stanza  is  quoted  by  Crescimbcnl,  [Istor.  d.  V.  P.  1.  i.  p.  3.]  who  however  labours  very  much  to  persuade 
a«  that  the  vex  see  in  question  ought  not  to  be  considered  as  verses  of  fifteen  syllables,  but  as  containing  each 
ef  them  two  verses,  the  one  of  eight  and  the  other  of  seven  syllables.  If  this  were  allowed,  the  nature  of  the  verse 
weeJd  not  be  altered :  [See  before,  p.  xxxv.]  but  the  supposition  Is  highly  improbable,  as  by  that  distribution  there  would 
he  three  verses  In  each  Stanza  not  riming.  In  what  follows,  CrescimbenI  shews  very  plainly  that  he  had  not  adverted 
to  the  real  nature  of  Quito's  measure,  for  be  compares  it  with  the  noted  tetrameter,  "  Gallias  Cesar  subegit,  Nico* 
tardea  Caeajem,"  which  is  a  Trochaic,  whereas  these  verses  of  Ciullo  are  evidently  Iambics,  like  those  of  Orm. 

I  enspeet,  that,  if  we  coud  recover  the  genuine  text  of  Robert  of  Gloucester,  ho  would  be  found  to  have  written 
m  this  Metre.  It  was  used  by  Warner,  in  his  Albions  England  (another  Chronicle  in  verse)  in  the  latter  end  of  Q 
Elizabeth's  reign ;  and  Gasooigne  about  the  same  time  [Instruction  concerning  the  making  of  verse  in  Eng.  Signature 
r.  faV]  speaks  of  the  couplet,  consisting  of  one  verse  of  twelve  and  another  of  fourteen  syllables,  as  the  commonest  sort 
of  verse  then  in  nee.  It  may  be  proper  to  observe,  that  the  metre,  which  Gascoigne  calls  a  verse  of  fourteen  syllables, 
is  exactly  the  same  with  what  is  called  above  a  verse  of  fifteen  syllables ;  just  as  the  French  Alexandrin  may  bo  com- 
posed indifferently  of  twelve  or  thirteen  syllables,  and  the  Italian  nendecasyllable  of  ten,  eleven,  or  even  twelve.  The 
gmcral  rule  In  all  these  kinds  of  verse  is,  that,  when  they  consist  of  the  neater  number  of  syllables,  the  superfluous 
syllables,  as  they  may  be  called,  are  never  accented. 

*»  Robert  of  Rrunne,  in  hit  translation  of  Peter  of  Langtoft,  seems  to  have  used  the  Alexandrin  verse  in  imitation 
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|     consisting  of  not  more  than  thirteen  syllables,  nor  less  than  twelve,  with  a  Ccesura  at  the  sixth. 
Thirdly,  the  Octosyllable  Metre  ;  which  was  in  reality  the  antient  Dimeter  Iambic.    Fourthly,  ! 
the  Stanza  of  six  verses  ;  of  which  the  first,  second,  fourth,  and  fifth,  were  in  the  complete 
Octosyllable  Metre  ;  and  the  third  and  last  catalectic,  t.  e.  wanting  a  syllable,  or  even  two. 

§  vin.  In  the  first  of  these  Metres  it  does  not  appear  that  Chaucer  ever  composed  at  all, 
(for,  I  presume,  no  one  can  imagine  that  he  was  the  author  of  Gamelyn,)  or  in  the  second ; 
and  in  the  fourth  we  have  nothing  of  his  but  the  Rime  of  Sire  Thopas,  which,  being  intended 
to  ridicule  the  vulgar  Romancers,  seems  to  have  been  purposely  written  in  their  favourite  1 
Metre.   In  the  third,  or  Octosyllable  Metre80,  he  has  left  several  compositions  ;  particularly, 


of  his  Original ;  but  his  Metre  (at  least  in  Hcarne's  copy)  Is  frequently  defective,  especially  in  the  latter  part  of  his 
work,  where  ho  affects  to  rime  at  the  Cctsura  as  well  as  at  the  end  of  his  verse.  . 

The  Alexandrin  metro  is  generally  agreed  to  have  been  first  used  in  the  Roman  d' Alexandre,  by  Lambert  II  Con 
and  Alexandre  do  Bernay,  toward  the  latter  end  of  the  twelfth  Century.  Du  Verdier,  Bibl.  p.  7W>.  Fauchet,  L  ii.  A 
late  French  Antiquary  (M.  L*Evoque  do  la  Ravaliere,)  in  his  history  Des  Revolutions  de  la  Langve  Fran  foist,  p.  165. 
has  combated  this  opinion,  upon  the  authority  of  some  Alexandrin  verses,  which  he  has  discovered,  as  he  supposes, 
in  the  Roman  de  Ron.  I  shall  only  observe,  that  no  such  verses  are  to  be  found  in  a  very  good  MS.  of  the  Roman  it 
Rou,  Bib.  Reg.  4  C.  xL  and  I  very  much  suspect  that  upon  an  accurate  examination  they  will  appear  to  have  been  not  1 
the  work  of  W ace,  but  of  some  later  author.  A  similar  mistake  of  an  interpolation,  or  continuation,  for  the 
original  work  has  led  another  very  able  Antiquary  of  the  same  nation  to  place  the  Roman  de  Rou  in  the  fourteenth 
Century.  Mem.  de  l'Acad.  des  I.  et  B.  L.  torn.  xv.  p.  582.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  that  Wace  wrote  the  Roman  de 
Rou  about  the  middle  of  the  twelfth  Century.   See  before,  n.  47. 

They  who  attend  only  to  the  length  of  the  Alexandrin  verse,  will  naturally  derive  it  from  the  Trimeter  Iambic 
rythms,  which  were  in  frequent  use  in  the  beginning  of  the  twelfth  Century.  See  Orderic  Vital.  1.  ii.  p.  404. 400.  410.  j 
415.  et  al.  But  when  it  is  considered,  that  the  Casura  at  the  sixth  syllable,  so  essential  to  the  Alexandrin  metre,  was 
hardly  ever  observed  in  the  Trimeter  Iambic,  it  will  seem  more  probable,  I  think,  that  the  inventor  of  the  Alexan- 
drin took  for  his  model,  what  has  been  called  above,  the  long  Iambic,  but,  for  some  reason  or  other,  retrenched  a  foot, 
or  two  syllables,  in  the  first  hemistich. 

«•  Though  I  call  this  the  Octosyllable  Metre  from  what  I  apprehend  to  have  been  its  original  form,  it  often  consists 
of  nine  and  sometimes  of  ten  syllables ;  but  the  eighth  is  always  the  last  accented  syllable. 

The  oldest  French  poems,  to  the  latter  end  of  the  twelfth  Century,  are  all  in  this  metre ;  but  upon  the  invention  of 
the  Alexandrin,  the  octosyllable  verse  eccms  by  degrees  to  have  been  confined  to  the  several  species  of  lighter  compo-  ' 
sit  ions  in  which  it  is  still  used.  Here  in  England,  Robert  of  Ilrunne,  in  his  Preface  to  his  translation  of  Le  Brut  [App-  ; 
to  Pref.  to  Peter  Langtoft.  p.  c.]  calls  it  "light  rime"  in  contradistinction  to  "  strange  rime,-  of  which  he  has  Just 
onumetated  several  sorts  [see  n.  56.] ;  and  says,  that  he  wrote  in  it "  for  luf  of  the  lowed  man  :**  and  Chancer  himself 
speaks  of  It  in  nearly  the  same  terms  in  the  beginning  of  tho  third  book  of  the  House  of  Fame.  \ 

"  God  of  science  and  of  light, 
Apollo,  thurgh  thy  gretc  might 
This  little  last  book  now  thou  gye  ; 
Not  that  I  will  for  maystrye 
1 1  ere  art  potential  be  shewde  ; 
But,  for  the  ryme  is  light  and  lewdcy 
Yet  make  it  somewhat  agreable, 
Though  some  verse  fayle  in  a  syllable." 

The  learned  Editor  of  a  part  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  [London,  1737, 8vo.]  has  quoted  this  passage  [Pref-  p.  xxv.]  | 
as  proving,  '*  by  Chaucer's  own  confession,  that  he  did  not  write  in  equal  measure."  j 

It  certainly  proves,  that  he  did  not  write  in  equal  measure  in  this  particular  poem  of  the  House  of  Fame ;  but  it 
proves  also,  that  he  knew  well  what  the  laws  of  measure  were,  and  that  he  thought  that  any  deviation  from  them 
required  an  apology.  Is  it  just  to  conclude,  because  Chaucer  has  owned  a  neglect  of  those  laws  in  one  work,  written 
in  light  metre,  and  in  which  he  formally  disclaims  any  exertion  of  art  [ver.  4, 5.]  that  therefore  he  has  been  equally 
negligent  of  them  in  his  other  works,  written  in  the  gravest  metre,  and  in  which  he  may  reasonably  be  supposed  to 
have  employed  his  utmost  skill  of  versification  ?  In  the  Troilus,  for  instance,  [b.  v.]  he  has  a  solemn  prayer,  "  that 
none  miswrite,  or  mismetre  his  book."  Can  we  suppose  that  it  was  not  originally  written  in  Metre  ?— But  I  shall  not 
enter  any  further  into  the  general  argument  concerning  Chaucer's  versification,  which  will  more  properly  be  discussed 
in  the  text  My  business  here  was  only  to  prevent  tho  reader  from  coming  to  the  question  with  a  preconceived  opinion 
(upon  the  authority  of  the  learned  Editor  above-mentioned)  that  ••Chaucer  himself, M  in  this  passage  of  the  House  of 
Fame,  "  has  put  the  matter  out  of  dispute." 

To  return  again  to  the  Octosyllable  Metre.  Its  constitution  is  such,  that  tho  first  syllable  may  often  be  dropped  without 
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*  an  imperfect  Translation  of  the  Roman  de  la  Erne"  which  was,  probably,  one  of  his  earliest 
performances  ;  "  the  House  of  Fame "  the  Dethe  of  the  Duchesse  Blanche,"  and  a  poem 
called  his  a  Dreme  : "  upon  all  which  it  will  be  sufficient  here  to  observe  in  general,  that,  if  he 
had  given  no  other  proofs  of  his  poetical  faculty,  these  alone  must  have  secured  to  him  the 
pre-eminence,  above  all  his  predecessors  and  contemporaries,  in  point  of  Versification. 

$  ix.  Bat  by  far  the  most  considerable  part  of  Chaucer's  works  is  written  in  that  kind  of 
Metre  which  we  now  call  the  Heroic01,  either  in  Distichs  or  in  Stanzas  ;  and  as  I  have  not 
been  able  to  discover  any  instance  of  this  metre  being  used  by  any  English  poet  before  him,  I 
'    am  much  inclined  to  suppose  that  he  was  the  first  introducer  of  it  into  our  language.   It  had 
>    long  been  practised  in  France,  in  the  Northern  as  well  as  the  Southern  provinces ;  and  in 
Italy,  within  the  last  fifty  years  before  Chaucer  wrote,  it  had  been  cultivated  with  the  greatest 
i    assiduity  and  success,  in  preference  to  every  other  metre,  by  Dante,  Petrarch,  and  Boccace. 
When  we  reflect  that  two  of  Chaucer's  juvenile  productions,  the  Palamon  and  Arcite,  and  the 
Troilus,  were  in  a  manner  translated  from  the  Theseida  and  the  FUostrato  of  Boccace42,  both 


maca  prejudice  to  the  harmony  of  the  verse ;  and  as  far  as  I  have  observed,  that  is  the  syllable  in  which  Chauoer'i 
mmm  at  this  kind  generally  fail.  We  have  an  instance  in  the  first  line  of  the  passage  quoted  above— 

!  God  of  science  and  of  light— 

•xmdaaa  well  (to  my  ear  at  least)  as 
j  Thou  God  of  science  and  of  light— 

— Hwg  to  Mr.  Urryt  correction.  The  reason,  I  apprehend,  is,  that  the  measure,  though  of  another  sort,  is  still 
regular:  instead  of  a  Dimeter  Iambic,  it  is  a  Dimeter  Trochaic  Catalytic. 

Bat  no  such  liberty  can  be  taken  in  the  Heroic  Metro  without  totally  destroying  its  harmony ;  and  therefore  when 
tat  above-mentioned  learned  Editor  says  [Pref.  p.  xxvi.]  that  the  numbers  of  Chaucer  "  are  always  musical,  whether 
they  want  or  exceed  their  complement,"  I  doubt  his  partiality  for  his  author  has  carried  him  too  far.  1  have  no 
|    esaception  myself  that  an  heroic  verse,  which  wants  a  syllabic  of  its  complement,  can  be  musical,  or  even  tolerable. 
The  Um  which  he  hat  quoted  from  the  Knightcs  Tale  [ver.  1228  of  this  Edition]. 

Not  in  purgatory  but  in  helle— 

su  water  you  manage  it ;  (whether  you  make  a  pause ;  or  give  two  times  to  the  first  syllable,  as  he  rather  advises ;) — 
an  never  pass  for  averse  of  any  form.  Nor  did  Chaucer  intend  that  it  should.  He  wrote  (according  to  the 
WetMSS.)— 

Not  only  in  purgatory  but  in  helle. 

The  Heroic  Metre  with  us,  as  with  the  Italians,  is  of  the  Iambic  form,  consists  of  ten,  eleven,  or  twelve  syllables ; 
tae  tenth,  however,  being  in  all  cases  the  last  accented  syllable.  The  French  have  the  same  Metre ;  but  with  them 
it  can  scarce  contain  more  than  eleven  syllables,  as  their  language  has  few  (if  any)  words,  in  which  the  accent  is  laid 
■pan  the  Antepenultima.  Though  we  have  a  great  number  of  such  words,  we  seldom  use  the  verse  of  twelve  syllables. 
The  extraordinary  difficulty  of  riming  with  three  syllables  is  a  sufficient  reason  for  excluding  it  from  all  works  which 
ire  written  in  Rime,  and  in  Blank  Metre  the  two  unaccented  syllables  at  the  end  make  the  close  of  the  verse 
ssevy  and  languid.  Milton,  for  the  sake  of  variety  of  measure,  has  inserted  a  very  few  of  these  verses,  which  the 
Italians  call  Sdruceioli,  in  his  heroic  poems ;  but  they  are  more  commonly  and,  I  think,  more  properly  employed  in 
Dramatic  compositions,  where  a  continued  stateliness  of  numbers  is  less  requisite. 

The  generioal  name  for  this  Metre  in  Italy  is  EndecasyUabo ;  and  the  verses  of  ten  and  twelve  syllables  are  distin- 
guished by  additions ;  the  former  being  called  EndecasyUabo  tronco,  and  the  latter  EndecasyUabo  sdrucciolo.  This 
proves,  I  think,  that  the  verse  of  eleven  syllables  was  the  primitive  metre,  and  principally  used,  as  it  still  is,  in 
Italy ;  and  it  will  appear  hereafter,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  that  the  greatest  part  of  Chaucer's  heroic  verses,  when 
properly  written  and  pronounced,  are  in  this  measure. 

*■  It  is  so  little  a  while  since  the  world  has  been  informed,  that  the  Palamon  and  Arcite  of  Chaucer  was  taken 
from  the  Thcseida  of  Boccace,  that  it  would  not  have  been  surprising  if  another  century  had  elapsed  without  our 
kneeing  that  our  countryman  had  also  borrowed  his  Troilus  from  the  FUostrato  of  the  same  author ;  as  the  FUostrato 
Is  more  scarce,  and  much  less  famous,  even  in  Italy,  than  the  Theseida.  The  first  suspicion  which  I  entertained  of 
this  theft  was  from  reading  the  title  of  the  Filostrato  at  large,  in  Saxii  Hist.  Lit.  Typog.  Mediolan.  ad  an.  1408, 
and  I  afterwards  found,  in  Montfaucon's  Bibl.  M88.  t  ii.  P.  793.  among  the  King  of  France  s  MSS.  one  with  this  title ; 
"  miostr+to,  dttr  awkorose/atkhe  di  Troilo  per  Gio  Boccaccio."  See  also  Quadrio,  t  vi.  p.  473.  I  had  just  employed 
a  person  to  procure  me  some  account  of  this  MS.  from  Paris,  when  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  with  a  printed  copy 
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written  in  the  common  Italian  hendecasyllable  verse,  it  cannot  but  appear  extremely  probable 
that  his  metre  also  was  copied  from  the  same  original ;  and  yet  I  cannot  find  that  the  form  of  | 
his  Stanza  in  the  Troilus,  consisting  of  seven  verses,  was  ever  used  by  Boccace,  though  it  is 
to  be  met  with  among  the  poems  of  the  King  of  Navarre,  and  of  the  Provencal  Rimers  1 
Whichever  he  shall  be  supposed  to  have  followed,  whether  the  French  or  Italians,  it  is  certain  j 
that  he  coud  not  want  in  either  language  a  number  of  models  of  correct  and  harmonious  versi- 
fication ;  and  the  only  question  will  be,  whether  he  had  ability  and  industry  enough  to  imitate  ; 
that  part  of  their  excellency, 

§  x.  In  discussing  this  question  we  should  always  have  in  mind,  that  the  correctness  and 
harmony  of  an  English  verse  depends  entirely  upon  its  being  composed  of  a  certain  number  of 
syllables,  and  its  having  the  accents  of  those  syllables  properly  placed.  In  order  therefore  to 
form  any  judgement  of  the  Versification  of  Chaucer,  it  is  necessary  that  we  should  know  the 
syllabical  value,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  of  his  words,  and  the  accentual  value  of  his 
syllables,  as  they  were  commonly  pronounced  64  in  his  time ;  for  without  that  knowledge,  it 
is  not  more  probable  that  we  should  determine  justly  upon  the  exactness  of  his  metres,  than 
that  we  should  be  able  to  cast  up  rightly  an  account  stated  in  coins  of  a  former  age,  of  whose 
current  rates  and  denominations  we  are  totally  ignorant. 

§  xi.  Let  us  consider  a  moment,  how  a  sensible  critic  in  the  Augustan  age  would  have 
proceeded,  if  called  upon  to  examine  a  work  of  Ennius      When  he  found  that  a  great  pro- 


in  the  very  curious  Collection  of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Crofts.  The  title  is  M II  Fylostrato,  che  tracts  de  lo  innamorsments  ; 
de  Troyloe  Gryseida:  et  de  molte  altre  infinite  battaglie.  Impresso  nella  inclita  cita  de  Milano  per  magbtro  . 
Uldericho  Soinzenzeler  nelT  anno  m.  cccc  lxzxxviii.  a  di  xxvii.  di  meae  de  Septembre,  in  4°."  By  the  favour  of  the  \ 
learned  owner  (who  is  as  free  in  the  communication,  as  he  has  been  zealous  in  the  collection,  of  his  literary  treasures) 
I  had  soon  an  opportunity  of  satisfying  myself,  that  Chaucer  was  to  the  full  as  muoh  obliged  to  Boccace  in  his  Troflot 
as  in  his  Knightes  Tale. 

The  doubts  which  Quadrio  mentions  [t  vi.  p  474.],  whether  the  Filostrato  was  really  a  work  of  Boooace,  are 
sufficiently  answered,  as  he  observes,  by  the  concurring  testimony  of  several  antient  MSS.  which  expressly  name  him 
as  tho  author.  And  it  may  be  remarked,  that  Boooace  himself,  in  his  Decameron,  has  made  the  same  honourable 
mention  of  this  Poem  as  of  the  Theseida  ;  though  without  acknowledging  either  for  his  own.  In  the  introduction  to 
the  Sixth  Day,  he  says,  that  "Dioneo  insieme  con  Lauretta  di  Troilo  et  di  Chrueida  cominciarono  can  tare,"  just  as 
afterwards,  in  the  conclusion  of  tho  Seventh  Day,  we  are  told,  that  the  same  M  Dioneo  et  la  Fiammetta  gran  pens 
cantarono  insieme  cTArcita  et  di  PaUmone." 

63  See  Poesies  du  Hoi  de  Navarre,  Chans.  xvL  xviii.  xxvii.  xxxiii.  IviiL  The  only  difference  is,  that  the  two  last 
verses,  which  in  Chaucer's  Stanza  form  a  distinct  couplet,  are  made  by  Thibaut  to  rime  with  the  first  and  third 
In  a  MS.  of  Provencal  poetry  (in  the  Collection  of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Crofts),  I  find  one  piece  by  Folket  de  Mmi-^ii^ 
who  died  about  1213,  in  which  the  Stanza  is  formed  exactly  agreeable  to  Chaucer's. 

This  Stanza  of  seven  verses,  being  first  intiodaced,  I  apprehend,  by  Chaucer,  was  long  the  favourite  measure  of  the 
Poets  who  succeeded  him.  In  the  time  of  Gascoigne  it  had  acquired  the  name  of  Rithme  ropall ;  and  surely,  says  he, 
it  is  a  royall  kinde  of  verse  serving  best  for  grave  discourses.  [Instruction  concerning  the  making  of  verse.  Sign.  D. 
1.  a.]  Milton,  in  some  of  his  juvenile  compositions,  has  made  the  last  verse  of  this  Stanza  an  Alexandria. 

As  the  Theseida  and  the  Filostrato  of  Boccace  are  both  written  in  the  Octave  Stanza,  of  which  he  is  often,  though 
improperly,  called  the  inventor  [see  Pasquier,  Rccherches,  1.  vii.  c.  3.]  it  seems  extraordinary  that  Chaucer  should 
never  have  adopted  that  Stanza.  Even  when  he  uses  a  Stanza  of  eight  verses  (as  in  the  Monkes  Tale),  it  is  constituted 
very  differently  from  the  Italian  Octave.  I  observe,  by  the  way,  that  Chaucer's  Stanza  of  eight  verses,  with  the 
addition  of  an  Alexandria,  is  the  Stanza  in  which  Spenser  has  composed  his  Faery  Queen. 

"  Mons.  l'Eveque  de  la  Ravaliere,  in  his  Discourse  de  VanciaincU  des  Chansons  Franchises,  prefixed  to  the  Poisits 
du  Roi  de  Navarre,  has  the  same  observation  with  respect  to  the  old  French  poets.  Leur  Potsie  (says  he,  p.  227.) 
marque  combien  Us  respectoient  cette  regie  [of  exact  riming] ;  mats  pour  enjuger  auJourcThui,  ainsi  que  de  la  mesuro 
de  leurs  Vers,  il  faut  prononcer  Us  mots  comme  eux  .—Ho  is  vindicating  the  antient  French  bards  from  an  unjust 
and  ignorant  censure  of  Boileau,  in  his  Art  Poet.  Chant,  i.  So  that,  it  should  seem,  a  great  Poet  is  not  of  course  a 
judicious  Antiquary.  See  above,  n.  4.  a  censure  of  Chaucer's  verse  by  our  Dryden,  who  was  certainly  a  great  Poet. 

«»  Though  Ennius  died  not  an  hundred  and  fifty  years  before  what  may  be  called  the  age  of  Augustus,  his  language 
and  versification  are  so  different  from  those  of  Ovid,  for  instance,  that  I  much  question  whether  his  poems  were 
better  relished  or  even  understood,  by  the  vulgar  Romans  in  that  age,  than  the  works  of  Chaucer  are  now  by  the 
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|    portion  of  the  verses  were  strictly  conformable  to  the  ordinary  rules  of  Metre,  he  would, 
|    probably,  not  scruple  to  conclude  that  snch  a  conformity  must  have  been  produced  by  art  and 
design,  and  not  by  mere  chance.   On  the  other  hand,  when  he  found,  that  in  some  verses  the 
|    number  of  feet,  to  appearance,  was  either  deficient  or  redundant ;  that  in  others  the  feet  were 
1    seemingly  composed  of  too  few  or  too  many  syllables,  of  short  syllables  in  the  place  of  long,  or 
!   of  long  in  the  place  of  short ;  he  would  not,  I  think,  immediately  condemn  the  old  Bard,  as 
i   having  all  at  once  forgotten  the  fundamental  principles  of  his  art,  or  as  having  wilfully  or 
1   negligently  deviated  from  them.    He  would  first,  I  presume,  enquire,  whether  all  these 
!   irregularities  were  in  the  genuine  text  of  his  author,  or  only  the  mistakes  of  Copyists  :  he 
would  enquire  further,  by  comparing  the  genuine  text  with  other  contemporary  writings  and 
monuments,  whether  many  things,  which  appeared  irregular,  were  not  in  truth  sufficiently 
regular,  either  justified  by  the  constant  practice,  or  excused  by  the  allowed  licence  of  the  age  : 
I  where  authority  failed,  he  would  have  recourse,  but  soberly,  to  etymology  and  analogy  ;  and 
.  if  after  all  a  few  passages  remained,  not  reducible  to  the  strict  laws  of  Metre  by  any  of  the 
methods  above-mentioned,  if  he  were  really  (as  I  have  supposed  him)  a  sensible  critic,  he 
,  would  be  apt  rather  to  expect  patiently  the  solution  of  his  difficulties  from  more  correct 
manuscripts,  or  a  more  complete  theory  of  his  author's  versification,  than  to  cut  the  knot,  by 
.  deciding  peremptorily,  that  the  work  was  composed  without  any  regard  to  metrical  rules. 

J  S  xn.  I  beg  leave  to  pursue  the  same  course  with  respect  to  Chaucer.  The  great  number 
I  «f  verses,  sounding  complete  even  to  our  ears,  which  is  to  be  found  in  all  the  least  corrected 
copies  of  his  works,  authorises  us  to  conclude,  that  he  was  not  ignorant  of  the  laws  of  metre. 
Upon  this  conclusion  it  is  impossible  not  to  ground  a  strong  presumption,  that  he  intended  to 
observe  the  same  laws  in  the  many  other  verses  which  seem  to  us  irregular  ;  and  if  this  was 
really  his  intention,  what  reason  can  be  assigned  sufficient  to  account  for  his  having  failed  so 
grossly  and  repeatedly,  as  is  generally  supposed,  in  an  operation,  which  every  Balladmonger 
is  oar  days,  man,  woman,  or  child,  is  known  to  perform  with  the  most  unerring  exactness,  and  I 
without  any  extraordinary  fatigue ! 

S  xiii.  The  offences  against  metre  in  an  English  verse,  as  has  partly  been  observed  before, 
Bttt  arise  either  from  a  superfluity  or  deficiency  of  syllables,  or  from  the  accents  being 
improperly  placed. 

{ riv.  With  respect  to  the  first  species  of  irregularity,  I  have  not  taken  notice  of  any 
nperflnities  in  Chaucer's  verses,  but  what  may  be  reduced  to  just  measure  by  the  usual 
practices  65  of  even  modern  Poets.  And  this,  by  the  way,  is  a  strong  proof  of  his  real  atten- 
tion to  metrical  rules  ;  for  otherwise,  if  he  had  written  without  any  restraint  of  that  kind,  a 


fmnUty  of  readers.  However  a  great  many  of  his  verses  are  as  smoothly  turned  as  those  of  Ovid  himself,  and  it  is 

I *dl  known,  that  Virgil  has  not  scrupled  to  incorporate  several  of  them  into  his  divine  yEneid.  At  the  same  time,  ' 

whoever  casts  an  eye  over  the  Fragments  of  his  Annals,  as  collected  by  Columna,  Ileaselius,  and  others,  will  find  I 

frequent  examples  of  all  the  seeming  irregularities  alluded  to  in  the  text.  ! 

f  ;      M  It  is  unnecessary  to  trouble  the  Reader  with  an  enumeration  of  Syncope,  Apostrophus,  Synecphonesis,  &c. 

i  I 

Quicquid  habent  telorum  armamentaria  vatum.  I 

I  | 

They  may  all,  I  think,  be  comprehended  in  our  language  under  this  one  general  principle,  that  an  English  vert*,  { 

tbsvgn  chiefly  composed  of  feet  of  two  syllables,  is  capable  of  receiving  feet  of  three  syllables  in  every  part  of  it,  pro-  1 

'    rifted  only  one  of  the  three  syllables  be  accented.  I 

In  short,  whoever  can  taste  the  metrical  harmony  of  the  following  lines  of  Milton,  will  not  be  embarrassed  how  to  I 
dispose  of  the  (seemingly)  superfluous  syllables,  which  he  may  meet  with  in  Chaucer. 

P.  L.  ii.  123.  Ominous  |  conjecture  on  the  whole  success. 

302.  A  pil  |  lar  of  state  |  ;  deep  on  his  front  engraven —  I 

658.  Celestial  spir  |  its  in  bon  |  dage,  nor  the  abyss—  ! 

v.  495.  No  inconvenient  di  |  et,  nor  too  |  light  fare.  | 

vii.  122.  Things  not  revealed,  which  the  in  vis  |  ible  King—  j 
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certain  proportion  of  his  deviations  from  measure  must,  in  all  probability,  have  been  on  the 
side  of  excess.  1 

§  xv.  But  a  great  number  of  Chaucer's  verses  labour  under  an  apparent  deficiency  of  a 
syllable,  or  two.   In  some  of  these  perhaps  the  defect  may  still  be  supplied  from  MSS.  but 
for  the  greatest  part  I  am  persuaded  no  such  assistance  is  to  be  expected 67 ;  and  therefore,  | 
supposing  the  text  in  these  cases  to  be  correct,  it  is  worth  considering  whether  the  verse  also 
j     may  not  be  made  correct,  by  adopting  in  certain  words  a  pronunciation,  different  indeed  from 
modern  practice,  but  which,  we  have  reason  to  believe,  was  used  by  the  author  himself.  I 
For  instance,  in  the  Genitive  case  Singular  and  the  Plural  Number  of  Nouns  (which,  as  has  1 
been  remarked  above,  in  the  time  of  Chaucer  had  the  same  expression),  there  can  be  no  doubt 
I     that  such  words  as,  thoures,  ver.  1.  croppes,  ver.  7.  thiret,  ver.  15.  lordes,  ver.  47,  &c.  were  regularly 
|     pronounced  as  consisting  of  two  syllables.   Whenever  they  are  used  as  monosyllables,  it  must 
i     be  considered  as  a  Poetical  Licence,  warranted  however  even  then  (as  we  may  presume  from 
the  natural  progress  of  our  language)  by  the  practice  of  inaccurate  speakers  in  common  ' 
conversation. 

In  like  manner,  we  may  be  sure  that  ed,  the  regular  termination  of  the  Past  Tense  and  its  I 
Participle,  made,  or  contributed  to  make,  a  second  syllable  in  the  words,  pcrced,  ver.  2.  baUud, 

I  ver.  3.  lottd,  ver.  45.  wered,  ver.  75,  &C.68  The  first  step  toward  reducing  words  of  this  form  to 
Monosyllables  seems  to  have  been  to  shorten  the  last  syllable,  either  by  transposing  the  final 
letters,  as  in — ttolde,  ver.  144.  wide,  ver.  763.  &c.  or  by  throwing  away  the  d,  as  in — cost*,  ver. 
1910.  caste,  ver.  2083,  &c.  In  both  these  cases  the  words  still  remained  of  two  syllables,  the 
final  e  being  sounded  as  an  e  feminine ;  but  they  were  prepared  to  lose  their  last  syllable  by 

|     the  easy  licence  of  changing  an  e  feminine  into  an  e  mute,  or  of  dropping  it  entirely,  according 

!     to  the  modern  practice. 

j  §  xvi.  But  nothing  will  be  found  of  such  extensive  use  for  supplying  the  deficiencies  of 
j  Chaucer  s  metre  as  the  pronunciation  of  the  e  feminine  ;  and  as  that  pronunciation  has  been 
;  for  a  long  time  totally  antiquated,  it  may  be  proper  here  to  suggest  some  reasons  for  believing 
(independently  of  any  arguments  to  be  drawn  from  the  practice  of  Chaucer  himself)  that  the 
final  e  in  our  antient  language  was  very  generally  pronounced,  as  the  t  feminine  is  at  this  day 
|     by  the  French. 

With  respect  to  words  imported  directly  from  France,  it  is  certainly  quite  natural  to  suppose, 

\   

|        67  I  would  not  be  thought  to  undervalue  the  MSS.  which  I  have  not  (teen,  or  to  discourage  those  who  may  have  incli- 
nation and  opportunity  to  consult  them.  I  only  mean  to  say,  that,  where  the  text  is  supported  (as  it  generally  is  in 
this  Edition)  by  tho  concurrence  of  two  or  three  good  MSS.  and  the  sense  is  clear  and  complete,  we  may  safely 
consider  it  as  tolerably  correct.  In  the  course  of  the  Notes,  I  shall  have  occasion  to  point  out  several  passages.  In  i 
which  either  the  disagreement  of  the  good  MSS.  or  the  obscurity  of  their  readings,  makes  a  further  enquiry  afato*  i 
lutely  necessary  in  order  to  settle  the  text.  | 

i 

u  It  appears  from  the  Preface  to  the  last  Edition  of  Chaucer's  Works,  Lond.  1721,  that  Mr.  Urry,  the  undertaker 
of  that  Edition,  had  the  same  opinion  with  respect  to  the  pronunciation  of  the  final  syllables  in  this  and  the  last* 
mentioned  instance ;  and  that  it  was  his  intention  to  distinguish  those  syllables,  whenever  they  were  to  be  pronounced, 
by  printing  them  with  an  i,  instead  of  an  e  ;  as,  shouris,  shirts,  percid,  lovid,  &c.  As  such  a  distinction  is  entirely 
unsupported  by  the  MSS.  and  must  necessarily  very  much  disfigure  the  orthography  of  the  language,  I  cannot  think 
that  an  Editor  has  a  right  to  introduce  it  upon  ever  so  plausible  a  pretence.    A  shorter  and  (in  my  opinion)  a  less  ; 
exceptionable  method  would  have  been  to  havo  distinguished  the  syllables  of  this  sort,  whenever  they  tcere  to  be  eon-  \ 
traded,  by  adding  a  sign  of  Syncope,  thus ;  sh cure's,  shire's,  perce'd,  love'd.  But  after  all  a  reader,  who  cannot  ] 
perform  such  operations  for  himself,  had  better  not  trouble  his  head  about  the  Versification  of  Chaucer. 
Mr.  Urry  had  also  discovered,  that  the  final  e  (of  which  I  shall  treat  more  at  large  in  the  next  Section)  often  made 
!      a  syllabic  in  Chaucer's  verse  ;  and  (according  to  tho  Preface  quoted  above)  he  "  always  marked  with  an  accent,  when 
j      ho  judged  it  necessary  to  pronounce  it ;  as,  swetc,  halve,  smale,  ver.  5,  8,  ft"  I  have  the  same  objection  to  this  mark 
I      that  I  have  to  innovations  in  orthography ;  and  besides,  that  it  would  be  apt  to  mislead  tho  ignorant  reader  (for 
I      whom  only  it  can  bo  intended),  by  making  him  supposo  that  tho  e  so  marked  was  really  to  be  accented,  whereas 
the  true  e  feminine  is  always  to  be  pronounced  with  an  obsouro  evanescent  sound,  and  is  incapable  of  bearing 
|      any  stress  or  accent 

i 
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that,  for  some  time,  they  retained  their  native  pronunciation ;  whether  they  were  Nouns 
substantive,  as,  koste,  ver.  763.  face,  ver.  1580,  Ac. — or  Adjectives,  as,  &mj<?,  ver.  755.  strange, 
ver.  13,  &c. — or  Verbs,  as,  granU,  ver.  12756.  precht,  ver.  12327,  &c.  and  it  cannot  be  doubted, 
that  in  these  and  other  similar  words  in  the  French  language,  the  final  e  was  always  pro- 
nounced, as  it  still  is,  so  as  to  make  them  dissyllables. 

We  have  not  indeed  so  clear  a  proof  of  the  original  pronunciation  of  the  Saxon  part 69  of  our 
language ;  but  wo  know,  from  general  observation,  that  all  changes  of  pronunciation  are 
Baoally  made  by  small  degrees ;  and  therefore,  when  we  find  that  a  great  number  of  those 
|    words,  which  in  Chaucer's  time  ended  in  «,  originally  ended  in  a,  we  may  reasonably  presume, 
<    that  our  ancestors  first  passed  from  the  broader  sound  of  a  to  the  thinner  sound  of  e  feminine, 
and  not  at  once  from  a  to  e  mnte.   Besides,  if  the  final  e  in  such  words  was  not  pronounced, 
why  was  it  added  t   From  the  time  that  it  has  confessedly  ceased  to  be  pronounced  it  has 
1   been  gradually  omitted  in  them,  except  where  it  may  be  supposed  of  use  to  lengthen  or 
|    soften  70  the  preceding  syllable,  as  in — hope,  name.  &c.   But  according  to  the  antient  ortho- 
graphy it  terminates  many  words  of  Saxon  original,  where  it  cannot  have  been  added  for  any 
wch  purpose,  as,  kcrU,  ckiUle,  olde,  vilde,  &c.    In  these  therefore  we  must  suppose  that  it  was 
pronounced  as  an  t  feminine,  and  made  part  of  a  second  syllable ;  and  so,  by  a  parity  of 
reason,  in  all  others,  in  which,  as  in  these,  it  appears  to  have  been  substituted  for  the  Saxon  a. 

Upon  the  same  grounds  we  may  presume,  that  in  words  terminated,  according  to  the  Saxon 
form,  in  «*,  such  as  the  Infinitive  modes  and  Plural  numbers  of  Verbs,  and  a  great  variety  of 
Adverbs  and  Prepositions,  the  n  only  was  at  first  thrown  away,  and  the  «,  which  then  became 
final,  continued  for  a  long  time  to  be  pronounced  as  well  as  written. 

These  considerations  seem  sufficient  to  make  us  believe,  that  the  pronunciation  of  the 
t  feminine  is  founded  on  the  very  nature  of  both  the  French  and  Saxon  parts  of  our  language ; 
i    tad  therefore,  though  we  may  not  be  able  to  trace  the  reasons  of  that  pronunciation  in  all 
ases  so  plainly  as  in  those  which  have  been  just  mentioned,  we  may  safely,  I  think,  conclude 
with  the  learned  Wallis n,  that  what  is  generally  considered  as  an  e  mute  in  our  language, 


**  This  lo  owing  to  the  Saxons  not  having  left  us  any  metrical  compositions,  as  has  been  observed  before,  p.  xxix. 
Riches  complains  [Or.  A.  8.  c.  xxiii.  §•  7.].  "  that  it  is  difficult  to  know  of  how  many  syllables  a  Saxon  verse  some- 
thnes consists,  for  this  reason  among  others,  quod  non  constat  quomodo  voces  in  e/aminino  vel  obtcuro  Urminatct 
sreMaftendsr  sunt  in  carmine."  lie  might,  perhaps  with  more  propriety,  have  complained,  that  it  is  difficult  to 
know  bow  words  ending  in  e  feminine  are  to  bo  pronounced  in  a  Saxon  verse,  because  it  is  uncertain  of  how  many 
tables  any  of  their  verses  consisted.  I  have  mentioned  in  the  text  two  cases  of  words  abbreviated,  in  which  I 
think  we  might  oopoludo  from  general  reasoning  that  the  final  «  was  pronounced.  As  this  Theory,  with  respect  to 
these  words,  is  entirely  confirmed  by  the  practice  of  Orm  (the  most  authentic  metrical  composer  that  we  have  in  our 
satisnt  language)  it  would  not  perhaps  be  unreasonable  to  infer,  that  the  practice  of  Orm,  in  other  words  of  Saxon 
vicinal,  in  which  the  final  e  is  pronounced,  is  consonant  to  the  old  Saxon  usage.  However  that  may  be, 
the  practice  of  Orm  must  certainly  be  admitted  to  prove,  that  such  a  pronunciation  prevailed  at  least  150  years 
tefcre  Chancer. 

*■  la  most  of  the  words  in  which  the  final  t  has  been  omitted,  its  use  in  lengthening  or  softening  the  preceding 
nils  sir  has  been  supplied  by  an  alteration  in  the  Orthography  of  that  Syllable,  Thus.  ia—grcte,  mete,  title,  rede, 
irrt. — In  which  the  first  e  was  originally  long,  as  closing  a  syllable,  it  has  (since  they  have  been  pronounced  as  Mono- 
rjHihhs)  been  changed  either  into  ea,  as  in— great,  mtat,  steal,  read,  dear  ;  or  into  ee,  as  in— greet,  meet,  steel,  reed, 
iter.  In  like  manner  the  o  \&—bott,foU,  dore,  gode,  monc,  has  been  changed  either  into  oa,  as  in— boat,  foal;  or  into 
*S  a*  m—door,  good,  moon. 

ti  Gram.  Ling.  Ang.  c.  L  § .  2.  «  Origincm  vero  hujus  e  muti,  nequis  miretur  undo  devencrit,  hano  esse  judico : 
Snaps,  qood  antiquitus  pronunciation  fuerit,  sed  obscuro  sono,  sicut  Gallorum  e  fcrmininum."  Ho  afterwards  adds : 

~  fallen  ii  autrm  hujus  rei  indicium  est  ex  antiquis  Poetis  petendum ;  apud  quos  reperitur  Illud  e  promiecue 

vet  tonstirwre  vel  non  eonstituere  novam  By  11a bam,  prout  ratio  canninis  postulavciit."  So  that,  according  to  this 
jnalrfcins  writer,  (who  has  confessedly  searched  much  deeper  into  the  formation  of  vocal  sounds  in  general,  and  the 
p.^.n.i^tot  of  the  English  language  in  particular,  than  any  of  our  other  Grammarians,)  I  might  have  assumed, 
as  certain,  the  point,  which  I  have  been  labouring  in  the  text  (by  arguments  drawn  from  reason  and  analogy)  to 
render  probable. 
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either  at  the  end  or  in  the  middle  of  words73,  was  antiently  pronounced,  bnt  obscurely,  like 
the  t  feminine  of  the  French. 

§  xvii.  The  third  kind  of  irregularity,  to  which  an  English  verse  is  liable,  is  from  the 
accents  being  misplaced.  The  restoring  of  Chaucer's  words  to  their  just  number  of  syllables, 
by  the  methods  which  have  been  pointed  out  above,  will  often  be  of  signal  service  in  restoring 
his  accents  also  to  their  proper  places ;  but  further,  in  many  words,  we  must  be  cautious  of  >' 
concluding  too  hastily  that  Chaucer  accented  the  same  syllables  that  we  do.  On  the  contrary, 
I  am  persuaded  that  in  his  French  words  he  most  commonly  laid  his  accent  according  to  the  ' 
French  custom  (upon  the  last  syllable,  or  the  lout  but  one  in  words  ending  in  e  feminine),  which,  j 
as  is  well  known,  is  the  very  reverse  of  our  practice.  Thus  in  ver.  3.  he  uses  licour  for  liquomr;  j 
ver.  11.  cordges  for  courages ;  ver.  22.  again,  eordge  for  courage ;  ver.  37.  re$6n  for  reason ;  ver.  77.  i 
tidge  for  toyage;  ver.  109, 10.  risdge — usdge  for  visage — usage;  ver.  140.  manire  for  mdnner;  ver. 
186.  laboure  for  Ubour;  ver.  204.  preldt  for  prelate;  ver.  211.  langdge  for  Idnguage ;  ver.  212.  1 
maridge  for  mdrriage ;  ver.  216.  contree  for  country ;  and  so  through  the  whole  work.  I 

In  the  same  manner  he  accents  the  last  Syllable  of  the  Participle  Present,  as,  ver.  885, 6.  ' 
wedding — coming  for  wtdding — coming ;  ver.  903.  tiring  for  Uting  ;  ver.  907,  8.  coming — crying  for  j 
coming — crying ;  ver.  998.  brenning  for  brenning,  &c.  and  as  he  does  this  in  words  of  Saxon  as 
well  as  of  French  growth,  I  should  suppose  that  the  old  Participle  of  the  present  tense,  ending 
in  and,  was  originally  accented  upon  that  syllable,  as  it  certainly  continued  to  be  by  the  Scot- 
tish Poets  a  long  time  after  Chaucer.  See  Bp.  Douglas,  Virg.  p.  18.  ver.  18.  Spryngand  ;  ver 
51.  Ber0nd ;  p.  27.  ver.  49.  Fleand ;  p.  29.  ver.  10.  Seand. 

These  instances  are  all  taken  from  the  Riming  syllables  (where  a  strong  accent  is  indis- 
pensably necessary)  in  order  to  prove  beyond  contradiction,  that  Chaucer  frequently  accented 
his  words  in  the  French  manner.  But  if  he  followed  this  practice  at  the  end  of  his  verses,  it 
is  more  than  probable  that  he  did  the  same  in  the  middle,  whenever  it  gave  a  more  harmonious 
flow  to  his  metre ;  and  therefore  in  ver.  4.  instead  of  virtue,  I  suppose  he  pronounced  twine ; 
in  ver.  11.  instead  of  ndture,  nature ;  in  ver.  25.  instead  of  aotnturc,  atenture;  in  ver.  46.  instead 
of  honour,  honour,  &c. 


There  Is  much  more  to  this  purpose  in  Wallis,  Joe*  tit.  which  I  should  transcribe,  if  I  did  not  suppose  that  hii 
book  is  in  the  hands  of  every  one,  who  is  likely  to  be  curious  upon  this  subject  I  will  only  take  notice  of  one  paimafii 
which  may  be  wrested  to  his  disadvantage.  From  considering  the  gradual  extinction  of  the  e  feminine  in  our 
language,  and  observing  that  the  French,  with  whom  he  conversed,  very  often  suppressed  it  in  their  common  speech, 
he  has  been  led  to  predict,  that  the  pronunciation  of  it  would  perhaps  shortly  be  disused  among  them  as  among 
ourselves.  The  prediction  has  certainly  failed ;  but,  notwithstanding,  I  will  venture  to  say,  that,  at  the  time  when 
it  was  made,  it  was  not  unworthy  of  Wallises  sagacity.  Unluckily  for  its  success,  a  number  of  eminent  wri ten 
happened,  at  that  very  time,  to  be  growing  up  in  France,  whose  works,  having  since  been  received  as  standards  of 
style,  must  probably  fix  for  many  centuries  the  antient  usage  of  the  e  feminine  in  Poetry,  and  of  course  give  a  consi- 
derable check  to  the  natural  progress  of  the  language.  If  the  age  of  Edward  111  had  been  as  favourable  to  Letters  ss 
that  of  Louis  XIV ;  if  Chaucer  and  his  contemporary  Poets  had  acquired  the  same  authority  here,  that  ComeiHe, 
Molidre,  Racine,  and  Boileau,  have  obtained  in  France ;  if  their  works  had  been  published  by  themselves,  and  per- 
petuated in  a  genuine  state  by  printing ;  I  think  it  probable,  that  the  e  feminine  would  still  have  preserved  its  place 
in  our  Poetical  language  at  least,  and  certainly  without  any  prejudice  to  the  smoothness  of  our  versification. 

7t  The  reasoning  in  the  text  concerning  the  final  e  is  equally  applicable  to  the  same  vowel  in  the  middle  of  words. 
Indeed  (as  Wallis  has  observed,  toe.  cit.)  "  vix  uspiam  in  medio  dictionis  reperitur  e  mutum,  quod  non  ab  origins 
fuerit  finale."  If  therefore  it  was  pronounced  while  final,  it  would  probably  continue  to  be  pronounced  notwith- 
standing the  addition  of  a  syllable.  If  it  was  pronounced  in  surety  treve,  largtt  riche,  it  would  be  pronounced  in 
swetely,  tretcdy,  largely,  riehely.  [See  ver.  123  and  3319,  ver.  775  and  3602,  ver.  2740  and  3034,  ver.  1014  and  1913.] 
In  another  very  numerous  set  of  words  (French  Verbals  ending  in  ment)  the  pronunciation  of  this  middle  e  is  coun- 
tenanced, not  only  by  analogy,  but  also  by  the  still  subsisting  practice  in  the  French  language.  So  Chaucer  certainly 
pronounced  the  words,  jugement,  ver.  790.  807.  820.  commandement,  ver.  2871.  2981.  amendement,  ver.  4183.  pavement, 
avisement,  ver.  4505, 6.  Even  Spenser  in  the  same  Canto  (the  8th  of  B.  v.)  uses  attonement  and  avengemenU  as  words 
of  four  syllables :  [St.  21.  8.— 30.  &]  and  Wallis  takes  notice  that  the  middle  e  in  comtnandement  was  pronounced 
in  his  time. 
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It  may  be  proper  however  to  observe,  that  we  are  Dot  to  expect  from  Chaucer  that  regu- 
larity in  the  disposition  of  his  accents,  which  the  practice  of  our  greatest  Poets  in  the  last  and 
the  present  century  has  taught  us  to  consider  as  essential  to  harmonious 78  versification.  None 
of  his  masters,  either  French  or  Italian,  had  set  him  a  pattern  of  exactness74  in  this  respect ; 
and  it  is  rather  surprising,  that,  without  rule  or  example  to  guide  him,  he  has  so  seldom  failed 

,    to  place  his  accents  in  such  a  manner,  as  to  produce  the  cadence  best  suited  to  the  nature  of 

I    his  verse. 

$  xviii.  I  shall  conclude  this  long  and  (I  fear)  tedious  Essay,  with  a  Grammatical  and 
Metrical  Analysis  of  the  first  eighteen  lines  of  the  Canterbury  Tales.  This  will  afford  me  an 
opportunity  of  illustrating  at  once  a  considerable  part  of  that  Theory,  which  I  have  ventured 

1    to  propose  in  the  preceding  pages,  with  regard  to  the  Language  and  Versification  of  Chaucer. 

I    The  remainder  I  shall  take  occasion  to  explain  in  a  few  notes  upon  particular  passages. 


THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 

I.  1  Wh&nne  that  April  with  his  *sho&re*  *s6te 

li.  The  droughte  of  March  hath  1  p freed  to"  the  *  rote, 

in.  And  1  b&thed  eVery  v&ne  in  3  swiche  3  licour, 

iv.  Of  whfche  1  vertde  engendred  Is  the  flour  ; 

v.  Whan  Zephirus  eke  with  his  }sote  brethe 


I      n  It  ie  agreed,  I  believe,  that,  in  our  Heroic  Metre,  those  Verses,  considered  singly,  are  the  most  harmonious,  in 
I    vakli  the  Accents  fall  upon  the  even  Syllables ;  but  it  has  nerer,  that  I  know,  been  denned,  how  far  a  verse  may 
nry  from  this  its  most  perfect  form,  and  yet  remain  a  verse.  On  the  tenth  (or  riming)  syllable  a  strong  Aocent  is  in 
|    sD  eaesa  indispensably  required ;  and  in  order  to  make  the  line  tolerably  harmonious,  it  seems  necessary  that  at 
I    hast  two  Mere  of  the  even  syllables  should  be  accented,  the  fourth  being  (almost  always)  one  of  them.  Milton 
bwvror  baa  not  subjected  his  verse  even  to  these  rules ;  and  particularly,  either  by  negligence  or  design,  he  has 
fesueatly  pot  an  unaccented  syllable  in  the  fourth  place.  See  P.  L.  b.  lii.  36. 586.  b.  v.  413. 750. 874. 

"  It  baa  been  suggested  above,  that  Chaucer  probably  copied  his  Heroic  Metre  from  Boccace.  But  neither  Boccace 
lor  any  of  the  older  Italian  Poets  are  exact  in  the  disposition  of  their  accents.  Though  their  Hendecasy liable  Metre 
b  allowed  by  the  beet  Critics  to  be  derived  from  the  Trimeter  Iambic  Catalectio,  the  perfection  of  it  has  never  been 
ejftenntned,  IQce  that  of  our  Heroic  Metre,  to  consist  in  the  conformity  of  its  Accents  to  the  pure  Iambic  measure. 

\  Ojamdrio,  I*.  IL  Diet.  iiL  c  iv.  Part.  i.  Nor  docs  the  King  of  Navarre  always  dispose  his  Accents  more  agreeably  to 
oar  present  notions.  It  is  probable,  I  think,  that  some  fundamental  differences  in  the  three  languages  may  have 

|    kd  each  of  the  three  nations  to  prefer  a  different  form  of  constructing  the  same  kind  of  verse. 

|      L  L  UTt****,  Sax.  Hbaenne,  is  so  seldom  used  as  a  Dissyllable  by  Chaucer,  that  for  some  time  I  had  great 
1    oaabto  aboot  the  true  reading  of  this  line.  I  now  believe  that  it  is  right,  as  here  printed,  and  that  the  same  word  is 
Is  aopronoomced  at  a  Dissyllabic  in  ver.  703. 

But  with  these  relikes  whanne  that  he  fond— 

lWnnr,  a  word  of  the  same  form,  occurs  more  frequently  as  a  Dissyllable.  See  ver.  12260. 12508. 12721. 13024.  15282. 
L  gkamres,  Die.  Plural  number.  See  above,  p.  xlii.— 3.  Sole.  See  ver.  v. 

IL  1.  Peretd,  Die.  Participle  of  the  Past  Time.  See  above,  p.  xlii.— 2.  Rote  ;  root 

IIL  L  Bathed,  Dia.  See  IL  1.— 2.  Sieiche,  such ;  from  SuriUce,  8a x.— 3.  licoilr,  Fa.  has  the  accent  upon  the  last 
ftftshlo,  after  the  French  mode. 

IV.  L  Forfar,  Fa.  may  be  accented  in  the  same  manner.  There  is  another  way  of  preserving  the  harmony  of  this 
ferae,  by  making  u+ieke,  (from  tchilke,  Sax.)  a  Dissyllable.  Soever.  1015.  3921.  548a  0537.  Vertue  'may  then  be 
yroaoonoed,  at  it  is  now,  with  the  accent  on  the  first  i  the  second  syllable  being  incorporated  with  the  first  of 
eaatmdrsd. 

V.  1.  Sets.  suwU,  swett ;  sweet,  Dia.  See  »er.  3210. 3699.  3724.  3765. 3790. 
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ESSAY  ON  THE  LANGUAGE  AND 


ti.    inspired  hath  in  every  hdlt  and  he'the 
▼ii.  The  tcndre  1  croppes,  and  the  *  yonge  sdnne, 
▼in.  Hath  in  the  Ram  his  1  hdlfe  coura  3  yronns, 

ix.  And  1  smdle  3  Joules  *mdken  melodie, 

x.  That 1  stepen  9  dlle  night  with  open  efe, 

xi.  So  priketh  1  Mm  *  nature  in  8  hir  4  cordges  ; 
xn.    Than  1  longen  fd*lk  to  2  gon  on  pilgrimages, 

xiii.  And  1  pdlmer'e*  fdr  to  *  sikcn  3  strange  strdndes, 

xiv.  To  1  t£rve  *  hdlwes  3  coulhe  in  sdndry  ldndes  ; 

xv.  And  sp6cially  from  every  1  thires  ende 

xvi.  Of  1  Englelond  to  Canterbury  *  they  tcende, 

xvii.  The  hdly  blisful  martyr  fdr  to  s£ke, 

xviii.  That 1  him  hath  *  h6Ipen,  whan  that  they  were  3  tike. 


VL  1.  Enspired,  Tris.  Part,  of  Past  Time. 

VIL  1.  Croppes,  Dia,  PL  N.  as  shourts.  I.  2.-2.  Yonge,  DIs.  See  ver.  213. 696.  1013.  3233,  73.  It  is  used  as  a  Dissfl- 
table  in  the  Ormulum.   Col.  230. 

That  was  god  biane  ful  i  wis  till  taegHnge  genge. 
Stronge  and  Longe  are  pronounced  In  the  aamo  manner.  6ee  ver.  2375. 2640, 6.  3069.  3438.  3682. 

VIII.  1 .  Halfe  or  Halve,  DIs.  The  original  word  ia  Hal/en.  So  Stive*  from  Selven,  is  a  Dissyllable,  ver.  2862.  4535. 

2.  Yronne  ;  Run.  Part  of  the  Past  Time,  with  the  Saxon  prepositive  article  ge,  which  in  the  MSB.  of  Chancer  is 
universally  expressed  by  y,  or  i.  In  this  Edition,  for  the  sake  of  perspicuity,  y  only  is  used. 

IX.  1.  Smale  Dis.  See  ver.  146.  2078. 6897. 10207 — 2.  Foules,  Dia.  as  Skoures.  L  2.-3.  Maken  ;  make.  Plural  N umber 
of  the  Present  Tense.  See  above,  p.  xxvi. 

X.  1.  Slepen,  as  Maken.  IX.  3.-2.  AUe,  Dis.  See  ver.  76. 348.  536. 1854.  2102. 

XL  1.  Hem  ;  Them.  It  is  constantly  used  so  by  Chaucer.  2.  Nature  should  perhaps  be  accented  on  the  last  syllable 
(or  rather  the  last  but  one.  supposing  it  a  Trisyllable),  after  the  French  manner,  though  in  the  present  case  the  ver* 
will  be  sufficiently  harmonious  if  it  be  accented  on  the  first  That  Chaucer  did  often  aocent  it  after  the  French 
manner  appears  from  ver.  8778.  0842.  11657.  11945.  12229.  In  the  same  manner  he  accents  Figure,  ver.  2037.  2045 
Mesure,  ver.  8132.  8498.  Attire,  Statdre,  ver.  8130, 3.  Peintdre,  ver.  11967.  Aventdre,  ver.  1188.  1237.  Creator*,  ver. 
2397. 4883.  and  many  other  words  of  the  same  form,  derived  from  the  French  language.— 3.  Hir  s  Their.  The  Possessive 
Pronoun  of  the  third  Person  Plural  is  variously  written,  Hir,  Hire,  Her,  and  Hire;  not  only  in  different  M8S.  but 
even  in  the  same  page  of  good  MSS.  There  seems  to  be  no  reason  for  perpetuating  varieties  of  this  kind,  which  can 
only  have  taken  their  rise  from  the  unsettled  state  of  our  Orthography  before  the  invention  of  Printing,  and  which 
now  contribute  more  than  any  real  alteration  of  the  language  to  obscure  the  sense  of  our  old  Authors.  In  this  edition, 
therefore,  Hir  is  constantly  put  to  signify  Their ;  and  Hire  to  signify  Her,  whether  it  be  the  oblique  case  of  the  Personal 
Pronoun  She,  or  the  Possessive  of  the  same  Pronoun. — 4.  Corages,  Fr.  is  to  be  accented  on  the  Penultima.  See  before, 
p.  xliv.and  also  ver.  1947.  2215.  To  the  other  instances  quoted  in  p.  xliv.  add,  Avantdge,  ver.  2449.  4566.  Brocdge, 
3375.  Forage,  ver.  3866.  Lindge,  ver.  4270.  5419.  Servdge,  ver.  1948.  4788.  Costdge,  ver.  5831.  Pardge,  ver.  5832. 

XIL  I.  Longen  as  Maken.  IX.  3.-2.  Gon,  Infinitive  Mode  of  Go,  terminated  in  n  according  to  the  Saxon  form.  See 
above,  p.  xxvi. 

XIII.  1.  Pdlmer'es,  Dis.  the  e  of  the  termination  being  cut  out  by  Syncope,  as  it  generally  is  in  Plural  Nouns  of  three 
Syllables,  accented  upon  the  first,  and  in  the  Past  Tenses  and  their  Participles  of  Verbs,  of  the  same  description, 
ending  in  ed.  The  reason  seems  to  be,  that,  where  the  Accent  is  placed  so  early,  we  cannot  pronounce  the  final  syllables 
fully,  without  laying  more  stress  upon  them,  than  they  can  properly  bear.— 2.  Seken  as  Gon.  XII.  2. — 3.  Strange,  Dis. 
Fr.  See  before,  p.  xliii. 

XIV.  1.  Serve  Dis.  from  Serven,  the  n  being  thrown  away  before  h.  See  above,  p.  xxvi  and  xliiL— 2.  Halwes,  Six. 
ej*.  The  Saxon  g  is  changed  into  ic,  as  in  some,  morwe,  and  some  others ;  though  it  generally  passes  into  f. 

The  derivatives  from  this  same  word  afford  us  instances  of  both  forms ;  Holgness,  Holy  dap,  All-Z/otfow-day.— 
3.  Couthe ;  known,  The  Participle  of  the  Past  Time  from  Connen,  to  know.  See  before,  n.  35. 

XV.  1.  Shires,  Dis.  Genitive  Case  Sing.  See  before,  p.  xlii. 

XVL  1.  Englelond,  Trisyllable,  from  the  Saxon  Bnjlalanba.—  The  last  foot  consists  of  three  syllables. 

—to  Can  |  terbur  |  y  they  wende. 

See  above,  n.  66. 

XVm.  1.  Hem  ;  Them.  See  XL  1.— 2.  Holpen,  the  Participle  of  the  Past  Time  from  the  Irregular  Verb  Help.  See 


VERSIFICATION  OF  CI1AUCEK. 


V  n.  34.-J.  8t**    SUA.   A*  Chancer  usually  writer  this  word  Sifcf,  we  moj 
d  the  Orthography  in  order  to  melto  Hit  Kim*  more  ex** :  «  UtxTly,  with 
h  mqchnon  *pa*tofrtr       hi**™**™!*1***?  Fuels.  The  Saxon  writers  afford 
Mat.  «*  thvj  in*  bath  8eoCH  tnfl  8lOC£L 

it*  MUwrt*  considered  these  Yersc*  as  consisting  of  ten  syllables  only ;  but  it  is  impossible  not  to  obserre,  that, 

esent  without  prejudice  to  the  metre,  there  does  not  seem  to  be  any  necessity  for  pointing  it  out  in  every 
cular  Instance. 


AN 
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CONTENTS. 


I  z.  The  Dramatic  form  of  Novel-writing  invented  by 
Boccace.  The  Decameron  a  species  of  Comedy.  *  n.  The 
Canterbury  Tales  composed  in  imitation  of  the  Decame- 
ron. Design  of  this  Discourse  to  give,  1.  the  general  Plan 
of  them,  and,  2.  a  Review  of  the  parts  contained  in  this 
Edition.  $  ni.  The  gkvkral  Plan  of  the  Canterbury 
Tales,  as  originally  designed  by  Chaucer.  $  tv.  Parts  of 
this  Plan  not  executed.  $  v.  Review  of  the  parts  con- 
tained in  this  Edition.— Thk  Proloouk.  The  Time  of 
the  Pilgrimage.  (  vi.  The  Number  of  the  Company. 
§  vn.  Their  Agreement  to  tell  Tales  for  their  diversion 
upon  their  journey.  §  vin.  Their  Characters.  Their 
setting  out.  The  Knight  appointed  by  lot  to  tell  the  first 
Talc.  $  ix.  Thb  Kniuhtks  Talk  copied  from  the  The- 
seida  of  Boccace.  A  summary  account  of  the  Theseida. 
§  x.  The  Monk  called  upon  to  tell  a  Tale ;  interrupted 
by  the  Miller.  $  xi.  Thb  Millbr's  Talk.  J  xn.  Thk 
Rkvrs  Talk.  The  principal  incidents  taken  from  an 
old  French  Fabliau.  $  xm-  Thb  Cokks  Talk,  imperfect 
in  all  the  M88.  No  foundation  for  ascribing  the  Story  of 
Gamelyn  to  Chaucer.  $  xiv.  Thk  Proloouk  to  the  Man 
or  Lawks  Tale.  The  progress  of  the  Pilgrims  upon  their 
journey.  A  reflection  seemingly  leveled  at  Oower.  $  xv. 
Thk  Man  or  Lawks  Talb  taken  from  Gotoer,  who  was 
not  the  inventor  of  it.  A  similar  story  in  a  Lay  of  Bre- 
tagne.  §  xvi.  Reasons  for  placing  the  Wife  of  Bathe* 
Prologue  next  to  the  Man  of  Lawes  Tale.  $  xvu.  Thb 
WrrK  op  Bath  us  Proloouk.  (  xvm.  Thb  Wipb  op 
Bathks  Talb  taken  from  the  story  of  Florent  in  Oower, 
or  from  some  older  narrative.  The  fable  much  improved 
by  Chaucer.  $  xix.  Thb  Talks  op  thb  Frkrk  and  thb 
Sompnour.  §  xx.  Thb  Clkkkks  Talb  said  by  Chaucer 
to  be  borrowed  from  Petrarch,  whose  work  upon  this  sub- 
ject is  a  mere  translation  from  Boccace.  {  xxr.  Reasons 
for  changing  the  order  of  the  three  last  Stanzas  of  the 
Ballade  at  the  end  of  the  Clerkes  Tale,  and  for  placing 
the  Prologue  to  the  Mar  chants  Talc  immediately  after 
them.  {  xxil  Thb  Marchants  Talb.  The  adventure 
of  the  Pear-tree  in  the  Latin  fables  of  Adolphus.  The 
Pluto  and  Proserpine  of  Chaucer  revived  by  Shakespeare 
under  the  names  of  Oberon  and  Titania.  $  xxiil  A  new  | 


Proloouk  to  thk  Squibrs  Talk  (now  first  printed)  con- 
necting it  with  the  Marchants  Tale.  $  xxiv.  Tib 
Squibrs  Talb,  probably  never  finished  by  Chaucer,  f 
xxv.  Thb  Frank  kltcins  Prologue,  attributed  to  the 
Merchant  in  the  common  editions.  Reasons  for  lestoihig 
it  to  the  Frankelein.  $  xxvi.  Thb  Frank  burns  Tali 
taken  from  a  Lay  of  Bretagne.  The  same  story  twice 
told  by  Boccace.   $  xxvii.  Reasons  for  removing  the 
Tales  of  the  Nonne  and  Chanons  Ycman  to  the  end  of  | 
the  Nonnes  Preestes  Tale.  §  xxvm.  Doubts  concerning 
the  Prologue  to  the  Doctours  Tale.  $  xxix.  Thb  Doc- 
tours  Talk.  The  story  of  Virginia  from  Jtiry.  f  xxx 
Thb  Pardonbrs  Proloouk.  The  proper  use  of  the  Pro- 
logue in  t  his  work.  The  outline  of  thb  Pardonkrs  Tali 
in  the  Cento  Novelle  Anliche.  §  xxxi.  Reasons  for  trans- 
ferring to  the  Shipman  a  Prologue  which  has  usually 
been  prefixed  to  the  Tale  of  the  Squier.  Thb  Shipsiaxi 
Talk  probably  borrowed  from  some  French  FabUonr, 
older  than  Boccace.  $  xxxn.  Thk  Prioress k»  Proloous 
and  Talk.   9  xxxur.  Chaucer  called  upon  for  his  Tale.  I 
llis  Rimr  or  Sirk  Thopas  a  ridicule  upon  the  old  ' 
metrical  Romances.  $  xxxiv.  His  other  Tale  of  Mkubks  [ 
in  Prose,  a  translation  from  the  French.  $  xxxv.  The  j 
Monkrs  Talk,  upon  the  plan  otBoccace's  work  De  Casi-  | 
but  virorum  illustrium.   §  xxxvl  Thk  Talb  or  the 
Nonnks  Prbbbt.  The  ground-work  borrowed  from  a 
Fable  of  Marie,  a  French  Poetess.    §  xxxviu  The 
Nonnks  Talb  not  connected  with  any  preceding  Tale. 
Translated  from  the  Life  of  St  Cecilia  in  the  Qolde* 
Legende.  Originally  composed  as  a  separate  work,  f 
xxxvm.  Thb  Talb  op  thb  Chanons  Ybman,  a  satire 
against  the  Alchemists.   (  xxxix.  Thb  Manciples  Pro- 
loouk. The  Pilgrims  advanced  to  a  place  called  M  Rob 
up  and  down."    Thb  Manciples  Talb,  the  fable  of 
Coronis  in  Ovid.  $  xl.  The  Poem,  called     The  Plow*  i 
man's  Talc,n  why  omitted  in  this  edition.  §  xu.  Thk  1 
Pbrson's  Proloouk.   The  time  of  the  day.   Thk  Pbb-  1 
son's  Talb,  a  Treatise  on  Penance,  i  xxn.  Remarks  1 
upon  what  is  commonly  called  the  Rbtractatton  at  the 
end  of  the  Person's  Tale.  Conclusion. 


§  i.  The  Dramatic  form,  which  Boccace  gave  to  his  collection  of  Tales,  or  Novels,  about 
the  middle  of  the  fourteenth  Century  *,  must  be  allowed  to  have  been  a  capital  improvement 


1  The  Action  of  the  Decameron  being  supposed  in  1348,  the  year  of  the  great  pestilence,  it  is  probable  that  Boccace 
did  not  set  about  his  work  till  after  that  period.  How  soon  he  completed  it  is  uncertain.  It  should  seem  from  the 
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species  of  amusing  composition.  The  Decameron  in  that  respect,  not  to  mention  many 
has  the  same  advantage  over  the  Cento  Notellc  antiehe,  which  are  supposed  to  have 
d  it  in  point  of  time,  that  a  regular  Comedy  will  necessarily  have  over  an  equal 

of  single  unconnected  Scenes.  Perhaps  indeed  there  would  be  no  great  harm,  if  the 
would  permit  us  to  consider  the  Decameron,  and  other  compositions  of  that  kind,  in 
t  of  Comedies  not  intended  for  the  stage :  at  least  we  may  venture  to  assume,  that  the 
ny  such  composition  shall  copy  the  most  essential  forms  of  Comedy,  the  more  natural 
ined  the  Plan  shall  be  ;  the  more  the  Characters  shall  be  diversified  ;  the  more  the 
lall  be  suited  to  the  Characters  ;  so  much  the  more  conspicuous  will  be  the  skill  of  the 

and  his  work  approach  the  nearer  to  perfection. 

Hie  Canterbury  Tales  are  a  work  of  the  same  nature  with  the  Decameron,  and  were, 
-obability,  composed  in  imitation  of  it,  though  upon  a  different  and,  in  my  opinion,  an 
>d  plan.  It  would  be  easy  to  shew,  that,  in  the  several  points  abovementioned, 
•  has  either  been  more  judicious,  or  more  fortunate,  than  his  master  Boccace  :  but, 
for  the  present  *  that  disquisition,  I  shall  proceed  to  the  immediate  object  of  this 
se,  which  is,  in  the  first  place,  to  lay  before  the  Reader  the  general  plan  of  the  Cauter- 
ies, as  it  appears  to  have  been  originally  designed  by  Chaucer  ;  and,  secondly,  to  give 
rular  review  of  the  several  parts  of  that  work,  which  are  come  down  to  us,  as  they 
liahed  in  this  edition. 

The  general  plan  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  may  be  learned  in  a  great  measure  from 
ogue,  which  Chaucer  himself  has  prefixed  to  them.  He  supposes  there,  that  a  company 
inia  going  to  Canterbury  assemble  at  an  Inn  in  Southwark,  and  agree,  that,  for  their 
i  amusement  on  the  road,  each  of  them  shall  tell  at  least  one  Tale  in  going  to 
ury,  and  another  in  coming  back  from  thence ;  and  that  he,  who  shall  tell  the  best 
hall  be  treated  by  the  rest  with  a  supper  upon  their  return  to  the  same  Inn.  This 
y  the  FabU.  The  Character*  of  the  Pilgrims  are  as  various  as,  at  that  time,  coud  be 
t  the  several  departments  of  middle  life  ;  that  is,  in  fact,  as  various  as  coud,  with  any 
ity.be  brought  together,  so  as  to  form  one  company ;  the  highest  and  the  lowest  ranks 
;y  being  necessarily  excluded.  It  appears  further,  that  the  design  of  Chaucer  was  not 
o  recite  the  Tales  told  by  the  Pilgrims,  but  also  to  describe  their  journey,  And  all  the 


oa  to  the  Fourth  Day,  that  a  part  (containing  perhaps  the  three  first  Days)  was  published  separately ;  for 
trodsjctlon  he  takes  pains  to  answer  the  censures,  which  had  been  passed  upon  him  by  several  persons,  who 
his  Novels.  One  of  the  censures  is,  *'  that  it  did  not  become  hit  age  to  write  for  the  amusement  of  women, 
ale  answer  he  seems  to  allow  the  fact,  that  he  was  rather  an  old  fellow,  but  endeavours  to  Justify  himself  by 
ries  of  "  Guido  CaTsJcanti  et  Dante  Alighieri  gia  vecchi  et  Messer  Cino  da  Pistoia  vtcchistimo."  It  appears 
sasge  In  the  Labrrinto  <f  Amort  [Ed.  1723.  t  lii.  p.  34.}  that  Boccace  considered  himself  as  an  elderly  man, 
ma  a  little  turned  of  forty ;  and  therefore  the  publication  of  the  first  part  of  the  Decameron  may  very  well 
•  as  Salvlatl  has  fixed  it,  [V.  MannL  1st  del  Decam.  p.  144.]  in  1353,  when  Boccace  was  just  forty  years  of 
•»  consider  the  nature  of  the  work,  and  that  the  Author,  in  his  Conclusion,  calls  it  repeatedly  "  lunga 
id  says,  that  **  motto  tempo"  had  pasted  between  the  commencement  and  the  completion  of  it,  we  can  hardly, 
appose  that  it  was  finished  in  less  than  ten  years ;  which  will  bring  the  publication  of  the  entire  collection 
as  we  now  hare  it.  down  to  1358. 

only  Just  mention  what  appear  to  me  to  be  fundamental  defects  In  the  Decameron.  In  the  first  place,  the 
indefinite ;  not  limited  by  its  own  nature,  but  merely  by  the  will  of  the  Author.  It  might,  if  he  had  been 
.  have  as  well  comprehended  twenty,  or  a  hundred  days,  as  ten ;  and  therefore,  though  some  frivolous  reasons 
ed  for  the  return  of  the  Company  to  Florence,  we  see  too  plainly,  that  the  true  reason  was,  that  the  budget 
was  exhausted.  Not  to  mention,  that  every  day  after  the  first  may  properly  be  considered  as  containing  a  new 
*.  what  Is  worse,  a  repetition  of  the  Action  of  the  former  day.  The  second  defect  is  in  the  Characters,  which 
riy  resembling  to  each  other,  in  age,  rank,  and  even  natural  disposition,  that,  if  they  had  been  strictly  sup- 
teir  conversation  must  have  been  incapable  of  that  variety,  which  is  necessary  to  carry  the  reader  through  so 
rk.  The  third  defect  has  arisen  from  the  author's  attempt  to  remedy  the  second.  In  order  to  diversify  and 
is  narrations,  he  has  made  a  circle  of  virtuous  ladles  and  polite  gentlemen  hear  and  relate  in  their  turns  a 
f  stories,  which  cannot  with  any  degree  of  probability  be  supposed  to  have  been  suffered  In  such  an  assembly. 
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remenant  of  their  pilgrimage  [ver.  726.]  ;  including,  probably,  their  adventures  at  Canterbury  ai 
well  as  upon  the  road.  If  we  add,  that  the  Tales,  besides  being  nicely  adapted  to  the 
Characters  of  their  respective  Relaters,  were  intended  to  be  connected  together  by  suitable 
introductions,  and  interspersed  with  diverting  episodes  ;  and  that  the  greatest  part  of  them 
was  to  have  been  executed  in  Verse ;  we  shall  have  a  tolerable  idea  of  the  extent  and  difficulty 
of  the  whole  undertaking :  and  admiring,  as  we  must,  the  vigour  of  that  genius,  which  in  an 
advanced  age  *  coud  begin  so  vast  a  work,  we  shall  rather  lament  than  be  surprised  that  it 
has  been  left  imperfect.  . 

§  iv.  In  truth,  if  we  compare  those  parts  of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  of  which  we  are  in 
possession,  with  the  sketch  which  has  been  just  given  of  the  intended  whole,  it  will  be  found 
that  more  than  one  half  is  wanting.  The  Prologue  we  have,  perhaps  nearly  complete,  and  the 
greatest  part  of  the  journey  to  Canterbury  ;  but  not  a  word  of  the  transactions  at  Canterbury, 
or  of  the  journey  homeward,  or  of  the  Epilogue,  which,  we  may  suppose,  was  to  have  con- 
cluded the  work,  with  an  account  of  the  Prize-supper  and  the  separation  of  the  company. 
Even  in  that  part  which  we  have  of  the  journey  to  Canterbury,  it  will  be  necessary,  in  the 
following  Review,  to  take  notice  of  certain  defects  and  inconsistencies,  which  can  only  be 
accounted  for  upon  the  supposition,  that  the  work  was  never  finished  by  the  Author. 

§  v.  Having  thus  stated  the  general  Plan  of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  I  shall  now,  according  to 
my  promise,  enter  upon  a  particular  Review  of  those  parts  of  them,  which  are  published  in  this 
edition,  beginning  with  the  Prologue.  | 

It  seems  to  have  been  the  intention  of  Chaucer,  in  the  first  lines  of  the  Prologue,  to  mark  j 
with  some  exactness  the  time  of  his  supposed  pilgrimage ;  but  unluckily  the  two  circumstances  ( 
of  his  description,  which  were  most  likely  to  answer  that  purpose,  are  each  of  them  irrecon- 
cileable  to  the  other.   When  he  tells  us,  that  M  the  shoures  of  April  had  perced  to  the  rote  the  | 
drought  of  March "  [ver.  1,  2.],  we  must  suppose,  in  order  to  allow  due  time  for  such  an  1 
operation,  that  April  was  far  advanced ;  while  on  the  other  hand  the  place  of  the  Sun,  "having 
just  run  half  his  course  in  the  Ram  "  [ver.  7,  8.],  restrains  us  to  some  day  in  the  very  latter 
end  of  March  ;  as  the  Vernal  Equinox,  in  the  age  of  Chaucer,  according  to  his  own  treatise 
on  the  Astrolabe 4,  was  computed  to  happen  on  the  twelfth  of  March.   This  difficulty  may, 
and  I  think,  should,  be  removed  by  reading  in  ver.  8,  the  Bull,  instead  of  the  Bam  *.  All  the 


3  Chaucer  was  bora  in  1328,  and  it  is  most  probable,  I  think,  that  he  did  not  begin  his  Canterbury  Tales  before 
1382,  at  the  earliest.  My  reason  is  this.  The  Queen,  who  is  mentioned  in  the  Legende  of  Good  Women,  ret.  498.  wu 
certainly  Anne  of  Bohemia,  the  first  Queen  of  Richard  II.  She  was  not  married  to  Richard,  till  the  beginning  of 
1382,  so  that  the  Legende  cannot  possibly  be  supposed  of  an  earlier  date  than  that  year.  In  the  Legende  [ver.  329- 
335.  ver.  417—430.]  Chaucer  has  enumerated,  I  believe,  all  the  considerable  works  which  he  had  then  composed.  It 
was  to  his  purpose  not  to  omit  any.  He  not  only  does  not  mention  the  Canterbury  Tales,  but  he  expressly  names 
the  ttory  qfPalamon  and  Arcitt  and  the  Life  of  Saint  Cecilia,  both  which  now  make  part  of  them,  as  separate  com- 
positions. I  am  persuaded  therefore,  that  in  1382  the  work  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  was  not  begun ;  and  if  we  look 
further  and  consider  the  troubles  in  which  Chaucer  was  in  vol  red,  for  the  five  or  six  following  years,  by  his  connex- 
ions with  John  of  Northampton,  we  can  hardly  suppose  that  it  was  much  advanced  before  1389,  the  sixty-first  year  of 
the  author's  age. 

*  In  this  particular  the  Editions  agree  with  the  MSS.  but  in  general,  the  printed  text  of  this  Treatise  is  so  mon- 
strously incorrect,  that  it  cannot  be  cited  with  any  safety. 

*  This  correction  may  seem  to  be  authorised,  in  some  measure,  by  Lidgate,  who  begins  his  continuation  of  the 
Canterbury  Tales  in  this  manner. 

41  Whan  bright  Phebus  pasted  wot  the  Ram 
Midde  of  ApriU,  and  into  the  Bull  came." 

But  the  truth  is,  that  Dan  John  wrote  for  the  most  part  in  a  great  hurry,  and  consequently  without  much 
accuracy.  In  the  account  which  he  proceeds  to  give  of  Chaucer's  Tales,  he  not  only  confounds  the  circumstances 
of  description  of  the  Satnpnour  and  Pardoner,  but  he  speaks  of  the  latter  as- 
Telling  a  tale  to  anger  with  the  Frere. 

Storie  of  Thebes,  ver.  5. 
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parts  of  the  description  will  then  be  consistent  with  themselves,  and  with  another  passage 
[ver.  4426.],  where,  in  the  best  MSB.  the  eigktc  and  twenty  day  of  April  is  named  as  the  day  of 
the  journey  to  Canterbury. 

We  will  suppose  therefore,  that  the  preceding  day,  the  seven  and  twentieth  of  April,  was 
the  day  on  which  the  company  assembled  at  the  Tabard.  In  what  year  this  happened,  Chancer 

|  has  not  thought  fit  to  inform  us6.  Either  he  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  fix  that  point  at 
all ;  or  perhaps  he  postponed  it,  till  the  completion  of  his  work  should  enable  him  to  assign 

'    inch  a  date  to  his  Fable,  as  should  be  consistent  with  all  the  historical  circumstances,  which 

j    he  might  take  occasion  to  introduce  into  it. 

j  §  vi.  A  second  point,  intended  to  be  defined  in  the  Prologue,  is  the  number  of  the  company  ; 
and  this  too  has  its  difficulties.  They  are  said  in  ver.  24.  to  have  been  nine  and  twenty,  but  it 
if  not  clear  whether  Chaucer  himself  is  included  in  that  number.  They  might  therefore, 
according  to  that  passage,  be  thirty  •  but  if  we  reckon  the  several  characters,  as  they  are 
enumerated  in  the  Prologue,  we  shall  find  them  one  and  thirty ;  1.  a  Knight ;  2.  a  Squier ; 
3.  a  Teman  ;  4.  a  Prioresse  ;  5.  an  other  Nonne  ;  6.  7.  8.  Three  Preestes  ;  9.  a  Monk  ;  10.  a 

(  Frere ;  11.  a  Marchant ;  12.  a  Clerk  of  Oxenforde ;  13.  a  Sergeant  of  the  Lawe ;  14.  a 
Frankelein  ;  15.  an  Haberdasher ;  16.  a  Carpenter ;  17.  a  Webbe  ;  18.  a  Deyer ;  19.  a  Tapiser ; 
SO.  a  Coke ;  21.  a  Shipman  ;  22.  a  Doctour  of  Physike ;  23.  a  Wif  of  Bathe ;  24.  a  Persone  ; 
15.  a  Plowman  ;  20.  a  Reve  ;  27.  a  Miller  ;  28.  a  Sompnour ;  29.  a  Pardoner  ;  30.  a  Manciple ; 
31.  Chancer  himself.   It  must  be  observed  however  that  in  this  list  there  is  one  very  suspi- 

;    dons  article,  which  is  that  of  the  three  Preestes.   As  it  appears  evidently  to  have  been  the 


•It  it  dear,  that,  whether  the  Pilgrimage  were  real  or  imaginary,  Chaucer,  as  a  Poet,  had  a  right  to  suppose  it  to 
hare  happened  at  the  time  which  he  thought  best.  He  was  only  to  take  care,  when  the  time  was  once  fixed,  that  no 
drcsmstances  were  admitted  into  his  Poem,  which  might  clash,  or  be  inconsistent  with  the  date  of  it  When  no 
partkvlar  date  Is  assigned  to  a  fable  of  this  sort,  we  must  naturally  imagine  that  the  date  of  the  fable  coincides  with 
that  of  the  composition ;  and  accordingly,  if  we  examine  the  Canterbury  Tales,  we  shall  not  find  any  circumstances 
which  do  not  perfectly  rait  with  that  period,  which  has  been  stated  in  a  former  note  as  the  probable  time  of  Chaucer* 

I  Wfkminf  to  compose  them.  The  latest  historical  fact  mentioned  in  them  is  the  Insurrection  of  Jakke  Straw  [ver. 
IMXIl],  which  happened  in  1381 ;  and  the  earliest,  in  which  any  person  of  the  Drama  is  concerned,  is  the  siege  of 
Akjeair  [ver.  55, 7],  which  began  In  August  1349,  and  ended,  with  the  taking  of  the  city,  in  March  1344.  Mariana,  1. 
xvl.  e>  x.,  xi.  The  Knight  therefore  may  very  well  be  supposed  to  have  been  at  that  siege,  and  also  upon  a  Pilgrimage 
to  Gaatsrbwy  la  1383,  or  thereabouts. 

They  who  are  disposed  to  believe  the  Pilgrimage  to  have  been  real,  and  to  have  happened  in  1383,  may  support 
their  opinion  by  the  following  Inscription,  which  is  still  to  be  read  upon  the  Inn,  now  called  the  Talbot,  in  Southwark. 
•  This  la  the  bm  where  Sir  Jeffrey  Chaucer  and  the  twenty-nine  Pilgrims  lodged  in  their  journey  to  Canterbury, 
Aamo  1383."  Though  the  present  inscription  Is  evidently  of  a  very  recent  date,  we  might  suppose  It  to  have  been 

1  prepafated  to  us  by  a  succession  of  faithful  transcripts  from  the  very  time ;  but  unluckily  there  is  too  good  reason 
to>  be  — iiisiI,  that  the  first  inscription  of  this  sort  was  not  earlier  than  the  last  century.  Mr.  Speght,  who  appears  to 
save  been  inquisitive  concerning  this  Inn  in  1597,  has  left  us  this  account  of  it  in  his  Glossary,  v.  Tabard.  "  A 
Jaamti,  or  slevels—a  coat,  worne  in  times  past  by  Noblemen  In  the  warres,  but  now  onely  by  Heraults,  and  Is  called 
tWrre  osate  of  Annes  In  serviae.  It  is  the  eigne  of  an  Inne  in  South warke  by  London,  within  the  which  was  the 
ndftaf  of  the  Abbot  of  Hyde  by  Winchester.  This  was  the  Hostelry  where  Chaucer  and  the  other  Pilgrims  mett  to- 
gether, and,  with  Henry  Bcily  their  hoste,  accorded  about  the  manner  of  their  journey  to  Canterbury.   And  whereas 

1    through  time  It  hath  bin  much  decaicd,  it  is  now  by  Master  J.  Prttton,  with  the  Abbot's  house  thereto  adjoyned, 

t    arvly  repaired,  and  with  convenient  roomes  much  encreased,  for  the  receipt  of  many  guests." 

If  any  inscription  of  this  kind  had  then  been  there,  he  would  hardly  have  omitted  to  mention  It ;  and  therefore  I 
aa  persuaded  it  has  been  put  up  since  his  time,  and  most  probably  when  the  sign  was  changed  from  the  Tabard  to 

'  the  Talbot,  in  order  to  preserve  the  anticnt  glory  of  the  House  notwithstanding  its  new  title.  Whoever  furnished  the 
date,  most  be  allowed  to  have  at  least  invented  plausibly. 

j  While  I  am  upon  the  subject  of  this  famous  Hostelry,  I  will  just  add,  that  It  was  probably  parcel  of  two  tenements 
which  appear  to  have  been  conveyed  by  William  de  Ludegarsale  to  the  Abbot.  Ac  de  Hyddjuxta  Winton,  in  1306,  and 

I  which  are  described,  In  a  former  conveyance  there  recited,  to  extend  in  length,.  «  a  communi  fossato  de  8uthwerke 
venos  Orion tem,  usque  Regiam  viam  de  Suthwerke  versus  Occidentem."  Regis* rum  de  Hyde,  MS.  Harl.  176].  fol. 

[  M— 173.  If  we  should  over  be  so  happy  as  to  recover  the  account  books  of  the  A  bbcy  of  Hyde,  we  may  possibly  learn 
what  rent  Berry  BsStty  paid  for  his  Inn,  and  many  other  Important  particulars.  I 
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design  of  Chaucer  to  compose  his  company  of  individuals  of  different  ranks,  in  order  to 
produce  a  greater  variety  of  distinct  characters,  we  can  hardly  conceive  that  he  would,  in  this 
single  instance,  introduce  three,  of  the  same  profession,  without  any  discriminating  circum- 
stances whatever  ;  and  in  fact,  when  the  Nonnes  Freest  is  called  upon  to  toll  his  tale,  [ver 
14814.]  he  is  accosted  by  the  Host  in  a  manner,  which  will  not  permit  us  to  suppose  that  two 
others  of  the  same  denomination  were  present.  This  must  be  allowed  to  be  a  strong  objection 
to  the  genuineness  of  that  article  of  the  three  Preestes  ;  but  it  is  not  the  only  one.  All  the 
other  Characters  are  particularly  described,  and  most  of  them  very  much  at  large,  whereas 
the  whole  that  is  said  of  the  other  Nonne  and  the  three  Preettet  is  contained  in  these  two  lines 
[ver.  1C3,  4.]  at  the  end  of  the  Prioresses  character  : 

Another  Nonne  also  with  hire  bad  the, 
That  was  hire  Chapcllein,  and  Preestes  thre. 

Where  it  is  also  observable,  that  the  single  circumstance  of  description  is  false ;  for  no 
Nonne  coud  be  a  Chaplain.  The  chief  duty  of  a  Chaplain  was  to  say  Mass,  and  to  hear 
Confession,  neither  of  which  offices  coud  regularly  be  performed  by  a  Nonne,  or  by  any 
woman  7.  , 

It  should  seem  therefore,  that  we  have  sufficient  ground  to  reject  these  two  lines,  or  at  least 
the  second,  as  an  interpolation  8  ;  by  which  means  we  shall  get  rid  of  two  of  the  Preestes,  and 
the  detail  of  the  characters  will  agree  with  the  gross  number  in  ver.  24,  Chaucer  himself  being 
included  among  the  nine  and  twenty.  As  Novellists  generally  delight  in  even  numbers,  it  is  not 
improbable  that  the  Host  was  intended  to  be  the  thirtieth.  Though  not  under  the  same 
obligation  with  the  other  Pilgrims,  he  might  nevertheless  tell  his  Tale  among  them  as  a 
Volunteer. 

§  vn.  This  leads  me,  in  the  third  place,  to  examine  what  the  agreement  was,  which  the 
Pilgrims  entered  into,  at  the  suggestion  of  the  Host,  with  respect  to  the  number  of  Tales  that 
each  person  was  to  tell.  The  proposal  of  the  Host  stands  thus,  with  very  little  variation,  in 
all  the  MSS. 

Tins  is  the  point — says  he,  ver.  792—5. 

That  echo  of  you,  to  shorten  with  you  re  way, 

In  this  viage  thai  tellen  tales  tway, 

To  Canterbury  ward,  1  meoe  it  so, 

And  homeward  he  thai  tellen  other  two — 

From  this  passage  we  should  certainly  conclude,  that  each  of  them  was  to  tell  two  tale*  in  the 


7  It  appears  that  some  Abbesses  did  at  one  time  attempt  to  hear  the  Confessions  of  their  Nuns,  and  to  ezerdss 
some  other  smaller  parts  of  the  clerical  function :  but  this  practice,  I  apprehend,  was  soon  stopped  by  Gregory  IX, 
who  has  forbidden  It  in  the  strongest  terms.  Decretal.  L  v.  tit  38.  o.  z.  Nova  qussdam  nostris  sunt  auribus  intimata* 
quod  Abbatissc  inoniales  propria*  benedicunt;  iptarum  quoque  confeitionet  in  criminibu*  audiunt,  et  legentas 
Evangel  ium  pnraumunt  publico  praedicare :  Cum  igitur  id  absonum  sit  et  pariter  absurdum,  Mandamus  quatenus  M 
id  de  cctero  fiat  cunctis  firm  iter  inhibere.  If  these  presumptuous  Abbesses  had  ventured  to  say  Mass,  hia  Holyness 
would  doubtless  have  thundered  still  louder  against  them, 

*  My  notion,  I  cannot  call  it  opinion,  of  the  matter  is  this ;  that  the  first  of  these  lines  did  really  begin  the 
character  of  the  Nonne,  which  Chaucer  had  originally  Inserted  in  this  place  together  with  that  of  the  Nonnes 
Freest,  at  as  great  length  as  the  other  characters,  but  that  they  were  both  afterwards  expunged,  either  by  himself, 
or,  more  probably,  by  those  who  published  his  work  after  his  death,  for  reasons  of  nearly  the  same  kind  with  those 
which  occasioned  the  suppression  of  the  latter  part  of  the  Cokes  Tale.  I  suspect  our  Bard  had  been  rather  too  gay  la 
his  description  of  these  two  Religious  persons.  See  a  little  concerning  the  Preest,  ver.  15453—65. 

If  it  should  be  thought  improbable  that  an  interpolator  would  insert  any  thing  so  absurd  and  contradictory  to  the 
Author's  plan  as  the  second  line,  I  beg  leave  to  suggest,  that  it  is  still  more  improbable  that  such  aline  should  have 
come  from  the  Author  himself ;  and  further,  I  think  I  can  promise,  in  the  course  of  the  following  work,  to  point  oat 
several  other  undoubted  interpolations,  which  are  to  the  full  as  absurd  as  the  subject  of  our  present  Mamt^n^. 


liii 


journey  to  Canterbury,  and  two  more  in  the  journey  homeward  :  but  all  the  other  passages,  in 
which  mention  is  made  of  this  agreement,  would  rather  lead  us  to  believe,  that  they  were  to 
tell  only  one  Tale  in  each  journey ;  and  the  Prologue  to  the  Parsons  Tale  strongly  confirms 
this  latter  supposition.  The  Host  says  there,  [ver.  17327.]  | 

l 

— "  Now  lacketh  us  no  tales  mo  than  on  " —  I 

and  calling  upon  the  Parson  to  tell  this  one  tale,  which  was  wanting,  he  says  to  him,  [ver. 
17335.] 

— "  ne  breke  thon  not  onr  play, 
For  every  man,  save  thon,  hath  told  hii  tale." 

The  Parson  therefore  had  not  told  any  tale  before,  and  only  one  tale  was  expected  from  him 
(and  consequently  from  each  of  the  others)  upon  that  journey. 

It  is  true,  that  a  very  slight  alteration  of  the  passage  first  cited  would  reconcile  that  too  to 
this  hypothesis.  If  it  were  written — 

That  eche  of  you,  to  shorten  with  your©  way, 
In  this  viage  shal  tell  en  tales  tway  ; 
To  Canterbury  ward,  I  mene  it,  o, 
I  And  homeward  he  shal  tell  another  to — 

■  the  original  proposition  of  the  Host  would  perfectly  agree  with  what  appears  to  have  been  the 
I    subsequent  practice.   However,  I  cannot  venture  to  propose  such  an  alteration  of  the  text,  in 

opposition  to  so  many  MSS.  some  of  them  of  the  best  note ;  and  therefore  the  Reader,  if  he  is 
j    so  pleased,  may  consider  this  as  one  of  those  inconsistencies,  hinted  at  above,  which  prove  too 

plainly  that  the  author  had  not  finished  his  work. 

1  $  viri.  The  remainder  of  the  Prologue  is  employed  in  describing  the  CharaeUrt  of  the 
Pilgrims,  and  their  first  setting  out  upon  their  journey.  The  little  that  it  may  be  necessary 
to  say  in  illustration  of  some  of  the  Characters  I  shall  reserve  for  the  Notes.  The  circum- 
stances of  their  setting  out  are  related  succinctly  and  naturally ;  and  the  contrivance  of 
appointing  the  Knight  by  lot  to  tell  the  first  tale  is  a  happy  one,  as  it  affords  the  Author  the 
opportunity  of  giving  his  work  a  splendid  opening,  and  at  the  same  time  does  not  infringe  that 
apparent  equality,  upon  which  the  freedom  of  discourse  and  consequently  the  ease  and  good 
humour  of  every  society  so  entirely  depends.  The  general  satisfaction,  which  this  appointment 
is  said  to  give  to  the  company,  puts  us  in  mind  of  a  similar  gratification  to  the  secret  wishes  of 
the  Grecian  army,  when  the  lot  of  fighting  with  Hector  falls  to  Ajax  ;  though  there  is  not  the 
least  probability  that  Chaucer  had  ever  read  the  Iliad,  even  in  a  translation. 

f  ix.  The  Knightes  Tale,  or  at  least  a  Poem  upon  the  same  subject,  was  originally 
eon  posed  by  Chaucer,  as  a  separate  work.  As  such  it  is  mentioned  by  him,  among  some  of 
lus  oilier  works,  in  the  Legend*  of  gods  vomtn,  [ver.  420,  1.]  under  the  title  of— wal  the  love  of 
Palamon  and  Arcite  of  Thebes,  though  the  storie  is  knowen  lite— ?  and  the  last  words  seem 
Is  imply  that  it  had  not  made  itself  very  popular.  It  is  not  impossible  that  at  first  it  was  a 
acre  translation  of  the  Theseida  of  Boccace,  and  that  its  present  form  was  given  it,  when  I 
Chancer  determined  to  assign  it  the  first  place  among  his  Canterbury  tales.  As  the  Theseida, 
tpon  which  this  tale  is  entirely  founded,  is  very  rarely  to  be  met  with  »,  it  may  be  not  I 


•  Th*  latter,  which  Boccace  seat  to  the  Fiammetta  with  this  poem,  is  dated  di  Napoli  a  15  d'Aprilc  134).  Lettere 
4k  xSXL  Uoanini  most.  Yen.  1264.  I  believe  that  date  is  a  true  one,  and  it  is  remarkable,  as  being  the  very  year  and 
wmmVk,  te  which  Petrarch  received  the  Laurel  at  Rome.  See  Petr.  Ep.  Famil  XII.  12. 

The)  an*  Edition  of  the  Theseida,  according  to  Quadrio  [t.  vi.  p.  468.].  was  without  date,  and  under  the  mtetaken 
ttue  of  i»uwfcf(,  which  might  hare  been  proper  enough  for  the  first  book.  It  was  soon  after  however  reprinted, 
wtth  Hi  true  title,  at  Ferrara,  in  1475,  fol.  Dr.  Askew  was  wo  obliging  as  to  lend  me  the  only  copy  of  this  edition, 
wkfafti  I  have  ever  heard  of,  in  England.  The  Reverend  Mr.  Crofts  has  a  later  edition  in  4*".  printed  at  Venice,  in 
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|  impleading  to  the  Reader  to  see  here  a  short  summary  of  it,  which  will  shew  with  what  skill 
Chancer  has  proceeded  in  reducing  a  poem  of  about  ten  thousand  lines  to  a  little  more  than 
two  thousand,  without  omitting  any  material  circumstance. 

The  Theseida  is  distributed  into  twelve  Books  or  Cantoes. 

B.  I.  contains  the  war  of  Theseus  with  the  Amazons ;  their  submission  to  him ;  and  his 
marriage  with  Hippolyta. 

B.  II.  Theseus,  having  spent  two  years  in  Scythia,  is  reproached  by  Perithous  in  a  vision,  ! 

and  immediately  returns  to  Athens  with  Hippolyta  and  her  sister  Emilia.   He  enters  the  city  I 

in  triumph  ;  finds  the  Grecian  Ladies  in  the  temple  of  Clemenzia ;  marches  to  Thebes ;  kills  j 

Creon,  &c.  and  brings  home  Palemone  and  Arcita,  who  are  | 

Damnati — ad  derna  presort*.  I 

B.  III.  Emilia,  walking  in  a  garden  and  singing,  is  heard  and  seen  first  by  Arcita  *,  who 
calls  Palemone.    They  are  both  equally  enamoured  of  her,  but  without  any  jealousy  or 
rivalship.  Emilia  is  supposed  to  see  them  at  the  window,  and  to  be  not  displeased  with  their 
admiration. — Arcita  is  released  at  the  request  of  Perithous  ;  takes  his  leave  of  Palemone,  with 
;     embraces,  Ac. 

j  B.  IV.  Arcita,  having  changed  his  name  to  Pentheo,  goes  into  tne  service  of  Menelaus  at 
Mycenae,  and  afterwards  of  Peleus  at  JEgina.  From  thence  he  returns  to  Athens  and  becomes 
a  favourite  servant  of  Theseus,  being  known  to  Emilia,  though  to  nobody  else  ;  till  after  some 
time  he  is  overheard  making  his  complaint  in  a  wood,  to  which  he  usually  resorted  for  that 
purpose,  by  Pamphilo,  a  servant  of  Palemone. 

B.  V.  Upon  the  report  of  Pamphilo,  Palemone  begins  to  be  jealous  of  Arcita,  and  is  desirous 
:     to  get  out  of  prison  in  order  to  fight  with  him.   This  he  accomplishes  with  the  assistance  of 


1528,  but  in  that  the  poem  has  been  riveduto  e  emendate,  that  is,  !n  plain  English,  modernized.  I  cannot  help  suspecting 
that  Salvini,  who  has  inveighed  with  great  bitterness  against  the  corruptions  of  the  printed  Theseida,  [Manni, 
1st.  del  Decani,  p.  52.]  had  only  examined  this  last  edition ;  for  I  observe  that  a  Stanza  which  he  has  quoted  (from 
some  MB.  as  I  suppose)  is  not  near  so  correct  as  it  is  in  the  edition  of  1475.  As  this  Stanza  contains  Boccace's 
own  account  of  the  intention  of  his  Poem,  I  shall  transcribe  it  here  from  that  edition.  It  is  the  beginning  of  his 
•  conclusion. 

;  Pol  che  le  Muse  nude  comindaro 

Nel  conspeto  de  gll  omeni  ad  andare, 
j  €>ai  fur  de  quelli  che  [gia]  le  exercitaro 

j  Con  bello  stilo  in  honesto  pariare, 

j  E  altri  in  amoroso  lo  operaro ; 

Ma  tu,  o  libro,  primo  al  lor  can  tare 
j  Dl  Mart*  fat  gll  affanni  sostemiti, 

N  el  vulgar  latino  mai  piu  non  veduti. 

This  plainly  alludes  to  a  passage  in  Dante,  de  Vulgari  Eloquent!*,  1.  ii.  c.  II.  where,  after  having  pointed  out  the 
j  three  great  subjects  of  Poetry,  viz.  Arma,  Amor  em,  et  Rectitudinem,  (War,  Love,  and  Morality,)  and  enumerated 
|      the  illustrious  writers  upon  each,  he  adds:  Arma  vero  nullum  Jtalum  adhuc  xnvenio  pottasse.  Boccace therefore 

apparently  prides  himself  upon  having  supplied  the  defect  remarked  by  Dante,  and  upon  being  the  first  who  taught 
<      the  Italian  Muses  to  sing  of  Arms. 

1        Besides  other  variations  for  the  worse,  the  fifth  line  In  Salvini's  copy  is  written  thus ; 
j  Ed  altri  in  dolci  modi  l'operaro— 

.      by  which  means  the  allusion  to  Dante  is  rendered  incomplete. 

j  11  Id  describing  the  commencement  of  this  Amour,  which  Is  to  be  the  subject  of  the  remainder  of  the  poem, 
|  Chancer  has  entirely  departed  from  his  author  in  three  principal  circumstances,  and,  I  think,  in  each  with  very  good 
|  reason.  1.  By  supposing  Emilia  to  be  seen  first  by  Palamon,  he  gives  him  an  advantage  over  his  rival  which  makes 
tho  catastrophe  more  consonant  to  poetical  justice.  2.  The  picture  which  Boccace  has  exhibited  of  two  young  princes, 
j  violently  enamoured  of  the  same  object,  without  jealousy  or  rivalship,  if  not  absolutely  unnatural,  is  certainly  very 
j  insipid  and  unpootical.  3.  As  no  consequence  is  to  follow  from  their  being  seen  by  Emilia  at  this  time,  it  is  better, 
1     I  think,  to  suppose,  aa  Chancer  has  done,  that  they  are  not  seen  by  her. 
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Famphilo,  by  changing  clothes  with  Alimeto,  a  Physician.  He  goes  armed  to  the  wood  in 
quest  of  Arcita,  whom  he  finds  sleeping.  At  first  they  are  very  civil  and  friendly  to  each 
other  Then  Palemone  calls  upon  Arcita  to  renounce  his  pretensions  to  Emilia,  or  to  fight 
with  him.  After  many  long  expostulations  on  the  part  of  Arcita,  they  fight,  and  are  discovered 
first  by  Emilia,  who  sends  for  Theseus.  When  he  finds  who  they  are,  and  the  cause  of  their 
difference,  he  forgives  them,  and  proposes  the  method  of  deciding  their  claim  to  Emilia  by  a 
combat  of  an  hundred  on  each  side,  to  which  they  gladly  agree. 

B.  VI.  Palemone  and  Arcita  live  splendidly  at  Athens,  and  send  out  messengers  to  summon 
their  friends,  who  arrive  ;  and  the  principal  of  them  are  severally  described,  viz.  Lycurgus, 
Peleus,  Phocus,  Telamon,  Ac.  Agamemnon,  Menelaus,  Castor,  and  Pollux,  Ac.  Nestor, 
Evander,  Perithous,  Ulysses,  Diomedes,  Pygmalion,  Minos,  Ac.  with  a  great  display  of  ancient 
history  and  mythology. 

B.  VII.  Theseus  declares  the  laws  of  the  combat,  and  the  two  parties  of  an  hundred  on  each 
tide  are  formed.  The  day  before  the  combat,  Arcita,  after  having  visited  the  temples  of  all 
the  Gods,  makes  a  formal  prayer  to  Mars.  The  Prayer,  bring  penonijied  is  said  to  go  and  find 
Kara  in  his  temple  in  Thrace,  which  is  described  ;  and  Mars,  upon  understanding  the  message, 
causes  favourable  signs  to  be  given  to  Arcita.  In  the  same  manner  Palemone  closes  his 
religions  observances  with  a  prayer  to  Venus.  His  Prayer,  being  also  personified,  sets  out  for  the 
temple  of  Venus  on  Mount  Citherone,  which  is  also  described  ;  and  the  petition  is  granted. 
Then  the  sacrifice  of  Emilia  to  Diana  is  described  ;  her  prayer ;  the  appearance  of  the  God- 
dess ;  and  the  signs  of  the  two  fires. — In  the  morning  they  proceed  to  the  Theatre  with  their 
respective  troops,  and  prepare  for  the  action.  Arcita  puts  up  a  private  prayer  to  Emilia,  and 
harangues  his  troop  publickly  ;  and  Palemone  does  the  same. 


.1  En  &ieme  le  fer  festa  di  bon  core, 
E  U  loro  accident!  si  narraro.  The*.  L  v. 

Tfchie  sorely  too  nrooh  in  the  style  of  Romance.  Chaucer  has  made  them  converse  more  naturally.  He  has  also 
Jeikioasiy  avoided  to  copy  Bocoace  in  representing  Arcite  as  more  moderate  than  his  rival. 

»»  Era  alor  ford  Marte  In  exerdtio 
Di  chlara  far  la  parte  ruginosa 
Del  grande  suo  e  horribile  hospitio, 
Quando  de  Arcita  la  oration  pietosa 
Perrenne  li  per  fare  il  dato  offitio, 
Tutta  ne  lo  aspecto  lagrimosa ; 
La  quel  divene  di  spavento  muta, 
Come  di  Marte  hebbe  laca  veduta.   Thes.  1.  vii. 

is  this  contrivance,  of  personifying  the  Prayers  and  sending  them  to  the  several  deities,  is  only  in  order  to  introduce 
■  fcsar1|if  ion  of  the  respective  temples,  it  will  be  allowed,  I  believe,  that  Chaucer  has  attained  the  same  end  by  more 
■steial  fiction.  It  is  very  probable  that  Boccace  caught  the  idea  of  making  the  Prayers  persons  from  Homer,  with 
vases  works  he  was  better  acquainted  than  most  of  his  contemporaries  in  this  part  of  the  world ;  and  there  con  be 
aa  awibl.  I  pappose,  that  Chaucer's  imagination,  in  the  expedient  which  he  has  substituted,  was  assbted  by  the 
ejsMhsjsal  edifices  which  he  had  himself  seen  erected  for  the  decoration  of  Turnamente. 

The  combat,  which  follows,  having  no  foundation  in  ancient  history  or  manners,  it  is  no  wonder  that  both  poets 
shsaVJ  have  admitted  a  number  of  incongruous  circumstances  into  their  description  of  it.  Tho  great  advantage 
•alefc  fhawrr'  has  over  his  original  in  this  respect  is,  that  he  is  much  shorter.  When  we  have  read  in  the  Tbeseida 
•  bog  and  learned  catalogue  of  all  the  heroes  of  Antiquity  brought  together  upon  this  occasion,  we  are  only  the  more 
averted  to  sue  These  us,  in  such  an  assembly,  conferring  the  honour  of  Knighthood  upon  the  two  Thehan  chieftains. 

E  sense  stare  con  non  piccolo  honore 

Cinse  le  spade  a  li  qui  scudieri, 

E  ad  Arcita  Poluce  e  Castore 

Calciaro  d'oro  li  sproni  e  rolontleri, 

E  Diomede  e  Ulixe  di  cuore 

Calsati  a  Palemone,  e  cavaheri 

Ambodui  furono  alora  novelli 

Li  inamorati  Theban  damlgieli.   Tl**  1.  vft, 
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B.  VIII.  Contains  a  description  of  the  battle,  in  which  Palemone  is  taken  prisoner. 

B.  IX.  The  horse  of  Arcita,  being  frighted  by  a  Fury,  sent  from  hell  at  the  desire  of 
Venus,  throws  him.  However,  he  is  carried  to  Athens  in  a  triumphal  chariot  with  "Rmnfr  by 
his  side ;  is  put  to  bed  dangerously  ill ;  and  there  by  his  own  desire  espouses  Emilia. 

B.  X.  The  funeral  of  the  persons  killed  in  the  combat  Arcita,  being  given  over  by  his 
Physicians,  makes  his  will,  in  discourse  with  Theseus,  and  desires  that  Palemone  may  inherit 
all  his  possessions  and  also  Emilia.  He  then  takes  leave  of  Palemone  and  Emilia,  to  whom  he 
repeats  the  same  request.  Their  lamentations.  Arcita  orders  a  sacrifice  to  Mercury,  which 
Palemone  performs  for  him,  and  dies. 

B.  XI.  Opens  with  the  passage  of  Arcita's  soul  to  heaven,  imitated  from  the  beginning  of 
the  9th  Book  of  Lucan.  The  funeral  of  Arcita.  Description  of  the  wood  felled  takes  up  six 
Stanzas.  Palemone  builds  a  temple  in  honour  of  him,  in  which  his  whole  history  is  painted. 
The  description  of  this  painting  is  an  abridgement  of  the  preceding  part  of  the  Poem. 

B.  XII.  Theseus  proposes  to  carry  into  execution  Arcita's  will  by  the  marriage  of  Palemone 
and  Emilia.  This  they  both  decline  for  some  time  in  formal  speeches,  but  at  last  are  persuaded 
and  married.  The  Kings,  &c.  take  their  leave,  and  Palemone  remains — "  in  gioia  e  in  diporto 
con  la  sua  dona  nobile  e  cortese." 

From  this  sketch  of  the  Theseida  it  is  evident  enough  that  Chaucer  was  obliged  to  BoccaceB 
for  the  Plan  and  principal  incidents  of  the  Kxighteb  Tale  ;  and  in  the  Notes  upon  that 
tale  I  shall  point  out  some  passages,  out  of  many  more,  which  are  literal  translations  from 
the  Italian.  j 

§  x.  When  the  Knight  has  finished  his  Tale,  the  Hott  with  great  propriety  calls  upon  the 
Monk,  as  the  next  in  rank  among  the  men,  to  tell  the  next  Tale  ;  but,  as  it  seems  to  have  bees 
the  intention  of  Chaucer  to  avail  himself  of  the  variety  of  his  Characters,  in  order  to  distribute 
alternate  successions  of  Serious  and  Comic,  in  nearly  equal  proportions,  throughout  his  work, 
he  has  contrived,  that  the  Ho$U*  arrangement  shall  be  set  aside  by  the  intrusion  of  the  dronke* 
Miller,  whose  tale  is  such  as  might  be  expected  from  his  character  and  condition,  a  complete 
contrast  to  the  KnighUs. 

§  xi.  I  have  not  been  able  to  discover  from  whence  the  Story  of  the  Millers  Tale  ii  I 
taken  ;  so  that  for  the  present  I  must  give  Chaucer  credit  for  it  as  his  own  invention,  though 
in  general  he  appears  to  have  built  his  Tales,  both  serious  and  comic,  upon  stories,  which  be 
found  ready  made.  The  great  difference  is,  that  in  his  serious  pieces  he  often  follows  his 
author  with  the  servility  of  a  mere  translator,  and  in  consequence  his  narration  is  jejune  and 
constrained  ;  whereas  in  the  comic,  he  is  generally  satisfied  with  borrowing  a  slight  hint  of  his 
subject,  which  he  varies,  enlarges,  and  embellishes  at  pleasure,  and  gives  the  whole  the  air  and 


«  To  whom  Boccace  was  obliged  is  a  more  difficult  subject  of  enquiry.  That  the  Story  was  of  his  own  invention, 
I  think  is  scarcely  credible.  He  speaks  of  it  himself  as  very  ancient.  [Lett,  alia  Fiammetta.  Bibiiotk.  Smith.  App.  p> 
cxll.]  Trovata  una  antichissima  Storia,  e  al  piii  delle  genti  non  manifesta,  in  latino  volgare,  aociocche  pin  dflettaw 
massimamente  a  voi,  che  gia  con  sommo  titolo  le  mie  rime  esaltaste,  ho  ridotta.  He  then  tells  her,  that  she  will 
observe  that  what  is  related  under  the  name  of  one  of  the  two  lovers  and  of  Emilia,  is  very  similar  to  what  had 
actually  passed  between  herself  and  him ;  and  adds— Se  forse  alcune  cose  soperchie  vi  fossono,  11  voler  bene  coprirs 
ci6  che  non  era  onesto  manifestare,  da  noi  due  in  fuori,  el  volere  la  storia  seguire,  ne  sono  cagione.  I  am  well  aware 
however  that  declarations  of  this  kind,  prefixed  to  fabulous  works,  are  not  much  to  be  depended  upon.  The  wildest 
of  the  French  Romances  are  commonly  said  by  the  Authors  to  be  translated  from  some  old  Latin  Chronicle  at  8t 
Deny*  And  certainly  the  Story  of  Palemone  and  Arcita,  as  related  by  Boccace,  ooud  not  be  very  ancient.  If  it  was 
of  Greek  original,  as  I  rather  suspect,  it  must  have  been  thrown  into  its  present  form,  after  the  Norman  Princes  had 
introduced  the  manners  of  Chivalry  into  their  dominions  in  Sicily  and  Italy. 

The  Poem  in  modern  Greek  political  verses  De  nuptiis  Thesei  et  Emilia,  printed  at  Venice  in  1529,  la  a  mere 
translation  of  the  Theseida.  The  Author  has  even  translated  the  prefatory  epistle  addressed  by  Boccace  to  the 
Fiammetta. 
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fan  original ;  a  sure  sign,  that  his  genius  rather  led  him  to  compositions  of  the  latter 

The  next  tale  is  told  by  the  Reve  (who  is  represented  above,  ver.  689.  as  "a  cholerick 
1  revenge  of  the  Miller's  tale.  It  has  been  generally  said  to  be  borrowed  from  the 
m,  D.  ix.  N.  6.  but  I  rather  think  that  both  Boccace  and  Chaucer,  in  this  instance,  have 
latever  they  have  in  common  from  an  old  Fabliau,  or  Conte,  of  an  anonymous  French 
e  Gombert  et  des  deux  Clers.  The  Reader  may  easily  satisfy  himself  upon  this  head,  by 
lis  eye  upon  the  French  Fabliau,  which  has  lately  been  printed  with  several  others 
iS.  in  France.   See  Fabliaux  et  Contes,  Paris,  1756.  t.  ii.  p.  115—124. 

The  Cokes  Tale  is  imperfect  in  all  the  MSS.  which  I  have  had  an  opportunity  of 
lg.  In  MS.  A.  it  seems  to  have  been  entirely  omitted ;  and  indeed  I  cannot  help 
ig,  that  it  was  intended  to  be  omitted,  at  least  in  this  place,  as  in  the  Manciples 

when  the  Coke  is  called  upon  to  tell  a  tale,  there  is  no  intimation  of  his  having  told 
•re.   Perhaps  our  Author  might  think,  that  three  tales  of  harlotrie,  as  he  calls  it, 

would  be  too  much.  However,  as  it  is  sufficiently  certain,  that  the  Cokes  Prologue 
beginning  of  his  Tale  are  genuine  compositions,  they  have  their  usual  place  in  this 
There  was  not  the  same  reason  for  inserting  the  story  of  Gamely x,  which  in  some 

annexed  to  the  Cokes  Tale.  It  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  MSS.  of  the  first 
r ;  and  the  manner,  style,  and  versification,  all  prove  it  to  have  been  the  work  of  an 
luch  inferior  to  Chaucer.  I  did  not  therefore  think  myself  warranted  to  publish  it  a 
me  among  the  Canterbury  Tales,  though  as  a  Relique  of  our  antient  Poetry,  and  the 
in,  perhaps,  of  Shakespeare's  As  you  like  it,  I  coud  have  wished  to  see  it  more  accu- 
inted,  than  it  is  in  the  only  edition  which  we  have  of  it. 

In  the  Prologue  to  the  Man  of  Lawes  Tale  Chaucer  recalls  our  attention  to 
in,  if  I  may  so  call  it,  of  his  Drama,  the  journey  of  the  Pilgrims.  They  had  set  out 
r  the  day  began  to  spring,  ver.  824  and  f.  When  the  Rete  was  beginning  to  tell  his  tale, 
•e  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Deptford  and  Greenwich,  and  it  was  half  way  prime ;  that 
K>se,  half  way  past  prime,  about  half  hour  after  seven  A.  M.  [ver.  3904,  5.].  How  much 
they  were  advanced  upon  their  road  at  this  time  is  not  said  ;  but  the  hour  of  the  day 
d  out  to  us  by  two  circumstances.   We  are  first  told  [ver.  4422,  3.],  that 

— "  the  Sonne 
The  ark  of  hit  artificial  day  had  ronne 
The  fourth©  part  and  half  an  hour  and  more ;  " — 

udly  [ver.  4432.],  that  he  was  "five  and  forty  degrees  high ;"  and  this  last  circum- 
so  confirmed  by  the  mention  of  a  corresponding  phenomenon  that  it  is  impossible  to 
my  error  in  the  number.  The  equality  in  length  of  shadows  to  their  projecting  bodies 
happen,  when  the  Sun  is  at  the  height  of  fire  and  forty  degrees.  Unfortunately 
this  description,  though  seemingly  intended  to  be  so  accurate,  will  neither  enable  us 
ide  with  the  MSS.  that  it  was  "  ten  of  the  dock,"  nor  to  fix  upon  any  other  hour ;  as  the 
lmstances  just  mentioned  are  not  found  to  coincide  in  any  part  of  the  twenty-eighth, 
y  other,  day  of  April 14  in  this  climate.  All  that  we  can  conclude  with  certainty  is, 
as  not  past  ten  of  the  clock. 


rent? -eighth  day  of  April,  in  the  time  of  Chancer,  answering  to  our  6th  or  7th  of  May,  the  Sun,  in  the 
Lond.ro,  rose  about  half  hour  after  four,  and  the  length  of  the  artificial  day  was  a  little  more  than  fifteen 
fourth  part  of  15  hours  ( —  JJ».  45">.)  and  half  an  hour  and  more— may  be  fairly  computed  to  make  together 
rhteh  being  reckoned  from  4}  A.  M.  give  the  time  of  day  exactly  9,  A.  M.  But  the  Sun  was  not  at  the 
45*,  till  abore  half  hour  after  ft  In  like  manner,  if  we  take  the  eighteenth  day  (according  to  all  the  Editions 
ISS.)  we  shall  find  that  the  Sun  indeed  waa  45°  high  at  10  A.  M.  exactly,  but  that  the  fourth  part  of  the  day 
•  hour  and  more  had  been  completed  at  fl,  A.  M. 
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The  compliments  which  Chaucer  has  introduced  upon  his  own  writings  are  modest  enough,  I 
and  quite  unexceptionable ;  but  if  the  reflection  [ver.  4497.  and  f.]  upon  those  who  relate  such  I 
stories  as  that  of  Canace,  or  of  Apottonius  Tyraa,  was  levelled  at  Gower,  as  I  very  much  suspect, 
it  will  be  difficult  to  reconcile  such  an  attack  to  our  notions  of  the  strict  friendship,  which  is  j 
generally  supposed  to  have  subsisted  between  the  two  bards 1&.  The  attack  too  at  this  time  , 
must  appear  the  more  extraordinary  on  the  part  of  our  bard,  as  he  is  just  going  to  put  into 
the  mouth  of  his  Man  of  Lawe  a  tale,  of  which  almost  every  circumstance  is  borrowed  from 
Grower.   The  fact  is,  that  the  story  of  Canace  is  related  by  Gower  in  his  Conf.  Amant.  B.  iii  ■ 
and  the  story  of  x9Apollonius  (or  Apollynus,  as  he  is  there  called)  in  the  vinth  book  of  the  same  ' 
work ;  so  that,  if  Chaucer  really  did  not  mean  to  reflect  upon  his  old  friend,  his  choice  of 
these  two  instances  was  rather  unlucky.  I 

§  xv.  The  Man  of  Lawes  Tale,  as  I  have  just  said,  is  taken,  with  very  little  variation,  1 
from  Gower,  Conf.  Amant.  B.  ii.    If  there  coud  be  any  doubt,  upon  a  cursory  perusal  of  the 
two  tales,  which  of  them  was  written  first,  the  following  passage,  I  think,  is  sufficient  to  decide  i 

the  question.   At  ver.  5506,  Chaucer  says, —  I 

i 

Som  men  wold  sayn,  how  that  the  child  Maurice  j 
Doth  this  message  until  this  Emperour : —  ! 

and  we  read  in  Gower,  that  Maurice  is  actually  sent  upon  this  message  to  the  Emperour.  I 
We  may  therefore  fairly  conclude  that  in  this  passage  Chaucer  alludes  to  Gower,  who  had 
treated  the  same  subject  before  him,  but,  as  he  insinuates,  with  less  propriety. 

I  do  not  however  suppose  that  Gower  was  the  inventor  of  this  tale.  It  had  probably  passed 
through  several  hands  before  it  came  to  him.  I  find  among  the  Cotton  MSS.  Cal.  A.  ii.  foL  ©. 
an  old  English  Rime,  entitled  "  Emare?  in  which  the  heroine  under  that  name  goes  through  ft 
series  of  adventures  for  the  most  part 17  exactly  similar  to  those  of  Constance.    But  neither 


In  this  uncertainty,  I  have  left  the  text  as  I  found  it  in  all  the  best  MSS.  Only  MS.  HA.  does  not  ox  picas  the  hoar,  | 

but  reads  thus :—  ! 

Yt  was  atte  cloke— . 

i*  There  is  another  circumstance,  which  rather  inclines  me  to  believe,  that  their  friendship  suffered  some  inter*  I 
ruption  in  the  latter  part  of  their  lives.  In  the  new  edition  of  the  Confessio  A  mantis,  which  Gower  published  after 
the  accession  of  Henry  IV,  the  verses  in  praise  of  Chaucer  [fol.  190.  b.  col.  1.  ed.  1533.]  %«•  omitted.  See  MS.  Earl  j 
3889.  Though  perhaps  the  death  of  Chaucer  at  that  time  had  rendered  the  compliment  contained  in  those  verses  less 
proper  than  it  was  at  first,  that  alone  does  not  seem  to  have  been  a  sufficient  reason  for  'tnitting  them,  especially  at 
the  original  date  of  the  work,  in  the  16  of  Richard  II,  is  preserved.  Indeed  the  only  other  alterations,  which  I  have 
been  able  to  discover,  are  toward  the  beginning  and  end,  where  every  thing  which  had  been  said  in  praise  of  Richard  ( 
in  the  first  edition,  is  either  left  out  or  converted  to  the  use  of  his  successor. 

i*  The  History  of  Apolloniut  King  of  Tyre  was  supposed  by  Mark  Welser,  when  he  printed  it  in  1595,  to  have  I 
been  translated  from  the  Greek  a  thousand  years  before.  [Fabr.  Bib.  Gr.  V.  6.  p.  821.]  It  certainly  bears  strong 
marks  of  a  Greek  original,  though  it  is  not,  that  I  know,  now  extant  in  that  language.  The  Rythmical  poem,  under 
the  same  title,  in  modern  Greek,  was  re-translated  (if  I  may  so  speak)  from  the  Latin — euro  Aartvurnr  «s  Pw/iafirsr 
y\v<r<rav.  Cange,  Index  Author,  ad  Glass.  Grac.  When  Welser  printed  it,  he  probably  did  not  know  that  It 
had  been  published  already,  perhaps  more  than  once,  among  the  Gesta  Romanorum.  In  an  edition,  which  I  have, 
printed  at  Rouen  In  1521 ,  it  makes  the  154th  chapter.  Toward  the  latter  end  of  the  XII  th  Century,  Godfrey  e/  Viterbo, 
in  his  Pantheon,  or  universal  Chronicle,  inserted  this  Romance  as  part  of  the  history  of  the  third  Antiochus,  about 
900  years  before  Christ.  It  begins  thus  [MS.  Reg.  14  C.  xL] : 

Filia  Seleud  regis  stat  clara  decore 
Matreque  defuncta  pater  arsit  in  ejus  axnore. 
Res  habet  effectum,  pressa  puella  dolet. 

The  rest  is  in  the  same  metre,  with  one  Pentameter  only  to  two  Hexameters. 

Gower,  by  hi  own  acknowledgement,  took  his  story  from  the  Pantkeon  ;  as  the  Author,  whoever  1»s  was,  of  Pericles 
Prince  of  Tyre  professes  to  have  followed  Gower. 

>7  The  chief  differences  are,  that  Emari  is  originally  exposed  in  a  boat  for  refusing  to  comply  with  tho  incestuous 
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author  of  this  Rime  the  inventor  of  the  story,  for  in  fol.  70.  a.  he  refers  to  his  original 
aiw,"  or  French ;  and  in  the  last  Stanza  he  tells  us  expressly — 

Thys  ys  on  of  Brytayne  lay  cm 
That  was  used  by  olde  dayes. 

Britaihc  layes  I  shall  have  occasion  to  speak  more  at  large,  when  I  come  to  the  Frank* 
e. 

The  Man  of  Lam  Tale  in  the  best  MSS.  is  followed  by  the  Wife  of  Botha  Prologue  and 
d  therefore  I  have  placed  them  so  here ;  not  however  merely  in  compliance  with 
y,  but  because,  according  to  the  common  arrangement,  in  the  Merchants  Tale 18  there 
ct  reference  to  the  Wife  of  Bathes  Prologue,  before  it  has  been  spoken.  Such  an  impro- 
was  glad  to  remove  upon  the  authority  of  the  best  MSS.  though  it  had  been  acquiesced 
I  former  Editors  ;  especially  as  the  same  MSS.  pointed  out  to  me  an  other,  I  believe 
,  place  for  both  the  Merchants  and  the  Squier's  Tales,  which  have  hitherto  been  printed 
ttely  after  the  Man  of  Laves.   But  of  that  hereafter. 

r.  The  want  of  a  few  lines  to  introduce  the  Wife  of  Bathes  Prologue  is,  perhaps, 
ihose  defects,  hinted  at  above,  which  Chaucer  would  have  supplied  if  he  had  lived  to 
s  work.  The  extraordinary  length  of  it,  as  well  as  the  vein  of  pleasantry  that  runs 
it,  is  very  suitable  to  the  character  of  the  speaker.  The  greatest  part  must  have  been 
cer^s  own  invention,  though  one  may  plainly  see  that  he  had  been  reading  the  popular 
es  against  marriage  and  women  in  geiieral ;  such  as,  the  Roman  de  la  Rose  ;  Vale- 
•  Rufinum  de  non  ducendA  uxore ;  and  particularly  Hierontmus  contra  Jovinianum19. 

[i.  The  Wife  of  Bathes  Tale  seems  to  have  been  taken  from  the  Story  of  Florent 
;r,  Conf.  AmarU.  B.  i.  or  perhaps  from  an  older  narrative,  in  the  Gesta  Bomanorunt,  or 
ich  collection,  from  which  the  Story  of  Florent  was  itself  borrowed.  However  that 
re  been,  it  must  be  allowed  that  Chaucer  has  considerably  improved  the  fable  by 
off  some  improbable,  as  well  as  unnecessary,  circumstances ;  and  the  transferring  of 
e  from  Sicily  to  the  Court  of  King  Arthur  must  have  had  a  very  pleasing  effect,  before 
Jous  majesty  of  that  court  was  quite  obliterated. 

the  Emperour  her  father ;  that  she  is  driren  on  the  coast  of  Qalys,  or  Wales,  and  married  to  the  king  of 
ry.  The  contrivances  of  the  step-mother,  and  the  consequences  of  them,  are  the  same  in  both  stories. 

SO,  Justime  says  to  his  brother  January— 

The  Wif  of  Bathe,  if  ye  han  nnderstonde, 
Of  mariage,  which  ye  now  han  in  honde, 
Declared  hath  fol  wel  in  litel  space— 

wry  plainly  to  this  Prologue  of  the  Wife  of  Bath.  The  impropriety  of  such  an  allusion  in  the  mouth  of 
gross  enough.  The  truth  is,  that  Chaucer  has  inadvertently  given  to  a  character  in  the  Merchant's  Tate  an 
which  the  Merchant  himself  might  naturally  have  used  upon  a  similar  occasion,  after  he  had  beard  the 
tela.  If  we  suppose,  with  the  Editions,  that  the  Wife  of  Bath  had  not  at  that  time  spoken  her  Prologue,  the 
fey  will  be  increased  to  an  incredible  degree. 

i«»ly  Father,  by  way  of  recommending  celibacy,  has  exerted  all  his  learning  and  eloquence  (and  he  certainly 
sflcient  in  either)  to  collect  together  and  aggravate  whatever  he  coud  find  to  the  prejudice  of  the  female  sex. 
Lher  things  he  has  inserted  his  own  translation  (probably)  of  a  long  extract  from  what  he  calls—"  liber 
Theophrasti  de  nuptiis.* 

bim  fn  order  of  time  was  the  treatise  entitled  "  Epistola  Valeril  ad  Rufinum  de  non  ducendd  uxore."  MS. 
UL  It  has  been  printed,  for  the  similarity  of  its  sentiments,  I  suppose,  among  the  works  of  St.  Jerome, 
is  evidently  of  a  much  later  date.  Tanner  (from  Woods  Ma  ColL)  attributes  it  to  Walter  Map.  Bib.  Brit 
should  not  believe  it  to  be  older ;  as  John  of  Salisbury,  who  has  treated  of  the  same  subject  in  his  PolycraU 
L  does  not  appear  to  have  seen  it. 

i  two  books  Jean  de  Meun  has  been  obliged  for  some  of  the  severest  strokes  in  his  Roman  de  la  Rosej  and 
hss  transfused  the  quintessence  of  all  the  three  works,  upon  the  subject  of  Matrimony,  Into  his  Wife  of 
'ttofii  sad  Merchant's  Tale. 


IX 


INTRODUCTORY  DISCOURSE  TO 


The  old  Ballad  entitled  "The  Marriage  of  Sir  Gawaine,"  [Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  p.  11.] 
which  the  learned  Editor  thinks  may  have  furnished  Chancer  with  this  tale,  I  should  rather 
conjecture,  with  deference  to  so  good  a  judge  in  these  matters,  to  have  been  composed  by  one 
who  had  read  both  Gower  and  Chaucer. 

§  xix.  The  Tales  of  the  Fbehe  and  the  Sompnour  are  well  ingrafted  upon  that  of  the 
Wife  of  Bath.  The  ill  humour  which  shews  itself  between  those  two  characters  is  quite 
natural,  as  no  two  professions  at  that  time  were  at  more  constant  variance.  The  Regular 
Clergy,  and  particularly  the  Mendicant  Freres,  affected  a  total  exemption  from  all  Ecclesi- 
astical jurisdiction,  except  that  of  the  Pope,  which  made  them  exceedingly  obnoxious  to  the 
Bishops,  and  of  course  to  all  the  inferior  officers  of  the  national  hierarchy. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  trace  either  of  these  tales  to  any  author  older  than  Chancer,  and 
possibly  they  may  both  have  been  built  upon  some  traditional  pleasantries,  which  were  never 
before  committed  to  writing. 

§  xx.  The  Clebkes  Tale  is  in  a  different  strain  from  the  three  preceding.  He  tells  us, 
in  his  Prologue,  that  he  learned  it  from  Petrarch  at  Padua ;  and  this,  by  the  way,  is  all  the 
ground  that  I  can  find  for  the  notion  that  Chaucer  had  seen  Petrarch  *°  in  Italy.  It  is  not 
1  easy  to  say  why  Chaucer  should  choose  to  own  an  obligation  for  this  tale  to  Petrarch  rather 
than  to  Boccace,  from  whose  Decameron,  D.  x.  N.  10.  it  was  translated  by  Petrarch  in  1373,  the 
year  before  his  death,  as  appears  by  a  remarkable  letter,  which  he  sent  with  his  translation  to 
Boccace.  Opp.  Petrarch,  p.  540 — 7.  Ed.  Bas.  1581.  It  should  seem  too  from  the  same  letter, 
that  the  story  was  not  invented  by  Boccace,  for  Petrarch  says,  « that  it  had  always  pleased 
him  when  he  heard  it  many  years  before,"  21  whereas  he  had  not  seen  the  Decameron  till  very  lately. 


**  I  can  find  no  older  or  better  authority  for  this  notion  than  the  following  passage  in  SpegkCt  life  of  Chancer,  pre- 
fixed to  the  Edition  in  1597.  "  Some  write,  that  he  with  Petrarke  was  present  at  the  marriage  of  Lionel!  Duke  of 
Clarence  with  Violante  daughter  of  Galeaslus,  Duke  of  Millaine :  yet  Paulina  Jovius  nameth  not  Chaucer ;  bat 
Petrarke,  he  sayth,  waa  there.**  It  appears  from  an  instrument  in  Rymer  [Liberat.  42  E.  in.  m.  1.].  that  the  Duke  of 
Clarence  passed  from  Dover  to  Calais,  in  his  way  to  Milan,  in  the  spring  of  1368,  with  a  retinue  of  457  men  and  1SS9  | 
horses.  That  Chaucer  might  have  attended  the  Duke  upon  this  occasion  is  not  impossible.  He  had  been,  probably, 
for  some  time  in  the  king's  service,  and  had  received  the  year  before  a  Grant  of  an  annuity  of  80  marks— pro  boos 
servitio,  quod  dilectus  Valettus  noster,  Galfridus  Chauoer  nobis  impendit  et  impendet  in  futurum.  Pat  41  E.  Ill  p. 
1.  m.  13.  ap.  Rymer.  There  la  a  curious  account  of  the  feast  at  this  marriage  in  the  Chronica  di  Manttma  of  Ah- 
prandi  [Murator.  Antiq.  Med.  JBvi,  vol.  v.  p.  1187,  ft  seq.],  but  he  does  not  give  the  names  of  the 

"  Grandl  Signori  e  Baron!  Inghflese, 

who  were,  as  he  says, 

"  Con  Messere  LioneU"  in  compagnla." 

The  most  considerable  of  them  were  probably  those  26  (Knights  and  others)  who,  before  their  setting  out  for  Milan, 
procured  the  King's  licence  to  appoint  Attorneys  general  to  act  for  them  here.  Franc.  42  E.  III.  m.  &  ap.  Rymer. 
The  name  of  Chauoer  does  not  appear  among  them. 

The  embassy  to  Genoa,  to  which  Chaucer  was  appointed  in  November  1372,  might  possibly  have  afforded  him 
another  opportunity  of  seeing  Petrarch.  But  in  the  first  place,  it  is  uncertain  whether  he  ever  went  upon  that 
Embassy.  If  he  did,  the  distance  from  Genoa  to  Padua,  where  Petrarch  resided,  is  considerable ;  and  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  a  reverential  visit  from  a  Minister  of  the  King  of  England  would  have  been  so  flattering  to  the  old 
man,  that  either  he  himself  or  some  of  his  biographers  must  have  recorded  it.  On  the  other  hand,  supposing  Chauoer 
at  Genoa,*it  is  to  be  presumed,  that  he  would  not  have  been  deterred  by  the  difficulties  of  a  much  longer  journey  from 
paying  his  respects  to  the  first  literary  character  of  the  age :  and  it  Is  remarkable,  that  the  time  of  this  embassy,  ta 
1373,  is  the  precise  time  at  which  he  coud  have  learned  the  story  of  Griseldis/rom  Petrarch  at  Padua.  For  Petrarch 
in  all  probability  made  his  translation  in  that  very  year,  and  he  died  in  July  of  the  year  following. 

The  inquisitive  and  judicious  author  of  Me"  moires  pour  la  vie  de  Petrarque  gave  us  hopes  [Pref.  to  t  li  p.  &],  that 
he  would  shew,  that  Chaucer  was  in  connexion  (en  liaison)  with  Petrarch.  As  he  has  not  fulfilled  his  promise  in  a 
Jater  (I  fear,  the  last)  volume  of  his  very  ingenious  work,  1  suspect  that  his  more  accurate  researches  have  not  enabled 
him  to  verify  an  opinion,  which  he  probably  at  first  adopted  upon  the  credit  of  some  biographer  of  Chauoer. 

si  —Cum  et  mihi  semper  ante  multos  annos  audita  placuisset,  et  tibl  usque  adeo  placulsse  perpenderem,  ut  vulgar! 
earn  stylo  tuo  censueris  non  indiguam,  et  fine  operia,  ubi  rhetorum  disciplina  validiora  quaslibet  ooUaomri  jubet. 
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9  xzi.  In  the  Ballade,  with  which  the  Clerk  concludes  his  Tale,  I  have  changed  the  order  of 
the  three  last  Stanzas,  so  as  to  make  it  end — 

And  let  him  care,  and  wepe,  and  wringe,  and  tactile — 

and  immediately  after  I  have  placed  the  Merchants  Prologue,  beginning — 

Weping  and  wailing,  care  and  other  torwe 
I  have  enough — . 

This  arrangement,  which  recommends  itself  at  first  sight,  is  also  supported  by  so  many  MSS. 
of  the  best  authority,  that,  without  great  negligence  or  dullness,  I  coud  not  have  either  over- 
looked or  rejected  it,  especially  as  the  whole  turn  of  the  Marehanfs  Prologue,  and  the  express 
mention  of  OrieUde  in  ver.  9100.  demonstrate,  that  he  is  supposed  to  speak  with  the  Gierke** 
Tale  fresh  in  his  memory. 

f  xxn.  The  scene  of  the  March  ants  Tale  is  laid  in  Italy,  hut  none  of  the  names,  except 
Damian  and  Justin,  seem  to  he  Italian,  but  rather  made  at  pleasure ;  so  that  I  doubt  whether 
the  story  be  really  of  Italian  growth.  The  adventure  of  the  Pear-tree  I  find  in  a  small  collec- 
tion of  Latin  fables,  written  by  one  Adolphus,  in  Elegiac  verses  of  his  fashion,  in  the  year 
1315.  As  this  fable  has  never  been  printed  but  once,  and  in  a  book  not  commonly  to  be  met 
with,  I  shall  transcribe  below  **  the  material  parts  of  it,  and  I  dare  say  the  Reader  will  not  be 
terj  anxious  to  see  any  more. 


MrarA  I*c  cit  M.  L'Abbtf  de  Bade  {Mem.  de  Petr.  till.  p.  797.]  >V*>  that  the  Story  of  Griaeldis  la  taken  from  an 
sacks*  MS*  In  the  library  of  M.  Foucault,  entitled,  Le  parement  dee  Dames.  If  this  should  have  been  eald  upon  the  autho- 
rise/ Mmmni  (let.  del  Decern,  p.  003.}  aa  I  very  muoh  suspect,  and  if  Manni  himself  meant  to  refer  to  M.  Galland'a 
Dmtwmrt  emramHqmee  ancient  Poetet  [Mem.de  l'Aoad.  dee  L  et  B. L.  t  IL  p48&}  we  must  look  still  further  for  the  original 
ef  Boesae*y«  If  oveL  M.  Oalland  says  nothing,  as  I  obeerre,  of  the  antiquity  of  the  MS.  Le  titre  (he  says)  est  Le  pare- 
ment dee  Dame*,  arse  dee  explications  en  Prose,  on  Ton  trouve  l*histoire  de  Griselldis  que  fen  M.  Perranlt  a  mise  en 
vers:  baft  he  says  also  expressly,  that  it  was  a  work  of  Olivier  de  la  Marche,  who  was  not  born  till  many  yeara 
after  the  death  of  Booeaoe. 

j      *  Adeipki  FmYuUe,  ap.  Leyser.  Diet.  Poet.  Medil  JEvi,  p.  2008. 

Fabula  1. 

•  Ckcoj  erat  quidam,  cui  pulcra  rirago — 

j  In  curtis  riridi  resident  hi  cetpite  quidam 

Lues.  Petit  mulier  robur  adire  PyrL 
'  Vir  faret,  amplectent  mox  robur  ubique  lacertis. 

I  Arbor  adunca  fuit,  qua  latuit  jurenis. 

Amplexatur  earn  dans  basia  dulda.  Terram 

Incepit  colore  vomer©  cum  proprio. 
Audit  vir  strepitum ;  nam  sarpe  carentia  sentus 

Unius  in  rellquo,  noeco,  vigere  solet. 
Heu  miser !  exelamat ;  te  ledit  adulter  ibidem. 

Conqueror  hoc  iUi  qui  dedit  esse  mihL 
Tunc  Deus  omnlpotens,  qui  condidit  omnia  verbo, 

Qui  sua  membra  probat,  rascla  velut  flgulus, 
Rcstttuens  adem  misero,  tonat  ttlico ;  Fallax 
Femina,  cur  tanta  fraude  nocere  cupis  ? 


Perdpit  Ola  rirum.  Vultu  respondet  alacri : 

Magna  dedi  medkis  ;  non  tibi  cura  fuit. 
Astt  ubi  lustra  sua  satis  uda  petebat  Apollo, 

Candida  splendescens  Cynthia  luce  mere, 
Tunc  sopor  irrepeit  mea  languid*  corpora :  quaedam 

Astitit :  insonuit  aurtbus  Ola  meU. 
Ludere  cum  Juvene  studeas  in  roboris  alto ; 

Prisca  Tiro  dabitux  lux  dto,  erode  mihi. 
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Whatever  was  the  real  original  of  this  Tale,  the  Machinery  of  the  Faeries,  which  Chancer 
has  used  so  happily,  was  probably  added  by  himself ;  and  indeed,  I  cannot  help  thinking,  thai 
his  Pluto  and  Proserpina  were  the  true  progenitors  of  06mm  and  Ttiania",  or  rather,  that  they 
themselves  have,  once  at  least,  deigned  to  revisit  our  poetical  system  under  the  latter  names. 

§  xxiii.  The  Prologue  to  the  Squier't  Tale  appears  now  for  the  first  time  in  print.  Why 
it  has  been  omitted  by  all  former  Editors  I  cannot  guess,  except,  perhaps,  because  it  did  not  I 
suit  with  the  place,  which,  for  reasons  best  known  to  themselves,  they  were  determined  to 
assign  to  the  Squier't  Tale,  that  is,  after  the  Man  of  Lawe't  and  before  the  Marchant't.  I  have 
chosen  rather  to  follow  the  M8S.  of  the  best  authority  in  placing  the  Soviet's  TaU  after  tkt 
Marchanft,  and  in  connecting  them  together  by  this  Prologue,  agreeably,  as  I  am  persuaded, 
to  Chaucer's  intention.  The  lines  which  have  usually  been  printed  by  way  of  Prologue  to  tin 
Squier't  Tale,  as  I  believe  them  to  have  been  really  composed  by  Chaucer,  though  not  intended 
for  the  Squier't  Prologue,  I  have  prefixed  to  the  Shipman's  Tale,  for  reasons,  which  I  shall  give 
when  I  come  to  speak  of  that  Tale. 

§  xxiv.  I  should  have  been  very  happy  if  the  MSS.  which  have  furnished  the  8quiebs 
Prologue,  had  supplied  the  deficient  part  of  his  Tale,  but  I  fear  the  judgement  of  Milton  was 
too  true,  that  this  story  was  "  left  half-told  "  by  the  author.  I  have  never  been  able  to  discover 
the  probable  original  of  this  tale,  and  yet  I  should  be  very  hardly  brought  to  believe  that  the 
whole,  or  even  any  considerable  part  of  it,  was  of  Chaucer's  invention. 

§  xxv.  We  are  now  arrived  with  the  common  Editions,  though  by  a  different  course,  at  the 
Fraxkeleixes  Tale  ;  and  here  again  we  must  be  obliged  to  the  MSS.  not  indeed,  as  in  the 
last  instance,  for  a  new  Prologue,  but  for  authorising  us  to  prefix  to  this  Tale  of  the  FrankeUk 
a  Prologue,  which  in  the  common  Editions  is  prefixed  to  the  Tale  of  the  Marchant,  together 
with  the  true  Prologue  of  that  Tale,  as  printed  above.  It  is  scarce  conceivable  how  these  two 
Prologues  coud  ever  be  joined  together  and  given  to  the  same  character,  as  they  are  not  only 
entirely  unconnected,  but  also  in  one  point  directly  contradictory  to  each  other ;  for  in  that, 
which  is  properly  the  Marchant' t>  he  says  expressly  [ver.  9110.],  that  he  had  been  married  "tiro 
monthet  and  not  more ;"  whereas  in  the  other,  the  Speaker's  chief  discourse  is  about  his  ton, 
who  is  grown  up.  This  therefore,  upon  the  authority  of  the  best  MSS.  I  have  restored  to 
the  Frankelein ;  and  I  must  observe,  that  the  sentiments  of  it  are  much  more  suitable  to  hit 
character  than  to  that  of  the  Marchant  It  is  quite  natural,  that  a  wealthy  land-holder,  of  a 
generous  disposition,  as  he  is  described  [ver.  333—02.],  who  has  been  Sheriff,  Knight  of  the 
Shire,  Ac.  should  be  anxious  to  see  his  son,  as  we  say,  a  Gentleman,  and  that  he  should  talk 
slightingly  of  money  in  comparison  with  polished  manners  and  virtuous  endowments ;  but 
neither  the  character  which  Chaucer  has  drawn  of  Aw  Marchant,  nor  our  general  notions  of 
the  profession  at  that  time,  prepare  us  to  expect  from  him  so  liberal  a  strain  of  thinking. 

§  xxvi.  The  Fraxkeleixs  Tale,  as  he  tells  us  himself,  is  taken  from  a  Britith  Lav**;  and 


Quod  feci.   Dominus  ideo  tibi  munera  lads 
Contulit :  idcirco  munera  redde  mihi. 

Addidit  iile  fldem  mulieri,  de  prece  cujus 
Se  sanum  credit,  mittit  et  omne  nefas. 


The  same  story  is  inserted  among  The  Fables  of  Alphonte,  printed  by  Cazton  in  English,  with  those  of  JBsop,  Avian 
and  Pogge,  without  date ;  but  I  do  not  find  it  in  the  original  Latin  of  Alphonsus,  MS.  Reg.  10.  B.  xii.  or  in  any  of  the 
French  translations  of  his  work  that  I  have  examined. 

*3  This  observation  is  not  meant  to  extend  further  than  the  King  and  Queen  of  Faery ;  in  whose  characters,  I 
think  it  is  plain,  that  Shakespeare,  in  imitation  of  Chaucer,  has  dignified  our  Gothic  Elves  with  the  manners  and 
language  of  the  olassical  Gods  and  Goddesses.  In  the  rest  of  his  Faery  system,  Shakespeare  seems  to  have  followed 
the  popular  superstition  of  his  own  time. 

**  Les  premieres  Chansons  Francoises  furent  nominees  des  Lais  ;  says  M.  de  la  Ravaliere,  Poet,  du  Roi.  de  Nav.  t  L 
p.  215.  And  so  far  1  believe  he  is  right.  But  I  bee  no  foundation  for  supposing  with  him,  in  the  same  page,  that  the 
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ames  of  persons  and  places,  as  well  as  the  scene  and  circumstances  of  the  story,  mako 
iccount  extremely  probable.   The  Lay  itself  is  either  lost,  or  buried,  perhaps  for  ever,  in 


aa  dm  sorts  d*  Elegit,  and  that  it  was  derived  du  mot  Latin  Lessus,  qui  signifie  des  plainles  /  or  [in  p.  217.]  that 
U  chanson — la  plus  majestueuse  et  la  plus  grave.  It  seems  more  probable  that  Lai  in  French  was  anciently  • 
sal  term,  answering  to  Song  in  English.  The  passage  which  M.  de  la  Ravaliere  has  quoted  from  Le  Brut, 

"  Holt  sot  de  Lait,  molt  sot  de  notes  "— 

rendered  by  our  Lapamon.  [See  before,  Essay,  <kc  n.  46.] 

Ne  cuthe  na  mon  swa  muchel  of  song. 

met  word  Is  used  by  Peirol  d'Alvergna,  MS.  Crofts,  fol.  lxxxv.  to  denote  the  songs  of  birds,  certainly  not  of  the 
icy  kind. 

Et  11  aosell  s'en  ran  enamoran 

L'uns  per  l'autre,  et  fan  vantas  (or  cantos)  et  lais. 

r  own  part  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  that  Liod,  Island.  Licdt  Teuton.  Leoth,  Saxon,  and  Lai,  French,  are  all  to 
need  from  the  same  Gothic  original. 

beside  this  general  sense,  the  name  of  Lap  was  particularly  given  to  the  French  translations  of  certain  Poems, 
illy  composed  in  Armorican  Bretagne,  and  in  the  Armorican  language.  I  say  the  French  translations,  because 
t*  being  (as  I  can  find;  an  Armorican  word,  ooud  hardly  have  been  the  name,  by  which  a  species  of  Poetry,  not 
ed  from  France,  was  distinguished  by  the  first  composers  in  Bretagne. 

chief,  perhaps  the  only,  collection  of  these  Lais  that  is  now  extant,  was  translated  Into  French  octosyllable 
■y  a  Poetess,  who  calls  herself  Marie  ;  the  same,  without  doubt,  who  made  the  translation  of  Esope,  quoted  by 
ker  IRech.  L  riiL  ch.  L]  and  Fauchet  [L.  ii.  n.  84.].  and  placed  by  them  in  the  reign  of  St.  Louis,  about  the 
i  of  the  xinth  century.  Both  her  works  have  been  preserved  together  in  MS.  Harl.  978.  in  a  fair  hand,  which 
to  wiwwi  to  judge  more  recent  than  the  latter  end  of  that  Century. 

Lots,  with  which  only  we  are  at  present  concerned,  were  addressed  by  her  to  some  king.  FoL  139. 

En  le  honur  de  vous,  noble  reis, 
Ki  tant  estes  pruz  e  curteis, 
A  ki  tute  joie  se  encline, 
E  en  Id  quoer  tuz  Mens  radne, 
M'entremis  des  lais  assembler, 
Par  rime  faire  e  reconter. — 

'  Uses  after,  she  names  herself. 

Oez,  Seignurs,  ke  dit  Marie. 

titles  of  the  Poems  in  this  collection,  to  the  number  of  twelve,  are  recited  in  the  Harleian  Catalogue.  They  are. 
»*nl,  the  names  of  the  principal  persons  in  the  several  Stories,  and  are  most  of  them  evidently  Armorican  ;  and 
ink  do  one  can  read  the  Stories  themselves  without  being  persuaded,  that  they  were  either  really  translated 
s  the  Armorican  language,  or  at  least  composed  by  one  who  was  well  acquainted  with  that  language  and  country. 

these  Poems  of  Marie  have  of  late  been  so  little  known  as  to  have  entirely  escaped  the  researches  of  Fauchet 
*a«r  French  Antiquaries,  they  were  formerly  in  high  estimation.  Denis  Plratnus,  a  very  tolerable  versifier  ot 
l*9t*d  c/SL  Edmund  the  King  [MS.  Cotton.  Dom.  A.  xi.],  allows  that  Dame  Marie,  as  he  calls  her,  had  great 

*  to  the  composition  of  her  Lav*,  though  they  are  not  all  true— 

E  si  en  est  ele  mult  loee, 
E  la  ryme  par  tut  amee. 

1  frtt&htffcm  of  her  Laps,  as  it  should  seem,  into  one  of  the  Northern  languages  was  among  the  books  given  by 
^  de  la  Gardie  to  the  University  of  Upsal,  under  the  title  of  Varitt  Britannorum  Fabul*.  See  the  description 
*•  took  by  Btrphanius,  in  Cat.  Libb.  Septent  at  the  end  of  Hlckes.  Or.  A.  8.  edit.  1689.  4*>.  p.  18a  That  Chaucer 
1  "ad  them  I  think  extremely  probable,  not  only  from  a  passage  in  his  Dretnc  [ver.  1H20— 1996.],  which  seems  to 

*  hem  copied  from  the  Lap  of  Elidus,  but  also  from  the  manner  in  which  ho  makes  the  Fronkelein  speak  of  the 
tow  and  their  compositions.  See  the  note  on  ver.  1 1021  • 

wrw,  in  Chaucer's  time,  there  were  other  British  Laps  extant  beside  this  collection  by  Marie.  Etnari  has 
i  mentioned  before,  f  xv.  An  old  English  Ballad  of  Sir  Oovther  [MS.  Reg.  17  B-  xliil.]  is  said  by  the  writer  to 
»  been  taken  tut  if  one  of  the  Lapes  of  Britanpe :  in  another  place  he  says— the  first  Lap  of  Britanpe.  The 
aa!  of  the  FremkeUin's  TaU  was  probably  a  third.  There  were  also  Laps,  which  did  not  pretend  to  be  British, 
'  Up  SArisUU.  U  Lais  de  roiselet  [Fabliaux,  torn.  L].  Le  Lai  du  Corn  by  Robert  Bikes  [MS.  Bod.  1687.]  to  said 
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one  of  those  sepulchres  of  MSS.  which,  by  courtesy,  are  called  Libraries ;  but  there  are  two 
imitations  of  it  extant  by  Boccace,  the  first  in  the  vth  Book  of  his  Philocopo,  and  the  second  in 
the  Decameron,  D.  x.  N.  5.  They  agree  in  every  respect  with  each  other,  except  that  the  scene 
and  the  names  are  different,  and  in  the  latter  the  narration  is  less  prolix  and  the  style  less 
flowery  than  in  the  former,  which  was  a  juvenile  work  *.  The  only  material  point,  in  which 
Boccace  seems  to  have  departed  from  his  original,  is  this  ;  instead  of  u the  removal  of  the  rocks9 
the  Lady  desires  w  a  garden  full  of  flowers  and  fruits  of  May,  in  the  month  of  January and  some 
such  alteration  was  certainly  necessary,  when  the  scene  came  to  be  removed  from  Bretagne  to 
Spain  and  Italy,  as  it  is  in  Boccace's  novels  *.  I  should  guess  that  Chaucer  has  preserved 
pretty  faithfully  the  principal  incidents  of  the  British  tale,  though  he  has  probably  thrown  in 
some  smaller  circumstances  to  embellish  his  narration.  The  long  list  of  virtuous  women  in 
Dorigene's  Soliloquy  is  plainly  copied  from  Hieronymus  contra  Jovxnianum. 

§  xxvii.  Thus  far  I  flatter  myself  I  have  been  not  unsuccessful  in  restoring  the  true  order, 
and  connexion  with  each  other,  of  the  Clerkes,  the  Marchantes,  the  Squ teres,  and  the  FrankeUina 
Tales,  but  with  regard  to  the  next  step,  which  I  have  taken,  I  must  own  myself  more  dubious. 
In  all  the  editions  the  Tales  of  the  Nonne  and  the  Ckanones  Yeman  precede  the  Doctoures,  but  the 
best  MSS.  agree  in  removing  those  Tales  to  the  end  of  the  Nonnes  Prtestes,  and  I  have  not 
scrupled  to  adopt  this  arrangement,  which,  I  think,  is  indisputably  established  by  the  following 
consideration.  When  the  Monk  is  called  upon  for  his  Tale  the  Pilgrims  were  near  Rochester 
[ver.  13932.],  but  when  the  Chanon  overtakes  them  they  were  advanced  to  Boughton  under 
Blee  [ver.  10024.],  twenty  miles  beyond  Rochester,  so  that  the  Tale  of  the  Ckanones  Yeman,  and 


by  him  to  have  ben  Invented  by  Oaraduc,  who  accomplished  the  adventure.  In  the  Ballad,  entitled  M  thsj  Bov  aid 
thb  Mantla,"  [Anc.  Poet  v.  ilL  p.  1.]  which  I  suspect  to  hare  been  made  up  out  of  this  Lay  and  Le  Court  Mantel. 
the  suooeesful  knight  is  called  Cradoch.  Robert  Bikes  says  further,  that  the  Horn  was  still  to  be  seen  at  Cirencester, 

Qfust  a  Cirincetre 
A  nne  haute  feste, 
La  pureit  0  veer 
least  corn  tout  pur  veir. 
Ceo  dirt  Robert  Bika— 

In  none  of  these  Lays  do  we  find  the  qualities  attributed  to  that  sort  of  composition  by  M.  de  la  Ravaliere.  Aceordt&f 
to  these  examples  we  should  rather  define  the  Lay  to  be  a  species  of  serious  narrative  poetry,  of  a  moderate  length, 
in  a  simple  style  and  light  metre.  Serious  is  here  opposed  (not  to  pleasant,  but)  to  ludicrous,  in  order  to  distinguish 
the  Lay  from  the  ConU  or  Fabliau  ;  as  on  the  other  hand  its  moderate  length  distinguishes  it  from  the  Geete,  or 
common  Roman,  All  the  Lays  that  I  have  seen  are  in  light  metre,  not  exceeding  eight  syllables.  See  before,  Essay* 
Jean.  00. 

"  I  saw  once  an  Edition  of  the  Philocopo,  printed  at  Venice,  1503,  foL  with  a  letter  at  the  end  of  it,  in  which  the 
Publisher  Hieronymo  Squarsasioho  says  (if  I  do  not  misremember,)  "that  thb  work  was  written  by  Boccace  at 
twenty-five  years  of  age  (about  1338),  while  he  was  at  Naples  in  the  house  of  John  Barrile."  Johannes  Barrittus  is 
called  by  Boooace  [Oeneal.  Deor.  L  xiv.  c.  19.]  magni  spiritus  homo.  He  was  sent  by  King  Robert  to  attend  Petrarch 
to  his  coronation  at  Rome,  and  Is  introduced  by  the  latter  in  his  second  Eclogue  under  the  name  of  Ideeus  ;  ab  Ida, 
monte  Cretans!,  unde  et  ipse  oriundus  fuit  Intentions  Eclogarum  Franc  Petrarch*,  MS.  Bod.  558.  Not  knowing 
at  present  where  to  find  that  Edition,  I  am  obliged  to  rely  upon  my  memory  only  for  this  story,  which  I  think  highly 
probable,  though  it  Is  not  mentioned,  as  I  recollect,  by  any  of  the  other  Biographers  of  Boecaoe.  A  good  life  of  ^hnrtm 
Is  still  much  wanted. 

The  adventures  of  Florio  and  Bianco/lore,  which  make  the  principal  subject  of  the  Philocopo,  were  famous  long 
before  Boooace,  as  he  himself  informs  us,  L  L  p.  6.  Ed.  1723.  Hieronymo  Bquarxaslcho,  in  the  letter  mentioned  above, 
says,  that  the  story,  "  anchors  si  nova  insino  ad  ogi  scripta  in  un  librasolo  de  triste  et  male  composto  rime— dove  & 
Boccaccio  ni  cavo  questo  digno  et  elegante  libro."  Floris  and  Blancaflor  are  mentioned  as  illustrious  lovers  by 
Matfres  Efmengau  de  Besers,  a  Languedooian  Poet,  in  his  Brcviari  oVamor  dated  in  the  year  1288.  MS.  Reg.  19  C  L 
foL  199.  It  is  probable  however  that  the  Story  was  enlarged  by  Boooace,  and  particularly  I  should  suppose  that  the 
Love-questions  in  L  v.  (the  fourth  of  which  questions  contains  the  Novel  referred  to  in  the  text)  were  added  by  him. 

**  The  ConU  Boiardo,  the  precursor  and  model  of  Ariosto,  in  his  Orlando  inamorato,  1.  L  oa.  12.  has  inserted  a  Tale 
upon  the  plan  of  Boccace's  two  novels,  but  with  considerable  alterations,  which  have  carried  the  Story,  I  apprehend, 
still  further  from  its  British  original. 
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j  that  of  the  Nonne  to  which  it  is  annexed,  cannot  with  any  propriety  be  admitted  till  after  the 
J  Monbes  Tale,  and  consequently  not  till  after  the  Nonn**  Preestes,  which  is  inseparably  linked  to 
j    that  of  the  Monk. 

|  9  zxviii.  These  two  Tales  tnerefore  of  the  Nonrw  and  the  Chanones  Yeman  being  removed  out 
j  of  the  way,  the  Doctouret  comes  clearly  next  to  the  Frankdeines ;  but  how  they  are  to  be  connected 
;  together,  and  whether  at  all,  is  a  matter  of  doubt.  What  I  have  printed  by  way  of  Prologue 
to  the  Doctouret  Tale  I  found  in  one  of  the  best  MSS.  but  only  in  one :  in  the  others  it 
has  no  Prologue.  The  first  line  applies  so  naturally  and  smartly  to  the  Frankeleines  conclusion, 
that  I  am  strongly  inclined  to  believe  it  from  the  hand  of  Chaucer,  but  I  cannot  say  so  mucli 
for  the  five  following.  I  would  therefore  only  wish  these  lines  to  be  received  for  the  present, 
according  to  the  Law-phrase,  de  bene  esse,  till  they  shall  either  be  more  authentically  established 
or  superseded  by  the  discovery  of  the  genuine  Prologue. 

%  xxix.  In  the  Doctoures  Tale,  beside  Livy,  who  is  quoted,  Chaucer  may  possibly  have 
followed  Grower  in  some  particulars,  who  has  also  related  the  story  of  Virginia,  Con/.  Amaut. 
B.  vii.  bnt  he  has  not  been  a  servile  copyist  of  either  of  them. 

f  xxx.  The  Pardoneres  Tale  has  a  Prologue  which  connects  it  with  the  Doctoures.    There  is 
also  a  pretty  long  preamble,  which  may  either  make  part  of  the  Prologue,  or  of  the  Tale.  The 
M88.  differ  in  this  point.    I  have  chosen  to  throw  it  into  the  Tale,  and  to  confine  the  Prologue 
|    to  what  I  suppose  to  be  its  proper  use,  the  introduction  of  the  new  Speaker.   When  he  is  onco 
j   in  complete  possession  of  his  office  of  entertaining  the  company,  his  Prefaces  or  Digressions 
j   should  all,  I  think,  be  equally  considered  as  parts  of  his  Tale. 

The  mere  outline  of  the  Pardonehes  Tale  is  to  be  found  in  the  Cento  Nordic  Antiche. 
Nov.  Ixxxii. 

S  xxxi.  The  Tale  of  the  Shiptnan  in  the  best  MSS.  has  no  Prologue.   What  has  been  printed 
is  such  in  the  common  Editions  is  evidently  spurious.   To  supply  this  defect  I  have  ventured, 
upon  the  authority  of  one  MS.  (and,  I  confess,  not  one  of  the  best)  to  prefix  to  this  Tale  the 
i    Prologue,  which  has  usually  been  prefixed  to  the  Tale  of  the  Squier.    As  this  Prologue  was 
I   undoubtedly  composed  by  Chaucer,  it  must  have  had  a  place  somewhere  in  this  Edition,  and  if  1 
cannot  prove  that  it  was  really  intended  by  him  for  this  place,  I  think  the  Header  will  allow  that 
it  fills  the  vacancy  extremely  well.    The  Pardoneres  tale  may  very  properly  be  called  "  a  thrifty 
I   tde?  and  he  himself  *  a  learned  man"  [ver.  12905 — 8.]  ;  and  all  the  latter  part,  though  highly 
improper  in  the  mouth  of  the  u  eurteis  Squier"  is  perfectly  suited  to  the  character  of  the  Shiptnan. 

This  tale  is  generally  supposed  to  be  taken  from  the  Decameron.  D.  viii.  N.  I.  but  I  should 
rather  believe  that  Chaucer  was  obliged  to  some  old  French  Fahleour,  from  whom  Boccace  had 
j    also  borrowed  the  ground-work  of  his  Novel,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Retes  Tale.    Upon  either 
supposition,  a  great  part  of  the  incidents  must  probably  have  been  of  his  own  invention. 

§  xxxii.  The  transition  from  the  Tale  of  the  Shipman  to  that  of  the  Prioresse  is  happily  mana/  -<1. 
j  I  have  not  been  able  to  discover  from  what  Legende  of  the  Miracles  of  our  Lady  the  Prior- 
esses Tale  is  taken.  From  the  scene  being  laid  in  Asia,  it  should  seem,  that  this  was 
,  one  of  the  oldest  of  the  many  stories,  which  have  been  propagated,  at  different  times,  to  excite 
.  or  justify  several  merciless  persecutions  of  the  Jews,  upon  the  charge  of  murthering  Christian 
'  children27.  The  story  of  Hugh  of  Lincoln,  which  is  mentioned  in  the  last  Stanza,  is  placed  by 
Matthew  Paris  under  the  year  1255. 


**  In  the  first  four  months  of  the  Acta  Sanctorum  by  Bollandus,  I  find  the  following  names  of  Children  canonized, 
as  having  been  murthered  by  Jews:  xxv  Mart.  WUlielmu$  Nortciccn$i$.  1144.  Itichardus,  Parisiis.  1179.  x vii  Apr. 
Radolpkus,  Berna.  12S7.  Wcrnerus,  Wesalia.  an.  cod.  Albcrtus,  Polonia.  1598.  I  suppose  the  remaining  eight 
months  would  furnish  at  least  as  many  more.  See  a  Scottish  Ballad  [Rel.  of  Anc.  Poet  v.  i.  p.  32.],  upon  one  of  these 
supposed  murthers.  The  Editor  has  very  ingeniously  conjectured  that  "  Mirryland"  in  vcr.  1.  is  a  corruption  of 

Milan."  Perhaps  the  real  occasion  of  the  Ballad  may  have  been  what  is  said  to  have  happened  at  Trent,  in  147K,  to 
a  boy  called  Simon.  The  Cardinal  IT  Adrian,  about  fifty  venrs  after,  mentioning  the  Rocks  of  Trent,  adds,  "quo  Jud*i 

/ 
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I  §  xxxiii.  Next  to  the  Prioress*  Chaucer  himself  is  called  upon  for  bis  Tale.  In  the 
Prologue  he  has  dropped  a  few  touches  descriptive  of  his  own  person  and  manner,  by  which  we 
i  learn,  that  he  was  used  to  look  much  upon  the  ground  ;  was  of  a  corpulent  habit ;  and  reserved 
i  in  his  behaviour.  His  Rime  of  Sire  Thopas  was  clearly  intended  to  ridicule  the  a palpable- 
gross"  fictions  of  the  common  Rimers  of  that  age,  and  still  more,  perhaps,  the  meanness  of 
their  language  and  versification.  It  is  full  of  phrases  taken  from  Isumbras,  Li  beam*  desconus,  and 
other  Romances  in  the  same  style,  which  are  still  extant.  A  few  of  his  imitations  of  them  will  < 
be  pointed  out  in  the  Notes. 

§  xxxiv.  For  the  more  complete  reprobation  of  this  species  of  Riming,  even  the  Ho*,  who  I 

|     is  not  to  be  suspected  of  too  refined  a  taste,  is  made  to  cry  out  against  it,  and  to  cut  short  Sire  \ 

Thopas  in  the  midst  of  his  adventures.    Chaucer  has  nothing  to  say  for  his  Rime,  but  that 

|     "  it  is  the  best  he  can"  [ver.  13856.],  and  readily  consents  to  tell  another  Tale ;  but  having  jost  j 

laughed  so  freely  at  the  bad  poetry  of  his  time,  he  might  think  it,  perhaps,  too  invidious  to  I 
exhibit  a  specimen  of  better  in  his  own  person,  and  therefore  his  other  Tale  is  in  prose,  a  mere 

translation  from,  Le  Litre  de  Melibee  et  de  dame  Prudence?  of  which  several  copies  are  still  | 

preserved  in  MS.28   It  is  in  truth,  as  he  calls  it,  [ver.  13868.]  "  a  moral  tale  vertvous"  and  was  I 

probably  much  esteemed  in  its  time,  but,  in  this  age  of  levity,  I  doubt  some  Readers  will  be  j 

apt  to  regret,  that  he  did  not  rather  give  us  the  remainder  of  Sire  Thopas.  | 

§  xxxv.  The  Prologue  of  the  Monkes  Tale  connects  it  with  Melibee.   The  Tale  itself  is  • 
certainly  formed  upon  the  plan  of  Boccace's  great  work  de  casibus  virorum  iltustrium,  but  Chaucer 
has  taken  the  several  Stories,  of  which  it  is  composed,  from  different  authors,  who  will  be 
particularized  in  the  Notes. 

§  xxxvi.  After  a  reasonable  number  of  melancholy  ditties,  or  Tragedies,  as  the  Monk  calls 
them,  he  is  interrupted  by  the  Knight,  and  the  Host  addresses  himself  to  the  Nonna  Preest,  to  | 

tell  them  "swicke  thing  as  may  their  hertes  glade,"  I 

i 

The  Tale  of  the  Nonnes  Preest  is  cited  by  Dryden,  together  with  that  of  the  Wife  of 
Bothy  as  of  Chaucer's  own  invention.  But  that  great  Poet  was  not  very  conversant  with  the  j 
authors  of  which  Chaucer's  library  seems  to  have  been  composed.  The  Wife  of  Bathes  Tale  has 
been  shewn  above  to  be  taken  from  Gower,  and  the  Fable  of  the  Cock  and  the  Fox,  which 
makes  the  ground  of  the  Nonnes  Preestes  Tale9  is  clearly  borrowed  from  a  collection  of  -ZEsopean 
and  other  Fables,  by  Marie  a  French  Poetess,  whose  collection  of  Lais  has  been  mentioned 
before  in  n.  24.  As  her  Fable  is  short  and  well  told,  and  has  never  been  printed,  I  shall  insert 
it  here  at  length39,  and  the  more  willingly,  because  it  furnishes  a  convincing  proof,  how  able 
Chaucer  was  to  work  up  an  excellent  Tale  out  of  very  small  materials. 

ob  Sinumis  cadem  ne  aspirare  quidem  audent.  Prcef.  ad  librum  de  S«rm.  Lat.  The  change  of  the  name  in  the  Song, 
from  Simon  to  Hugh,  is  natural  enough  in  this  country,  where  similar  stories  of  Hugh  of  Norwich  and  Hugh  QfLimcolr. 
had  been  long  current. 

**  Two  copies  of  this  work  are  in  the  Museum,  MS.  Reg.  19  C.  vii.  and  19  C.  xi.  in  French  Prose.  Du  Fitsnoy, 
Bibliot.  des  Romans,  v.  II.  p.  248.  mentions  two  copies  of  the  same  work  en  vers,  dans  la  Bibliothupte  Stguirr. 

*»  From  MS.  Harl.  978.  f.  76. 

D  un  cok  recunte,  ki  estot 
Sur  un  femer,  e  si  chantot. 
Par  de  lez  li  vient  un  gujiLar, 

I Si  l'npela  par  muz  beaus  dix. 
Sire,  fet  11,  muz  te  vei  bel ; 
,  Unc  ne  vi  si  gent  oiscl. 

CI  ere  voir,  as  sur  tuto  rien, 
Fors  tunpere.  qe  jo  vi  bfen  ; 
Unc  oisel  nieuz  no  chanta  ; 
Mes  il  le  fist  ineux,  kar  il  cluna> 
Si  puis  Jeo  fore,  dist  li  cocs. 
|  Lea  eles  bat,  les  oilz  ad  clos, 

I  Chanter  quida  plus  clerement 

Li  gupil  saut,  e  sfl  prcnt ; 
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§  xxxvii.  The  sixteen  lines,  which  are  printed  at  the  end  of  the  Nonius  Pretties  Tale,  might 
perhaps  more  properly  be  considered  as  the  beginning  of  the  Prologue  to  the  succeeding  Tale, 
if  it  were  certain  what  Tale  was  intended  to  succeed.  In  both  Dr.  Askew's  MSS/the  last  of 
these  lines  is  read  thus*— - 

Seide  unto  the  Nunne  la  ye  thul  heer. — 

and  there  are  six  more  lines  to  introduce  her  Tale  ;  but,  as  these  six  lines  are  manifestly 
forged  for  the  purpose,  I  hare  chosen  rather  to  adhere  to  the  other  MSS.  which  acknowledge 
themselves  defective  in  this  part,  and  give  us  the  Nonnes  Tale,  as  I  have  done,  without  any 
introduction.  It  is  very  probable,  I  think,  that  Chaucer  himself  had  not  determined,  whether 
he  should  connect  the  Nonnes  Tale  with  that  of  the  Nonnes  Preest,  or  whether  he  should  interpose 
a  Tale  or  two,  or  perhaps  more,  between  them. 

The  Tale  of  the  Nonne  is  almost  literally  translated  from  the  life  of  St.  Cecilia  in  the 
Legenda  amrea  of  Jacobus  Januensis.  It  is  mentioned  by  Chaucer,  as  a  separate  work,  in  his 
Legends  of  good  women,  [ver.  426.]  under  the  title  of  "  the  life  of  Seint  Cecile,"  and  it  still  retains 
evident  marks  that  it  was  not  originally  composed  in  the  form  of  a  Tale  to  be  spoken  by  the 
Nonne9.  However  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Chaucer  meant  to  incorporate  it  into  this 
collection  of  Canterbury  Tales,  as  the  Prologue  of  the  Chanones  Yeman  expressly  refers  to  it. 


Vers  la  forest  od  lul  s'en  va. 
Par  mi  un  champ,  u  il  para, 
Curent  apres  tut  II  pastur ; 
Li  chiens  le  huent  tut  entur. 
Veit  le  gupil,  Id  le  cok  tient, 
Marie  guaina  si  par  eus  vient. 
Va,  fet  11  coca,  si  lurescrie, 
Qe  sui  tuens,  ne  me  larras  mie. 
Li  gupil  yolt  parte  en  haut, 
E 11  coca  de  sa  buche  saut 
ISur  un  haut  fust  s'est  muntez. 
Quant  II  gupttz  s'est  reguardez, 
Mut  par  Be  tlent  enfentille\ 
Que  H  cocs  Tad  si  enginne. 
De  mal  talent  e  de  droit  ire 
La  buche  comenoe  a  maudire, 
Ke  parole  quant  devereit  taire. 
LI  cocs  respunt,  si  dei  jeo  faire, 
Maudire  Toil,  ki  volt  cluiner, 
Quant  il  deit  guarder  e  guaiter, 
Que  mal  ne  vient  a  lur  6eignur. 

Ceo  rant  li  fol  tut  li  plusur, 
Parolent  quant  deivent  taiser, 
Teisent  quant  il  deivent  parler. 

Ths  resemblance  of  Chaucer's  Tale  to  this  fable  is  obvious  ;  and  It  Is  the  more  probable  that  he  really  copied  from 
**ris,  because  no  such  Fable  Is  to  be  found  either  in  the  Greek  iEsop,  or  in  any  of  the  Latin  compilations  (that  I  have 
•an)  which  went  about  in  the  dark  ages  under  the  name  of  ^Esop.  Whether  it  was  invented  by  Mario,  or  whether 
the  translated  it,  with  the  rest  of  her  fables,  from  tho  Anglo-Saxon  version  of  iEsop  by  King  Alfred,  as  she  says 
tonrtf,  I  cannot  pretend  to  determine.  Though  no  Anglo-Saxon  version  of  Alsop  be  now,  as  I  can  find,  extant,  there 
**1  have  been  one  formerly,  which  may  have  passed,  like  many  other  translations  into  that  language,  under  the 
Bo*  of  Alfred ;  and  It  may  be  urged  in  support  of  the  probability  of  Marie's  positive  assertion,  that  she  appears, 
fan  P*Magea  in  her  Lais,  to  have  had  some  knowledge  of  English.  I  must  observe  that  the  name  of  the  King, 
ifeoss  Engliah  Version  she  professes  to  follow,  is  differently  stated  in  different  MSS.  In  the  best  MS.  HarU  978.  it  is 
Li  reit  Alured.  In  a  later  MS.  Veep.  B  xiv.  it  is  Li  reU  Henris.  Pasquier  [Recherchcs,  1.  viii.  e.  i.]  calls  him 
Lir°fAuvcrt,  and  Du  Cheene  (as  quoted  by  Menage,  v.  Roman)  Lirois  Mires :  but  all  tho  copies  agree  in  making 
^declare,  that  she  translated  her  work  "de  FAnglois  en  Roman.*  A  Latin  Maop,  MS.  Reg.  15  A.  vii.  has  the 
■ae  rtory  of  an  Engliah  version  by  order  of  a  Rex  Anglice  Affrus. 

*  The  whole  Introduction  la  in  the  style  of  a  person  writing,  and  not  of  one  speaking.  If  we  compare  it  with  the 
kfrodaetion  to  the  Prioresses  Tale,  the  difference  will  be  very  striking.  Bee  particularly  ver.  15546. 

Yet  praye  I  you,  that  reden  that  I  write— 
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§  xxxv i n.  The  introduction  of  the  Chanones  Yeman  to  tell  a  Tale,  at  a  time  when  so  many  of 
the  original  characters  remain  to  be  called  upon,  appears  a  little  extraordinary.  It  should  ; 
seem,  that  some  sudden  resentment  had  determined  Chaucer  to  interrupt  the  regular  course 
of  his  work,  in  order  to  insert  a  Satire  against  the  Alchemists.  That  their  pretended  science 
was  much  cultivated  about  this  time  n,  and  produced  its  usual  evils,  may  fairly  be  inferred  from 
the  Act,  which  was  passed  soon  after,  6  H.  IV.  c.  iv.  to  make  it  Felonie  to  muUiplie  gold  or  filter, 
or  to  use  the  art  of  multiplication. 

§  xxxix.  In  the  Prologue  to  the  Manciples  Tale,  the  Pilgrims  are  supposed  to  he  j 
arrived  at  a  little  town  called  "  Bob  up  and  down,  under  the  blee,  in  Canterbury  way."  1 
cannot  find  a  town  of  that  name  in  any  Map,  but  it  must  have  lain  between  Bougfaton,  the 
place  last  mentioned,  and  Canterbury.  The  Fable  of  the  Crow,  which  is  the  subject  of  tbi 
Manciples  Tale,  has  been  related  by  so  many  authors,  from  Ovid  down  to  Gower,  that  it  is 
impossible  to  say  whom  Chaucer  principally  fallowed.  His  skill  in  new  dressing  an  old  story 
was  never,  perhaps,  more  successfully  exertedT 

§  xl.  After  the  Tale  of  the  Manciple  the  common  Editions,  since  1542M,  place  what  is  called 


and  in  ver.  15530*  the  Relator,  or  rather  Writer,  of  the  Tale,  in  all  the  MSB.  except  one  of  middling  authority, 
is  called  "  unworthy  Sone  of  Eve."  Such  little  inaccuracies  are  strong  proofs  of  an  unfinished  work.  See  before,  | 
P-  .1 

si  The  first  considerable  Coinage  of  Gold  in  this  country  was  begun  by  Edward  m,  in  the  year  1343.  and  according  to 
Camden,  [in  his  Remains,  Art  Money"]  "  the  Alchemists  did  affirm,  as  an  unwritten  verity,  that  the  Roeenoblee,  whkfa 
were  coined  soon  after,  were  made  by  projection  or  multiplication  Alchemical  of  Raymond  Lully  in  the  Tower  of  Lon- 
don." In  proof  of  this, "  besides  the  tradition  of  the  Rabbles  in  that  faculty,**  they  alledged  M  the  Inscription ;  Jesus  emtem 
transient  per  medium  eorum  ibat ;"  which  they  profoundly  expounded,  as  Jetut  patted  invisible  and  in  most  seerd 
manner  by  the  middett  of  Pharisees,  to  that  gold  mat  made  by  invisible  and  tecret  art  amidst  the  ignorant  But 
others  say,  <•  that  Text  was  the  only  amulet  used  in  that  credulous  warfarlng  age  to  escape  dangers  in  battles.**  Thai 
Camden.  I  rather  believe  it  was  an  Amulet,  or  Charm,  principally  used  against  Thieves ;  upon  the  authority  of  the 
following  passage  of  Sir  John  Mandevile,  c  x.  p.  137.  "  And  an  half  myle  fro  Nazarethe  is  the  Lepe  of  onre  Lord: 
for  the  Jewes  ladden  him  upon  an  highe  roche  for  to  make  him  lepe  down  and  have  slayn  him :  but  Jesu  passed 
amonges  hem,  and  lepte  upon  another  roche  ;  and  yit  ben  the  steppes  of  his  feet  sene  in  the  roche  where  he  allygbte. 
And  therfore  seyn  sum  men  whan  thel  dreden  hem  of  Thefes  on  ony  were,  or  of  Enemyes ;  Jesus  autem  trantient 
per  medium  illorum  ibat :  that  is  to  seyne ;  Jetut  for  tothe  pastynge  be  the  myddes  of  hem  he  wente :  in  tokene  and  mynde, 
that  ourc  Lord  passed  thorghe  out  the  Jewes  crueltee,  and  scaped  safly  fro  hem  ;  to  surely  mowe  men  patten  theperile 
of  Thefes."  See  also  Catal.  MSS.  HarL  n.  29G6.  It  must  be  owned,  that  a  Spoil  against  Thieves  was  the  most  service* 
able,  if  not  the  most  elegant.  Inscription  that  coud  be  put  upon  Gold  Coin. 

Ashmole,  in  his  Theatrum  Chemicum,  p.  443.  has  repeated  this  ridiculous  story  concerning  Lully  with  additional  < 
circumstances,  as  if  he  really  believed  it ;  though  Lully  by  the  best  accounts  had  been  dead  above  twenty  years  1 
before  Edward  III  began  to  coin  Gold.  i 

The  same  Author  (Mercuriophilus  Anglicus,  as  he  styles  himself)  has  inserted  among  his  Uermetique  Mysteries 
(p.  213.)  an  old  English  Poem,  under  the  title  of  Hermes  Bird,  whioh  (he  says  in  his  Notes,  p.  467.)  was  thought  to  have 
been  written  originally  by  Raymund  Lully,  or  at  least  made  English  by  Cremer,  Abbot  of  Westminster  and  Scholar 
to  Lully,  p.  465.  The  truth  is,  that  the  Poem  is  one  of  Lydgate't,  and  had  been  printed  by  Caxton  under  its  true 
title,  The  Chorle  and  the  Bird ;  and  the  fable,  on  which  it  is  built,  is  related  by  Petrus  Alphonsus  (de  ClericaU 
Ditciplind.  MS.  Reg.  10  B.  xii.)  who  lived  above  two  hundred  years  before  Lully. 

31  In  the  Edition  of  1542,  when  the  Plowman's  Tale  was  first  printed,  it  was  placed  after  the  Person's  Tale.  The 
Editor,  whoever  he  was,  had  not  assurance  enough,  it  should  seem,  to  thrust  it  into  the  body  of  the  work.  In  the 
tniosequent  Editions  however,  as  it  had  probably  been  well  received  by  the  public,  upon  account  of  its  violent  invec- 
tives aguinst  the  Church  of  Rome,  it  was  advanced  to  a  more  honourable  station,  next  to  the  Manciple**  Tale  and 
before  the  Person's.  The  only  account  which  we  have  of  any  MS.  of  this  Tale  is  from  Mr.  Speght,  who  says  (Note 
prefixed  to  Plowman's  Tale),  that  he  had  "  scene  it  in  written  hand  in  John  8towes  Librarie  in  a  booke  of  such 
untiquitie,  as  seemed  to  have  been  written  neare  to  Chaucer's  time."  lie  does  not  say  that  it  was  among  the  Canter- 
bury  Tales,  or  that  it  had  Chaucer't  name  to  it.  We  can  therefore  only  judge  of  it  by  the  internal  evidence,  and  upon 
that  I  have  no  scruple  to  declare  my  own  opinion,  that  it  has  not  the  least  resemblance  to  Chaucer's  manner,  either  of 
writing  or  thinking,  in  his  other  works.  Though  he  and  Boccace  have  laughed  at  some  of  the  abuses  of  religion  and 
the  disorders  of  Ecclesiastical  persons,  it  is  quite  incredible  that  either  of  them,  or  even  Wicliff  himself,  would  have 
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the  Pbvrnam**  Tale ;  but,  as  I  cannot  understand  that  there  is  the  loast  ground  of  evidence, 
either  external  or  internal,  for  believing  it  to  be  a  work  of  Chaucer's,  I  have  not  admitted  it 
into  this  Edition. 

§  xl i.  The  Person  es  Pbologue  therefore  is  here  placed  next  to  the  Manciples  Tale,  agree- 
ably to  all  the  MSS.  which  are  known,  and  to  every  Edition  before  1542.   In  this  Prologue, 
which  introduces  the  last  Tale  upon  the  journey  to  Canterbury,  Chaucer  has  again  pointed  out 
to  us  the  time  of  the  day ;  but  the  hour  by  the  clock  is  very  differently  represented  in  the 
'    MSS.   In  some  it  is  ten,  in  others  two :  in  most  of  the  best  MSS.  four*,  and  in  one  five.  Accord- 
|    ing  to  the  phenomena  here  mentioned,  the  8un  being  29°  high,  and  the  length  of  the  Shadow 
to  the  projecting  body  as  1 1  to  6,  it  was  between  four  and  five.   As  by  this  reckoning  there  were 
at  least  three  hours  left  to  sunset,  one  does  not  well  see  with  what  propriety  the  Host  admo- 
nishes the  Person  to  haste  him,  because  w the  Sonne  vol  adoun"  and  to  be  "fructoous  in  litel 
|    ipaee  ;*  and  indeed  the  Person,  knowing  probably  how  much  time  he  had  good,  seems  to  have 
I    paid  not  the  least  regard  to  his  admonition  ;  for  his  Tale,  if  it  may  be  so  called,  is  twice  as 
long  as  any  of  the  others.    It  is  entitled  in  some  MSS.  u  Tractatus  de  PoenitentiA,  pro  Fabula,  ut 
dicitur,  Rectoris  f  and  I  much  suspect  that  it  is  a  translation  of  some  such  treatise.   I  can 
not  recommend  it  as  a  very  entertaining  or  edifying  performance  at  this  day  ;  but  the  Reader 
will  be  pleased  to  remember,  in  excuse  both  of  Chaucer  and  his  Editor,  that,  considering  the 
Canterbury  Tales  as  a  great  picture  of  life  and  manners,  the  piece  would  not  have  been 
complete,  if  it  had  not  included  the  Religion  of  the  time. 

j  S  xlii.  What  is  commonly  called  the  Retractation  at  the  end  of  the  Person's  Tale,  in  several 
MSS.  makes  part  of  that  Tale ;  and  certainly  the  appellation  of  uUtd  tretise"  suits  better  with 
I  a  single  tale,  than  with  such  a  voluminous  work  as  the  whole  body  of  Canterbury  Tales.  But 
I  then  on  the  other  hand  the  recital,  which  is  made  in  one  part  of  it  of  several  compositions  of 
l  Chaucer,  coud  properly  be  made  by  nobody  but  himself.  I  have  printed  it,  as  I  found  it  in 
MS.  Ask.  i.  with  a  few  corrections  from  other  MSS.  and  in  the  Notes  I  shall  give  the  best 
•    iccount  that  I  can  of  it. 

!  Having  thus  gone  through  the  several  parts  of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  which  are  printed  in 
this  Edition,  it  may  not  be  improper,  in  the  conclusion  of  this  Discourse,  to  state  shortly  the 
1  parts  which  are  wanting  to  complete  the  journey  to  Canterbury  :  of  the  rest  of  Chaucer's 
j  intended  Plan,  as  has  been  said  before,  we  have  nothing.  Supposing  therefore  the  number  of 
the  Pilgrims  to  have  been  twenty-nine  (see  before,  §  vi.),  and  allowing  the  Tale  of  the  Chanones 
Yeman  to  stand  in  the  place  of  that  which  we  had  a  right  to  expect  from  the  KnujhUs  Yeman, 
the  Tales  wanting  will  be  only  those  of  the /re  City-Mechanics  and  the  Ploughman.  It  is  not 
likely  that  the  Tales  told  by  such  characters  would  have  been  among  the  most  valuable  of  the 


rifled  at  the  whole  gorernment  of  the  Church,  in  the  style  of  this  Plowman's  Tale.  If  they  had  been  disposed  to  such 
ta  attempt*  their  times  would  not  have  born  it ;  but  it  is  probable,  that  Chaucer,  though  he  has  been  pressed  into  the 
aarice  of  Protestantism  by  some  zealous  writers,  was  as  good  a  Catholic  as  men  of  his  understanding  and  rank  in 
life  hare  generally  been.  The  necessity  of  auricular  Confession,  one  of  the  great  scandals  of  Popery,  cannot  be  more 

traogty  inculcated  than  it  is  In  the  following  Tale  of  the  Person. 
I  will  just  obserre,  that  Spenser  seems  to  speak  of  the  Author  of  the  Plowman's  Tale  as  a  distinct  person  from 

Qaocer,  though,  in  compliance,  I  suppose,  with  the  taste  of  his  age,  he  puts  them  both  on  the  same  footing.  In 

tb  epilogue  to  the  Shepherd's  Calendar  be  says  to  his  book,— 

Dare  not  to  match  thy  pipe  with  TUyrus  his  stile, 
Nor  with  the  Pilgrim  that  the  Ploughman  plaid  awhile. 

I  know  that  Mr.  Warton,  in  his  excellent  Observations  on  Spenser,  v.  i.  p.  125,  supposes  this  passage  to  refer  to  the 
ftftau <f Fierce  Ploughman;  but  my  reason  for  differing  from  him  is,  that  the  Author  of  the  Visions  never,  as  I 
■tBanbsr,  speaks  of  himself  in  the  character  of  a  Ploughman. 

Of  (he  Pilgrim's  Tale,  which  has  also,  with  as  little  foundation,  been  attributed  to  Chaucer  (8peght's  Life  of  Ch.)  I 
speak  in  another  place.  See  App.  to  Pref.  A.  n.  e.  p.  v. 
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set ;  but  they  might,  and  probably  would,  have  served  to  link  together  those  which  at  present 
are  unconnected ;  and  for  that  reason  it  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that  they  either  have  been 
lost,  or,  as  I  rather18  believe,  were  never  finished  by  the  Author. 


ADDITIONS  AND  CORRECTIONS 

TO  THE 

ESSAY,  AND  INTRODUCTORY  DISCOURSE. 


Essay,  fee.  p.  xxxix.  n.  61.  A  learned  person,  whose  favours  I  have  already  acknowledged  In  the  Gloss,  v.  Gets, 
cannot  acquiesce  in  this  notion,  "  that  the  greatest  part  of  Chaucer's  heroic  verses,  when  properly  written  and  pro-  ■ 
nounoed,  are  verses  of  eleven  syllables;**  and  for  a  proof  of  the  contrary  he  refers  me  particularly  to  the  Norma  ' 
Preestes  Tale,  ver.  14970,  and  the  verses  following  and  preceding.  I  am  sorry  that  by  an  unguarded  expression  I 
should  have  exposed  myself  to  a  controversy,  which  can  only  be  decided  by  a  careful  examination  of  the  final  syllables 
of  between  thirty  and  forty  thousand  lines.  It  would  answer  my  purpose  as  well  to  say  "  a  great  part,"  instesd  of 
"  the  greatest  part  ;**  but  in  support  of  my  first  idea  I  must  be  permitted  to  observe,  that  I  have  carefully  examined 
a  hundred  lines  which  precede,  and  as  many  which  follow  ver.  14970,  and  I  find,  that  a  clear  majority  of  them,  as  tktf 
are  printed,  end  in  e  feminine,  and  consequently,  according  to  my  hypothesis,  have  an  eleventh  syllable.  I  obserre  | 
too,  that  several  more  ought  to  have  been  printed  as  ending  with  an  e  feminine ;  but  whether  the  omission  of  it  should  i 
be  imputed  to  the  defectiveness  of  the  MSS.  or  to  the  negligence  of  the  collator.  I  cannot  be  certain.  Bee  the  conclod-  j 
ing  note  of  the  Essay,  Ate.  p.  xlvL  and  xlvii. 

P.  xxxix.  n.  62.  Add— It  may  not  be  improper  here  to  observe  further,  that  a  third  poem,  which  is  mentioned  in  the 
Decameron  in  the  same  manner  with  the  Theseida  and  the  Filostrato,  was  also  probably  one  of  Boocace'e  own  com- 
positions. In  the  conclusion  of  the  Third  Day,  it  is  said,  that  "  Dioneo  et  la  Fiammetta  oominciarono  a  cantare  di 
Messer  Qulglielmo  et  dtUa  dama  del  Vergiu."  There  is  an  old  French  Romance,  upon  this  subject,  as  I  apprehend,  in 
MS.  Bodl.  2386.  It  is  entitled  Le  Romant  de  la  Chastelaine  du  Ver  ay  t  and  begins  thus : 

ne  manlere  de  gens  sont 
Qui  d'estre  loyaulx  semblant  font— 
Ainai  qull  avint  en  Bourgoigne 
%                D"un  chevalier  preux  et  hardi 
Et  de  la  dame  du  Vergy.  

The  story  is  the  same,  in  the  main,  with  that  of  the  70th  Novel  in  the  Heptameron  of  the  Queen  of  Navarre,  from 
whioh,  I  suppose,  the  more  modern  Histoirede  la  Comiesse  du  Vergi,  Par.  1722,  is  taken. 

I  cannot  find  that  any  Italian  poem  upon  this  subject  is  now  extant ;  but  the  unaccountable  neglect,  with  which  the 
poetry  of  Boccace  has  been  long  treated  by  those  very  countrymen  of  his  who  idolise  his  prose,  makes  the  supposition, 
I  think,  not  improbable,  that  a  small  piece  of  this  sort  may  have  been  suffered  to  perish,  or  even  to  lurk  at  this  day, 
unpublished  and  unnoticed,  in  some  Italian  library. 

Discourse,  Arc.  p.  li.  n.  6.  L  7*  The  latest  historical  fact]  This  passage  should  be  compared  with  the  n.  on  ver.  14700, 
and  corrected  accordingly. 

P.  Ix.  }  xix.  Add— I  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Steevens  for  pointing  out  to  me  a  story,  whioh  has  a  great  resemblance,  In  its 
principal  incidents,  to  the  Freres  tale.  It  is  quoted  by  D'Artigny,  Memoires  cTHistoire,  Ac.  T.  Hi.  p.  238.  from  a  collec- 
tion of  Sermons,  by  an  anonymous  Dominican,  printed  about  the  beginning  of  the  xvith  Century,  under  the  title  of 
•«  Sermoncs  diicipuli.n 


M  When  we  recollect,  that  Chaucer's  papers  must  in  all  probability  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  his  Son  Thomas, 
who,  at  the  time  of  his  father's  death,  was  of  full  age,  we  can  hardly  doubt  that  all  proper  care  was  taken  of  them ; 
and  if  the  Tales  in  question  had  ever  been  inserted  among  the  others,  it  is  scarce  conceivable  that  they  should  all 
have  slipt  out  of  all  the  Copies  of  this  work,  of  which  we  have  any  knowledge  or  information.  Nor  is  there  any  suffi- 
cient ground  for  imagining  that  so  many  Tales  coud  have  been  suppressed  by  design  ;  though  such  a  supposition  may 
perhaps  be  admitted  to  account  for  the  loss  of  some  smaller  passages.  See  above,  n.  8. 
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THE  PROLOGUE. 

v.  1—90 


:  that  April  with  his  shoures  sote 
lghte  of  March  hath  perced  to  the  rote, 
tied  every  veine  in  swiche  licour, 
lie  vertue  engendred  is  the  flour ; 
iephirus  eke  with  his  sote  brethe 
1  hath  in  every  holt  and  hethe 
Ire  croppes,  and  the  yonge  sonne 
the  Ram  his  halfe  cours  yronne, 
tie  foules  maken  melodie, 
pen  alle  night  with  open  eye, 
th  hem  nature  in  hir  corages  ; 
agen  folk  to  gon  on  pilgrimages, 
meres  for  to  seken  strange  strondes, 
3  halwea  couthe  in  sondry  londes  ; 
eially,  from  every  shires  ende 
elood,  to  Canterbury  they  wende, 
y  blisful  martyr  for  to  seke, 
m  hath  hoi  pen,  whan  that  they  were  soke, 
le,  that,  in  that  seson  on  a  day, 
bwerk  at  the  Tabard  as  I  lay, 
wenden  on  my  pilgrimage 
erbury  with  devoute  corage, 
t  was  come  into  that  hostelrie 
e  and  twenty  in  a  compagnie 
ry  folk,  by  a  venture  yfalle 
%hip,  and  pilgrimes  were  they  alle, 
rard  Canterbury  wolden  ride, 
mbres  and  the  stables  weren  wide, 
;  we  weren  esed  atte  beste. 
hortly,  whan  the  sonne  was  gon  to  reste, 
e  I  spoken  with  hem  everich  on, 
vas  of  hir  felawship  anon, 
de  forword  erly  for  to  rise, 
oure  way  ther  as  I  you  devise, 
atheles,  while  I  have  time  and  space, 
I  farther  in  this  tale  pace, 
keth  it  accordant  to  reson, 
i  you  alle  the  condition 
of  hem,  so  as  it  semed  me, 
iehe  they  weren,  and  of  what  degre; 
>  in  what  araic  that  they  were  inne  : 
i  knight  than  wol  I  firste  beginne. 

iobt  ther  was,  and  that  a  worthy  man, 
the  time  that  he  firste  began 
i  oat,  he  loved  chevsirie, 


Trouthe  and  honour,  fredom  and  curtesie. 
Ful  worthy  was  he  in  his  lordes  werre, 
And  therto  hadde  he  ridden,  no  man  ferre, 
As  wel  in  Cristendom  as  in  Hethenesse, 
And  ever  honoured  for  his  worthinesses 

At  Alisandre  he  was  whan  it  was  wonne. 
Ful  often  time  he  hadde  the  bord  begonne 
Aboven  alle  nations  in  Pruce. 
In  Lettowe  hadde  he  reysed  and  in  Race, 
No  cristen  man  so  ofte  of  his  degre. 
In  Gernade  at  the  siege  eke  hadde  he  be 
Of  Algesir,  and  ridden  in  Belmarie. 
At  Leyes  was  he,  and  at  Satalie, 
Whan  they  were  wonne ;  and  in  the  Grete  see 
At  many  a  noble  armee  hadde  he  be. 
At  mortal  batailles  hadde  he  ben  fiftene, 
And  foughten  for  our  faith  at  Tramisaene 
In  listes  thries,  and  ay  slain  his  fo. 

This  ilke  worthy  knight  hadde  ben  also 
Somtime  with  the  lord  of  Palatie, 
Agen  another  hethen  in  Turkie  : 
And  evermore  he  hadde  a  sovereine  pris. 
And  though  that  he  was  worthy  he  was  wise, 
And  of  his  port  as  meke  as  is  a  mayde. 
He  never  yet  no  vilanie  ne  sayde 
In  alle  his  lif,  unto  no  manere  wight 
He  was  a  veray  parfit  gentil  knight. 

But  for  to  tellen  you  of  his  araie, 
His  hors  was  good,  but  he  ne  was  not  gaie. 
Of  fustian  he  wered  a  gipon, 
Alle  besmotred  with  his  habergeon, 
For  he  was  late  ycome  fro  his  viage, 
And  wente  for  to  don  his  pilgrimage. 

With  him  ther  was  his  sone  a  yonge  Squikr, 
A  lover,  and  a  lusty  bacheler, 
With  lockes  crull  as  they  were  laide  in  presso. 
Of  twenty  yere  of  age  he  was  I  geese. 
Of  his  stature  he  was  of  even  lengthe, 
And  wonderly  deliver,  and  grete  of  strength*. 
And  he  hadde  be  somtime  in  chevachie, 
In  Flaundres,  in  Artois,  and  in  Picardie, 
And  borne  him  wel,  as  of  so  litel  space, 
In  hope  to  stonden  in  his  ladies  grace. 

Embrouded  was  he,  as  it  were  a  mede 
Alle  ful  of  fresshe  floures,  white  and  rede. 
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Singing  he  was,  or  floyting  alle  the  day, 

He  was  as  fresshe  as  is  the  moneth  of  May. 

Short  was  his  goune,  with  sieves  long  and  wide. 

Wei  coude  he  sitte  on  hors,  and  fayre  ride. 

He  coude  songeB  make,  and  wel  endite, 

Juste  and  eka  danee,  and  wel  pourtraie  and  write. 

So  bote  he  loved,  that  by  nighter$ale 

He  slep  no  more  than  doth  the  nightingale. 

Curteis  he  was,  lowly,  and  servisable, 
And  carf  before  his  fader  at  the  table. 

A  Yeman  hadde  he,  and  servantes  no  mo 
At  that  time,  for  him  luste  to  ride  so  ; 
And  he  was  cladde  in  cote  and  hode  of  grene. 
A  shefe  of  peacock  arwes  bright  and  kene 
Under  his  belt  he  bare  ful  thriftily. 
Wel  coude  he  dresse  his  takel  yemanly  : 
His  arwes  drouped  not  with  fetheres  lowe. 
And  in  his  hond  he  bare  a  mighty  bowe. 

A  not-hed  hadde  he,  with  a  broune  visage. 
Of  wood-craft  coude  he  wel  alle  the  usage. 
Upon  his  arme  he  bare  a  gaie  bracer, 
And  by  .his  side  a  swerd  and  a  bokeler, 
And  on  that  other  side  a  gaie  da^gere, 
Harneised  wel,  and  sharpe  as  point  of  spere  : 
A  Cristofre  on  his  brest  of  silver  shene. 
An  home  he  bare,  the  baudrik  was  of  grene. 
A  forster  was  he  sothely  as  I  gesse. 

Ther  was  also  a  Nonne,  a  Priobessb, 
That  of  hire  smiling  was  ful  simple  and  coy  ; 
Hire  gretest  othe  n'as  but  by  Seint  Eloy  ; 
And  she  was  eleped  madame  Eglentine. 
Ful  wel  she  sange  the  service  devine, 
Entuned  in  hire  nose  ful  swetely  ; 
And  Frenche  she  spake  ful  fayre  and  fetisly, 
After  the  scole  of  Stratford  atte  bowe, 
For  Frenche  of  Paris  was  to  hire  unknowe. 
At  mete  was  she  wel  ytaughte  withal  le  ; 
She  lette  no  morsel  from  hire  lippes  falle, 
Ne  wette  hire  fingres  in  hire  sauce  depe. 
Wel  coude  she  carie  a  morsel,  and  wel  kepe, 
Thatte  no  drope  ne  fell  upon  hire  brest. 
In  curtesie  was  sette  ful  moche  hire  lest. 
Hire  over  lippe  wiped  she  so  clene, 
That  in  hire  cuppe  was  no  ferthing  sene 
Of  grese,  whan  she  dronken  hadde  hire  draught. 
Ful  semely  after  hire  mete  she  raught. 
And  sikerly  she  was  of  grete  disport, 
And  ful  plesant,  and  amiable  of  port, 
And  peined  hire  to  contrefeten  chere 
Of  court,  and  ben  estatelioh  of  man  ere, 
And  to  ben  holden  digne  of  reverence. 

But  for  to  speken  of  hire  conscience, 
She  was  so  charitable  and  so  pitous, 
She  wolde  wepe  if  that  she  saw  a  mous 
Caughtc  in  a  trappe,  if  it  were  ded  or  bledde. 
Of  smale  houndes  hadde  she,  that  she  fedde 
With  rosted  flesh,  and  milk,  and  wastel  brede 
But  sore  wept  she  if  on  of  hem  were  dede, 
Or  if  men  smote  it  with  a  yerde  smert : 
And  all  was  conscience  and  tendre  herte. 

Ful  semely  hire  wimple  ypinched  was  ; 
Hire  nose  tretis  ;  hire  eyen  grey  as  glas  ; 
Hire  mouth  ful  smale,  and  therto  soft  and  red  ; 
But  sikerly  she  hadde  a  fayre  torched. 
It  was  almost  a  spanne  brode  I  trowe ; 
For  hardily  she  was  not  undergrowe. 

Ful  fetise  was  hire  cloke,  as  I  was  ware. 
Of  smale  corall  aboute  hire  arm  she  bare 


A  pair  of  bedes,  gauded  all  with  grene ; 
And  theron  heng  a  broche  of  gold  ful  shene, 
On  whiche  was  first  ywriten  a  crooned  A, 
And  after,  Amor  vincii  omnia. 

Another  Nonne  also  with  hire  hadde  she, 
That  was  hire  chapelleine,  and  Preestes  thre. 

A  Monk  ther  was,  a  fayre  for  the  maistrie, 
An  out-rider,  that  loved  venerie  ; 
A  manly  man,  to  ben  an  abbot  able. 
Ful  many  a  deinte  hors  hadde  he  in  stable : 
And  whan  he  rode,  men  mighte  his  bridel  here 
Gingeling  in  a  whistling  wind  as  clere, 
And  eke  as  loude,  as  doth  the  chapell  belle, 
Ther  as  this  lord  was  keper  of  the  celle. 

The  reule  of  seint  Mature  and  of  seint  Beneit, 
Because  that  it  was  olde  and  somdele  streit, 
This  ilke  monk  lette  olde  thinges  pace, 
And  held  after  the  newe  world  the  trace. 

I  He  yave  not  of  the  text  a  pulled  hen, 
That  saith,  that  hunters  ben  not  holy  men  ; 
Ne  that  a  monk,  whan  he  is  rekkeles, 
Is  like  to  a  fish  that  is  waterles ; 
This  is  to  say,  a  monk  out  of  his  cloistre. 
This  ilke  text  held  he  not  worth  an  oistre. 
And  I  say  his  opinion  was  good. 
What  shulde  he  studie,  and  make  himselven  wood, 
Upon  a  book  in  cloistre  alway  to  pore, 
Or  swinken  with  his  hondes,  and  laboure, 
As  Austin  bit !  how  shal  the  world  be  served  t 
Let  Austin  have  his  8  wink  to  him  reserved. 

,  Therfore  he  was  a  prickasoure  a  right : 
Greihoundes  he  hadde  as  swift  as  foul  of  flight : 

I  Of  pricking  and  of  hunting  for  the  hare 
Was  all  his  lust,  for  no  cost  wolde  he  spare. 

I     I  saw  his  sieves  purfiled  at  the  hond 
With  gris,  and  that  the  finest  of  the  lend. 

'  And  for  to  fasten  his  hood  under  his  chinne, 
He  hadde  of  gold  y  wrought  a  curious  pinne  : 
A  love-knotte  in  the  greter  end  ther  was. 

I  His  hed  was  balled,  and  shone  as  any  glas, 

I  And  eke  his  face,  as  it  hadde  ben  anoint. 
He  was  a  lord  ful  fat  and  in  good  point 
His  eyen  stepe,  and  rolling  in  his  hed, 
That  stemed  as  a  forneis  of  a  led. 
His  botes  souple,  his  hors  in  gret  estat, 
Now  certainly  he  was  a  fayre  prelat. 
He  was  not  pale  as  a  forpined  gost 
A  fat  swan  loved  he  best  of  any  rost. 
His  palfrey  was  as  broune  as  is  a  bery. 

A  Frere  ther  was,  a  wanton  and  a  mery, 
A  Limitour,  a  ful  solempne  man. 
In  all  the  ordres  foure  is  non  that  can 
So  moche  of  daliance  and  fayre  langage. 
He  hadde  ymade  ful  many  a  mariage 
Of  yonge  wimmen,  at  his  owen  cost. 
Until  his  ordre  he  was  a  noble  post. 
Ful  wel  beloved,  and  familier  was  he 
With  frankeleins  over  all  in  his  con  tree, 
And  eke  with  worthy  wimmen  of  the  toun  t 
For  he  had  power  of  confession, 
As  saide  himselfe,  more  than  a  curat, 
For  of  his  ordre  he  was  licenciat. 
Ful  swetely  herde  he  confession, 
And  plesant  was  his  absolution. 
He  was  an  esv  man  to  give  penance, 
Ther  as  he  wiste  to  han  a  good  pitance  : 
For  unto  a  poure  ordre  for  to  give 
Is  signe  that  a  man  is  wel  yshrive. 
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Rave,  he  dorste  make  avant, 
Jrnt  a  man  was  repentant, 
a  man  so  hard  is  of  his  herte, 
ot  wepe  although  him  sore  smerte. 
in  stede  of  weping  and  praieree, 
t  give  silver  to  the  poure  freres. 
>et  was  ay  faraed  ful  of  knives, 
ss,  for  to  given  fayre  wives, 
inly  he  hadde  a  mery  note, 
e  he  singe  and  plaien  on  a  rote, 
ges  he  bare  utterly  the  pris. 
■  was  white  as  the  flour  de  lis. 
•  strong  was  as  a  champioun, 
r  wel  the  tavernes  in  every  toun, 
y  hosteler  and  gay  tapstere, 
in  a  lazar  or  a  beggere, 
swiche  a  worthy  man  as  he 
i  nought,  as  by  his  faculte, 
with  sike  lazars  acquaintance, 
lonest,  it  may  not  avance, 
delen  with  no  swiche  pouraille, 
ith  riche,  and  sellers  of  vitaille. 
er  all,  ther  as  profit  shuld  arise, 
5  was,  and  lowly  of  servise. 
no  man  nowher  so  vertuous. 
le  beste  begger  in  all  his  hous  : 
a  certaine  ferine  for  the  grant, 
b  bretheren  came  in  his  haunt, 
jh  a  widewe  hadde  but  a  shoo, 
at  was  his  In  principle) 
he  have  a  ferthing  or  he  went. 
•h*M  was  wel  better  than  his  rent, 
be  eoude  as  it  hadde  ben  a  whelp, 
yes,  ther  coude  he  mochel  help, 
was  he  nat  like  a  cloisterere, 
Mlbare  cope,  as  is  a  poure  scolere, 
as  like  a  mabter  or  a  pope. 
»  worsted  was  his  semicope, 
id  was  as  a  belle  out  of  the  presse. 
he  lisped  for  his  wantonnesse, 
his  English  swete  upon  his  tonge  ; 
s  harping,  whan  that  he  hadde  songe, 
twinkeled  in  his  hed  aright, 
ie  sterrea  in  a  frosty  night, 
hy  limitour  was  cleped  Huberd. 

chaict  was  ther  with  a  forked  berd, 
ee,  and  highe  on  hors  he  sat, 
is  hed  a  Flaundriah  bever  hat. 

elapsed  fayre  and  fetislv. 
s  spake  he  ful  solempnely, 
dway  the  encrese  of  his  winning, 
the  see  were  kept  for  any  thing 

Middelburgh  and  Ore  well. 

he  in  eschanges  sheldes  selle. 
hy  man  ful  wel  his  wit  besette  ; 
e  no  wight  that  he  was  in  dette, 
istly  didde  he  his  governance, 
bargeines,  and  with  his  chevisance. 
he  was  a  worthy  man  witlialle, 
to  tayn,  I  n'ot  how  men  him  calle. 

uc  ther  was  of  Oxenforde  also, 
>  logike  hadde  long  ygo. 
ras  his  hors  as  is  a  rake, 
u  not  right  fiat,  I  undertake  ; 
1  hoi  we,  and  tberto  soberly, 
[bare  was  his  overeat  coui-tepy, 
idde  geten  him  yet  no  benefice, 
ought  worldly  to  have  an  office. 


For  him  was  lever  ban  at  his  beddes  hed 

A  twenty  bokes,  clothed  in  black  or  red, 

Of  Aristotle,  and  his  philosophie, 

Than  robes  riche,  or  fidel,  or  sautrie. 

But  all  be  that  he  was  a  philosophre, 

Yet  hadde  he  but  litel  gold  in  cofre, 

But  all  that  he  might  of  his  frendes  hente, 

On  bokes  and  on  lerning  he  it  spente, 

And  besily  gan  for  the  soules  praie 

Of  hem,  that  yave  him  wherwith  to  scolaie. 

Of  studie  toke  he  moste  cure  and  hede. 

Not  a  word  spake  he  more  than  was  nede ; 

And  that  was  said  in  forme  and  reverence, 

And  short  and  quike,  and  ful  of  high  sentence. 

Souning  in  moral  vertue  was  his  speche, 

And  gladly  wolde  he  lerne,  and  gladly  teche. 

A  Sergeant  op  the  Lawe  ware  and  wise, 
That  often  hadde  yben  at  the  paruis, 
Ther  was  also,  ful  riche  of  excellence. 
Discrete  he  was,  and  of  gret  reverence : 
He  semed  swiche,  his  wordes  were  so  wise, 
Justice  he  was  ful  often  in  assise, 
By  patent,  and  by  pleine  commiasioun  ; 
For  his  science,  and  for  his  high  renoun, 
Of  fees  and  robes  had  he  many  on. 
So  grete  a  pourchasour  was  nowher  non. 
All  was  fee  simple  to  him  in  effect, 
His  pourchasing  might  not  ben  in  suspect. 
Nowher  so  besy  a  man  as  he  ther  n'as, 
And  yet  he  semed  besier  than  he  was. 
In  term es  hadde  he  cas  and  domes  alle, 
That  fro  the  time  of  king  Will,  weren  falle. 
Therto  he  coude  endite,  and  make  a  thing, 
Ther  coude  no  wight  pinche  at  his  writing. 
And  every  statute  coude  he  plaine  by  rote. 
He  rode  but  homely  in  a  medlee  cote, 
Girt  with  a  seint  of  silk,  with  barres  smale ; 
Of  his  array  tell  I  no  lenger  tale. 

A  Frankklein  was  in  this  compagnie ; 
White  was  his  berd,  as  is  the  dayesie. 
Of  his  complexion  he  was  sanguin. 
Wel  loved  he  by  the  morwe  a  sop  in  win. 
To  liven  in  delit  was  ever  his  wone, 
For  he  was  Epicures  owen  sone, 
That  held  opinion,  that  plein  delit 
Was  veraily  felicite  partite. 
An  housholder,  and  that  a  grete  was  he ; 
Seint  Julian  he  was  in  his  contree. 
His  brede,  his  ale,  was  alway  after  on  ; 
A  better  envyned  man  was  no  wher  non. 
Wi  thou  ten  bake  mete  never  was  his  hous, 
Of  fish  and  flesh,  and  that  so  plenteous, 
It  snewed  in  his  hous  of  mete  and  drinke, 
Of  alle  deintees  that  men  coud  of  thinke, 
After  the  sondry  seaoiis  of  the  yere, 
So  changed  he  his  mete  and  his  soupere. 
Ful  many  a  fat  partrich  hadde  he  in  mewe. 
And  many  a  breme,  and  many  a  luce  in  stewe. 
Wo  was  his  coke,  but  if  his  sauce  were 
Poinant  and  sharpe,  and  redv  all  his  gere. 
His  table  dormant  in  his  hallo  alway 
Stode  redy  covered  alle  the  longe  day. 

At  sessions  ther  was  he  lord  and  sire. 
Ful  often  time  he  was  knight  of  the  shire. 
An  anelace  and  a  gipciere  all  of  silk, 
Heng  at  his  girdel,  white  as  morwe  milk, 
A  shereve  hadde  he  ben,  and  a  countour. 
Was  no  wher  swiche  a  worthy  vavasour. 
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An  Haberdasher,  and  a  Carpenter, 
A  Wbbbe,  a  Deter,  and  a  Tapisbr, 
Were  alle  yclothed  in  o  livere, 
Of  a  solempne  and  grete  fraternite. 
Fnl  freshe  and  newe  hir  gere  ypiked  was. 
Hir  knives  were  ychaped  not  with  bras, 
But  all  with  silver  wrought  ful  clene  and  wel, 
Hir  girdelefe  and  hir  pouches  every  del. 
Wel  seme4  cche  of  hem  a  fayre  burgeis, 
To  sitten  in  a  gild  halle,  on  the  deis. 
Everich,  for  the  wisdom  that  he  can, 
Was  shapelich  for  to  ben  an  alderman. 
For  catel  hadden  they  ynough  and  rent, 
And  eke  hir  wives  wolde  it  wel  assent : 
And  el  lea  certainly  they  were  to  blame. 
It  is  ful  fayre  to  ben  ycleped  madame, 
And  for  to  gon  to  vigiles  all  before, 
And  have  a  mantel  reallich  ybore. 

A  Coke  they  hadden  with  hem  for  the  nones, 
To  boile  the  chikenes  and  the  marie  bones, 
And  poudre  marchant,  tart  and  galingale. 
Wel  coude  he  knowe  a  draught  of  London  ale. 
He  coude  roste,  and  sethe,  and  broile,  and  frie, 
Maken  mortrewes,  and  wel  bake  a  pie. 
But  gret  harm  was  it,  as  it  thoughte  me, 
That  on  his  shinne  a  mormal  hadde  he. 
For  blanc  manger  that  made  he  with  the  best. 

A  Shipman  was  ther,  woned  fer  by  West : 
For  ought  I  wote,  he  was  of  Dertemouth. 
He  rode  upon  a  rouncie,  as  he  couthe, 
All  in  a  goune  of  falding  to  the  knee. 
A  dagger  hanging  by  a  las  hadde  hee 
About  his  nekke  under  his  arm  adoun. 
The  hote  sommer  hadde  made  his  hewe  al  broun. 
And  certainly  he  was  a  good  felaw. 
Ful  many  a  draught  of  win  he  hadde  draw 
From  Burdeux  ward,  while  that  the  chapman  slepe. 

|    Of  nice  conscience  toke  he  no  kepe. 

If  that  he  faught,  and  hadde  the  higher  hand, 

'    By  water  he  sent  hein  home  to  every  land. 
But  of  his  craft  to  reken  wel  his  tides, 
His  stremes  and  his  strandes  him  besides, 
His  herberwe,  his  mone,  and  his  lodemanage, 
Ther  was  non  swiche,  from  Hull  unto  Cartage. 
Hardy  he  was,  and  wise,  I  undertake : 
With  many  a  tempest  hadde  his  berd  be  shake. 
He  knew  wel  alle  the  havens,  as  they  were, 
Fro  Gotland,  to  the  Cape  de  finistere, 
And  every  creke  in  Bretagne  and  in  Spaine : 
His  barge  ycleped  was  the  Magdelaine. 

With  us  ther  was  a  Doctour  of  Phis  ike, 
In  all  this  world  ne  was  ther  non  him  like 
j    To  speke  of  phisike,  and  of  surgerie  : 
For  he  was  grounded  in  astronomic. 
He  kept  his  patient  a  ful  gret  del 
lu  houres  by  his  magike  naturel. 
Wel  coude  he  fortunen  the  ascendent 
Of  his  images  for  his  patient. 

He  knew  the  cause  of  every  maladie, 
Were  it  of  cold,  or  hote,  or  moist,  or  drie, 
And  wher  engendred,  and  of  what  humour, 
He  was  a  veray  parfite  practisour. 
The  cause  yknowe,  and  of  his  harm  the  rote, 
Anon  he  gave  to  the  sike  man  his  bote, 
Ful  redy  hadde  he  his  apothecaries 
To  send  him  dragges,  and  his  lettuaries, 
For  eche  of  hem  made  other  for  to  winne  : 


Hir  frendship  n'as  not  newe  to  beginne. 
Wel  knew  he  the  old  Esculapius, 
And  Dioscorides,  and  eke  Rufus; 
Old  1  [ippocras,  Hali,  and  Gallien  ; 
Serapion,  Rasis,  and  Avicen  ; 
Averrois,  Damascene,  and  Constantin ; 
Bernard,  and  Gatisden,  and  Gilbertin. 
Of  his  diete  mesurable  was  he, 
For  it  was  of  no  superfluitee, 
But  of  gret  nourishing,  and  digestible. 
His  stuaie  was  but  lite!  on  the  Bible. 
In  sanguin  and  in  perse  he  clad  was  alle 
Lined  with  taffata,  and  with  sendalle. 
And  yet  he  was  but  esy  of  dispence  : 
He  kepte  that  he  wan  in  the  pestilence. 
For  gold  in  phisike  is  a  cordial ; 
Therfore  he  loved  gold  in  special. 

A  good  Wif  was  ther  op  beside  Baths, 
But  she  was'som  del  defe,  and  that  was  scathe. 
Of  cloth  making  she  hadde  swiche  an  haunt, 
She  passed  hem  of  Ipres,  and  of  Gaunt. 
In  all  the  parish  wif  ne  was  ther  non, 
That  to  the  offring  before  hire  ahulde  gon, 
And  if  ther  did,  certain  so  wroth  was  she, 
That  she  was  out  of  alle  charitee. 
Hire  coverchiefs  weren  ful  fine  of  ground ; 
I  dorste  swere,  they  weyeden  a  pound  ; 
That  on  the  Sonday  were  upon  hire  hede. 
Hire  hosen  weren  of  fine  scarlet  rede, 
Ful  streite  vteyed,  and  shoon  ful  moist  and  new*  . 
Bold  was  hire  face,  and  fayre  and  rede  of  hew.  I 
She  was  a  worthy  woman  all  hire  live,  i 
Housbondes  at  the  chirche  dore  had  she  had  five,  | 
Withouten  other  compagnie  in  youthe.  1 
But  therof  nedeth  not  to  speke  as  nouthe. 
And  thries  hadde  she  ben  at  Jerusaleme. 
She  hadde  passed  many  a  strange  streme. 
At  Rome  she  hadde  ben,  and  at  Boloine, 
In  Galice  at  Seint  James,  and  at  Coloine. 
She  ooude  moche  of  wandring  by  the  way. 
Gat-tothed  was  she,  sothly  for  to  say.  1 
Upon  an  ambler  esily  she  sat,  j 
Y  wimpled  wel,  and  on  hire  hede  an  hat. 
As  brode  as  is  a  bokeler,  or  a  targe.  I 
A  fote-mantel  about  hire  hippes  large, 
And  on  hire  fete  a  pair  of  sporres  sharpe. 
In  felawship  wel  coude  she  laughe  and  carpe  i 
Of  remedies  of  love  she  knew  perchance,  I 
For  of  that  arte  she  coude  the  olde  dance.  | 

A  good  man  ther  was  of  retigioun,  ' 
That  was  a  poure  Persons  of  a  toun  :  ! 
But  riche  he  was  of  holy  thought  and  werk. 
He  was  also  a  lerned  man,  a  clerk,  j 
That  Cristes  gospel  trewely  wolde  preche. 
His  parishens  devoutly  wolde  he  teche.  , 
Benigne  he  was,  and  wonder  diligent,  , 
And  in  adversite  ful  patient : 

And  swiche  he  was  ypreved  often  sithes.  i 

Ful  loth  were  him  to  cursen  for  his  tithes, 

But  rather  wolde  he  yeven  out  of  doute,  ! 

Unto  his  poure  parishens  aboute,  < 

Of  his  offring,  and  eke  of  his  substance. 

He  coude  in  litel  thing  have  suflisance.  I 

Wide  was  his  parish,  and  houses  fer  asonder, 

But  he  ne  left  nought  for  no  rain  ne  thonder, 

In  sikenesse  and  in  mischief  to  visite 

The  ferrest  in  his  parish,  moche  and  lite, 

Upon  his  fete,  and  in  his  hand  a  staf. 
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le  ensample  to  his  shepe  he  yaf, 

t  he  wrought,  and  afterward  he  taught. 

le  gospel  he  the  wordes  caught, 

figure  he  added  yet  therto, 

;old  ruste,  what  shuld  iren  do  ! 

preest  be  foule,  on  whom  we  trust, 

er  is  a  iewed  man  to  rust : 

□e  it  is,  if  that  a  preest  take  kepe, 

shitten  shepherd,  and  dene  shepe  : 

It  a  preest  ensample  for  to  jreve, 

enenesse,  how  his  shepe  shulde  live. 

te  not  his  benefice  to  hire, 

•  his  shepe  acombred  in  the  mire, 

unto  London,  unto  Seint  Poules, 

him  a  chanterie  for  soules, 
i  brotherhede  to  be  withold  : 
t  at  home,  and  kepte  wel  his  fold, 
tie  wolf  ne  made  it  not  miscarie. 
,  shepherd,  and  no  mercenarie. 
igh  he  holy  were,  and  vertuous, 

0  sinful  men  not  dispitous, 

1  speche  dangerous  ne  digne, 

s  teching  discrete  and  benigne. 

tn  folk  to  heven,  with  fairenesse, 

ensample,  was  his  besinesse : 

?re  any  persone  obstinat, 

he  were  of  highe,  or  low  estat, 

le  he  snibben  sharply  for  the  nones. 

preest  I  trowe  that  nowher  non  is. 

d  after  no  pompe  ne  reverence, 

d  him  no  spiced  conscience, 

«s  lore,  and  his  apostles  twelve, 

it,  but  first  he  folwed  it  himselve. 

inn  tber  was  a  Plowman,  was  his  brother, 
de  ylaid  of  dong  ful  many  a  father, 
iwinker,  and  a  good  was  he, 

pees,  and  parfite  charitee. 
i  be  beste  with  alle  his>herte 
toes,  were  it  gain  or  smerte, 

his  neighebour  right  as  himselve. 
t  thresh,  and  therto  dike,  and  delve, 
es  sake,  for  every  poure  wight, 
m  hire,  if  it  lay  in  his  might, 
be*  paied  he  ful  fayre  and  wel 
lis  propre  swinke,  and  his  catel. 
rd  he  rode  upon  a  mere, 
as  also  a  reve,  and  a  millere, 
our,  and  a  pardoner  also, 
►le,  and  myself,  ther  n'ere  no  mo. 

illsb  was  a  stout  carl  for  the  nones, 

t  be  was  of  braun,  and  eke  of  bones  ; 

red  wel,  for  over  all  ther  he  came, 

ing  he  wold  bere  away  the  ram. 

hart  shuldered  brode,  a  thikke  gnarre, 

i  no  dore,  that  he  n'olde  heve  of  barre, 

it  at  a  renning  with  his  hede. 

as  any  sowe  or  fox  was  rede, 

to  brode,  as  though  it  were  a  spade, 
cop  right  of  his  nose  he  hade 

md  theron  stode  a  tufte  of  heres, 

he  bristles  of  a  sowes  eres. 

thirles  blacke  were  and  wide. 

and  bokeler  bare  he  by  his  side. 

h  as  wide  was  as  a  forneis. 
j  angler,  and  a  goliardeis, 
was  most  of  sinne,  and  harlotries. 

le  he  stelen  eorne,  and  tollen  thries. 

lie  had  a  thomb  of  gold  parde. 


A  white  cote  and  a  blew  hode  wered  he. 
A  baggepipe  wel  coude  he  blowe  and  soune, 
And  therwithall  he  brought  us  out  of  toune. 

A  gentil  Manciple  was  ther  of  a  temple, 
Of  which  achatours  mighten  take  ensemple 
For  to  ben  wise  in  byinp  of  vitaille. 
For  whether  that  he  paide,  or  toke  by  taille, 
Algate  he  waited  so  in  his  achate, 
That  he  was  ay  before  in  good  estate. 
Now  is  not  that  of  God  a  ful  fayre  grace, 
That  swiche  a  lewed  mannes  wit  shaJ  pace 
The  wisdom  of  an  hepe  of  lered  men  ! 

Of  maisters  had  he  mo  than  thries  ten, 
That  were  of  lawe  expert  and  curious  : 
Of  which  ther  was  a  dosein  in  that  hous, 
Worthy  to  ben  stewardes  of  rent  and  lond 
Of  any  lord  that  is  in  Englelond, 
To  maken  him  live  by  his  propre  good, 
In  honour  detteles,  but  if  he  were  wood, 
Or  live  as  scarsly,  as  him  list  desire  ; 
And  able  for  to  helpen  all  a  shire 
In  any  cas  that  mighte  fallen  or  happe  ; 
And  yet  this  manciple  sette  hir  aller  cappo. 

The  Reve  was  a  slendre  colerike  man, 
His  berd  was  shave  as  neighe  as  ever  he  can. 
His  here  was  by  his  eres  round  yshorne. 
His  top  was  docked  like  a  preest  beforne. 
Ful  longe  were  his  legges,  and  ful  lene, 
Ylike  a  staff,  ther  was  no  calf  ysene. 
Wel  coude  he  kepe  a  gamer  and  a  binne : 
Ther  was  non  auditour  coude  on  him  winne. 
Wel  wiste  he  by  the  drought,  and  by  the  rain, 
The  yelding  of  his  seed,  and  of  his  grain. 
His  lordes  shepe,  his  nete,  and  his  deirie, 
His  swine,  his  hors,  his  store,  and  his  pultrie, 
Were  holly  in  this  reves  governing, 
And  by  his  covenant  yave  he  rekening, 
Sin  that  his  lord  was  twenty  yere  of  age  ; 
Ther  coude  no  man  bring  him  in  arerage. 
Ther  n'as  baillif,  ne  herde,  ne  other  bine, 
That  he  ne  knew  his  sleight  and  his  covine  : 
They  were  adradde  of  him,  as  of  the  deth. 
His  wonning  was  ful  fayre  upon  an  heth, 
With  grene  trees  yshadewed  was  his  place. 
He  coude  better  than  his  lord  pourchace. 
Ful  riche  he  was  ystored  privily. 
His  lord  wel  coude  he  plesen  subtilly, 
To  yeve  and  lene  him  of  his  owen  good, 
And  have  a  thank,  and  yet  a  cote  and  hood. 
In  youthe  he  lerned  hadde  a  good  mistere. 
He  was  a  wel  good  wright,  a  carpentere. 
This  reve  sate  upon  a  right  good  stot, 
That  was  all  pomelee  grey,  aud  highte  Scot. 
A  long  surcote  of  perse  upon  he  hade, 
And  by  his  side  he  bare  a  rusty  blade. 
Of  Norfolk  was  this  reve,  of  which  I  tell, 
Beside  a  toun,  men  clepen  Baldeswell. 
Tucked  he  was,  as  is  a  frerc,  about*?, 
And  ever  he  rode  the  hinderest  of  the  route. 

A  Sompnour  was  ther  with  us  in  that  place, 
That  hadde  a  fire-red  cherubinnes  face, 
For  sausefleme  he  was,  with  eyen  narwe. 
As  hote  he  was,  and  likerous  as  a  sparwe, 
With  scalled  browes  blake,  and  pilled  herd  : 
Of  his  visage  children  were  sore  aferd. 
Ther  n'as  quiksilver,  litarge,  ne  brimston, 
Boras,  ceruse,  ne  oile  of  tartre  non. 
Ne  oinement  that  wolde  dense  or  bite, 
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That  him  might  helpen  of  his  whelkes  white, 

Ne  of  the  knobbes  sitting  on  his  chekes. 

Wei  loved  he  garlike,  onions,  and  takes, 

And  for  to  drinke  strong  win  as  rede  as  blood. 

Than  wolde  he  speke,  and  crie  as  he  were  wood. 

And  whan  that  he  wel  dronken  had  the  win, 

Than  wold  he  speken  no  word  but  Latin. 

A  fewe  termes  coude  he,  two  or  three, 

That  he  had  lerned  out  of  som  decree  ; 

No  wonder  is,  he  herd  it  all  the  day. 

And  eke  ye  knoweu  wel,  how  that  a  jay 

Can  clepen  watte,  as  wel  as  can  the  pope. 

But  who  so  wolde  in  other  thing  him  grope, 

Than  hadde  he  spent  all  his  philosophic, 

Ay,  Questio  quid  juris,  wolde  he  crie. 

He  was  a  gentil  harlot  and  a  kind  ; 
A  better  felaw  shulde  a  man  not  find. 
He  wolde  suffre  for  a  quart  of  wine, 
A  good  felaw  to  have  his  concubine 
A  twelve  month,  and  excuse  him  at  the  full. 
Ful  prively  a  finch  eke  coude  he  pull. 
And  if  he  found  owhere  a  good  felawe, 
He  wolde  techen  him  to  have  non  awe 
In  swiche  a  cas  of  the  archedekenes  curse  ; 
But  if  a  mannes  soule  were  in  his  purse  ; 
For  in  his  purse  he  shulde  ypunished  be. 
Purse  is  the  archedekens  helle,  said  he. 
But  wel  I  wote,  he  lied  right  in  dede  : 
Of  cursing  ought  eche  gilty  man  him  drede. 
For  curse  wol  sle  right  as  assoiling  saveth, 
And  also  ware  him  of  a  *\gn\ficavit. 

In  danger  hadde  he  at  his  owen  gise 
The  yonge  girles  of  the  diocise, 
And  knew  hir  conseil,  and  was  of  hir  rede. 
A  gerlond  hadde  he  sette  upon  his  hede, 
As  gret  as  it  were  for  an  alestake  : 
A  bokeler  hadde  he  made  him  of  a  cake. 

With  him  ther  rode  a  gentil  Pardon  ere 
Of  Rouncevall,  his  frend  and  his  compere, 
That  streit  was  comen  from  the  court  of  Rome. 
Ful  loude  he  sang,  Come  hither,  love,  to  me. 
This  sorapnour  bare  to  him  a  stiff  burdoun, 
Was  never  trompe  of  half  so  gret  a  soun. 
This  pardoner  had  here  as  yelwe  as  wax. 
But  smoth  it  heng,  as  doth  a  strike  of  flax  : 
By  unces  heng  his  lokkes  that  he  hadde, 
And  therwith  he  his  shulders  overspradde. 
Ful  thinne  it  lay,  by  culpons  on  and  on, 
But  hode,  for  jolite,  ne  wered  he  non, 
For  it  was  trussed  up  in  his  wallet. 
Him  thought  he  rode  al  of  the  newe  get, 
Dishevele,  sauf  his  cappe,  he  rode  all  bare. 
Swiche  glaring  eyen  hadde  he,  as  an  hare. 
A  vernicle  hadde  he  sewed  upon  his  capj>e. 
His  wallet  lay  beforne  him  in  his  lappe, 
Bret-ful  of  pardon  come  from  Rome  al  hote. 
A  vois  he  hadde,  as  smaJe  as  hath  a  gote. 
No  berd  hadde  he,  ne  never  non  shulde  have, 
As  smothe  it  was  as  it  were  newe  shave  ; 
I  trowe  he  were  a  gelding  or  a  mare. 

But  of  his  craft,  fro  Berwike  unto  Ware, 
Ne  was  ther  swiche  an  other  pardonere. 
For  in  his  male  he  hadde  a  pilwebere, 
Which,  as  he  saide,  was  oure  ladies  veil : 
He  saide,  he  hadde  a  gobbet  of  the  seyl 
Thatte  seint  Peter  had,  whan  that  he  went 

I    Upon  the  see,  till  Jesu  Crist  him  hent 
He  had  a  crois  of  laton  ful  of  stones, 

!    And  in  a  glas  he  hadde  pigges  bones. 


But  with  these  relikes,  whanne  that  he  fond 
A  pour©  persone  dwelling  up  on  lond, 
Upon  a  day  he  gat  him  more  moneie 
Than  that  the  persone  gat  in  monethes  tweie. 
And  thus  with  fained  nattering  and  japes, 
He  made  the  persone,  and  the  peple,  his  apes. 

But  trewely  to  tellen  atte  last, 
He  was  in  chirche  a  noble  ecclesiast. 
Wel  coude  he  rede  a  lesson  or  a  storie, 
But  alderbest  he  sang  an  offertorie : 
For  wel  he  wiste,  whan  that  song  was  songe, 
He  muste  preche,  and  wel  afile  his  tonge, 
To  winne  silver,  as  he  right  wel  coude : 
Therfore  he  sang  the  merier  and  loude. 

Now  have  I  told  you  shortly  in  a  clause, 
IV  estat,  th'  araie,  the  nombre,  and  eke  the  eusft 
Why  that  assembled  was  this  compagnie 
In  South werk  at  this  gentil  hostelrie, 
That  highte  the  Tabard,  Caste  by  the  Belle. 
But  now  is  time  to  you  for  to  telle, 
How  that  we  baren  us  that  ilke  night, 
Whan  we  were  in  that  hoetelrie  alight. 
And  after  wol  I  telle  of  our  viage, 
And  all  the  remenant  of  our  pilgrimage. 

But  firste  I  praie  you  of  your  curtesie, 
That  ye  ne  arette  it  not  my  vilanie, 
Though  that  I  plainly  speke  in  this  matere, 
To  tellen  you  hir  wordes  and  hir  ehere ; 
Ne  though  I  speke  hir  wordes  proprely. 
For  this  ye  knowen  al  so  wel  as  I, 
Who  so  shall  telle  a  tale  after  a  many 
He  moste  reherse,  as  neighe  as  ever  he  can, 
Everich  word,  if  it  be  in  his  charge, 
All  speke  he  never  so  rudely  and  so  large ; 
Or  elles  he  moste  tellen  his  tale  untrewe, 
Or  feinen  thinges,  or  finden  wordes  newe. 
He  may  not  spare,  although  he  were  his  brother. 
He  moste  as  wel  sayn  o  word,  as  an  other. 
Crist  spake  himself  ful  brode  in  holy  writ, 
And  wel  ye  wote  no  vilanie  is  it. 
Eke  Plato  sayeth,  who  so  can  him  rede, 
The  wordes  moste  ben  cosin  to  the  dede. 

Also  1  praie  you  to  forgive  it  me, 
All  have  I  not  sette  folk  in  hir  degree, 
Here  in  this  tale,  as  that  they  shulden  stonde. 
My  wit  is  short,  ye  may  wel  understonde. 

Gret  chere  made  oure  hoste  us  everich  on, 
And  to  the  souper  sette  he  us  anon : 
And  served  us  with  vitaille  of  the  beste. 
Strong  was  the  win,  and  wel  to  drinke  us  leste. 
A  seraely  man  our  hoste  was  with  alle 
For  to  han  ben  a  marshal  in  an  halle. 
A  large  man  he  was  with  eyen  stepe, 
A  fairer  burgeis  is  ther  non  in  Chepe : 
Bold  of  his  speche,  and  wise  and  wel  ytaught, 
And  of  manhood  him  lacked  righte  naught 
Eke  therto  was  he  right  a  mery  man, 
And  after  souper  plaien  he  began, 
And  spake  of  mirthe  amonges  other  thinges, 
Whan  that  we  hadden  made  our  rekeninges ; 
And  saide  thus  ;  Now,  lordinges,  trewely 
Ye  ben  to  me  welcome  right  hertily  : 
For  by  my  trouthe,  if  that  I  shal  not  lie, 
I  saw  nat  this  yere  swiche  a  compagnie 
At  ones  in  this  herberwe,  as  is  now. 
Fayn  wolde  I  do  you  mirthe,  and  I  wiste  how. 
And  of  a  mirthe  1  am  right  now  bethought. 
To  don  you  ese,  and  it  shall  coste  you  nought 
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.  to  Canterbury  ;  God  you  spede, 

sful  martyr  quite  you  your  tnede  ; 

?1  I  wot,  as  ye  gon  by  the  way, 

pen  you  to  talken  and  to  play : 

wely  comfort  ne  mirthe  is  non, 

n  by  the  way  dombe  as  the  ston : 

erfore  wold  I  maken  you  disport, 

id  erst,  and  don  you  some  comfort. 

you  liketh  alio  by  on  assent 

r  to  stonden  at  my  jugement : 

r  to  werchen  as  1  shal  you  say 

we,  whan  ye  riden  on  the  way, 

r  my  faders  soule  that  is  dedf 

be  mery,  smiteth  of  my  hed. 

p  your  hondes  withouten  more  speche. 

oonseil  was  not  longe  for  to  seche  : 

ight  it  was  not  worth  to  make  it  wise, 

anted  him  withouten  more  avise, 

d  him  say  his  verdit,  as  him  leste. 

inges,(quod  he)  nowherkenethforthebeste; 

:e  it  nat»  I  pray  you,  in  disdain  ; 

the  point,  to  speke  it  plat  and  plain, 

•he  of  you  to  shorten  with  youre  way, 

viage,  shal  tellen  tales  tway, 

terbury  ward,  I  mene  it  so, 

meward  he  shall  tellen  other  two, 

itures  that  whilom  han  befalle. 

lich  of  you  that  bereth  him  best  of  alle, 

to  sayn,  that  telleth  in  this  cas 

f  best  sentence  and  most  solas, 

re  a  sou  per  at  youre  aller  cost 

i  this  place  sitting  by  this  post, 

that  ye  comen  agen  from  Canterbury. 

■  to  maken  you  the  more  mery, 

lyselven  gladly  with  you  ride, 

t  min  owen  cost,  and  be  your  gide. 

to  that  wol  my  jugement  withsay, 

y  for  alle  we  spenden  by  the  way. 

ye  vouch  eaauf  that  it  be  so, 

e  anon  withouten  wordes  mo, 

rol  erly  shapen  me  therfore. 

thing  was  granted,  and  our  othes  swore 

il  glad  herte,  and  praiden  him  also, 

wold  rouchesauf  for  to  don  so, 
X  he  wolde  ben  our  governour, 


And  of  our  tales  juge  and  reportour, 
And  sette  a  souper  at  a  certain  pris  ; 
And  we  wol  reuled  ben  at  his  devise, 
In  highe  and  lowe :  and  thus  by  on  assent, 
We  ben  accorded  to  his  jugement. 
And  therupon  the  win  was  fette  anon. 
We  dronken,  and  to  reste  wenten  eche  on, 
Withouten  any  lenger  tarying. 

A-morwe  whan  the  day  began  to  spring, 
Up  rose  our  hoste,  and  was  our  aller  ook, 
And  gaderd  us  togeder  in  a  flok, 
And  forth  we  riden  a  litel  more  than  pas, 
Unto  the  watering  of  Seint  Thomas : 
And  ther  our  hoste  began  his  hors  arest, 
And  saide  ;  lordes,  herkeneth  if  you  lest. 
Ye  wete  your  forword,  and  I  it  record. 
If  even-song  and  morwe-song  accord, 
Let  se  now  who  shal  telle  the  first  tale. 
As  ever  mote  I  drinken  win  or  ale, 
Who  so  is  rebel  to  my  jugement, 
Shal  pay  for  alle  that  by  the  way  is  spent. 
Now  draweth  cutte,  or  that  ye  forther  twinne. 
He  which  that  hath  the  shortest  shal  beginne. 

Sire  knight,  (quod  he)  my  maister  and  my  lord. 
Now  draweth  cutte,  for  that  is  min  accord. 
Cometh  nere,  (quod  he)  my  lady  prioresse, 
And  ye,  sire  clerk,  let  be  your  shamefastnesse, 
Ne  studieth  nought ;  lay  hand  to,  every  man. 

Anon  to  drawen  every  wight  began, 
And  shortly  for  to  tellen  as  it  was, 
Were  it  by  aventure,  or  sort,  or  cas, 
The  sothe  is  this,  the  cutte  felle  on  the  knight, 
Of  which  ful  blith  and  glad  was  every  wight ; 
And  tell  he  must  his  tale  as  was  reson, 
But  fnrword,  and  by  composition, 
As  ye  han  herd  ;  what  nedeth  wordes  mo ! 
And  whan  this  good  man  saw  that  it  was  so, 
As  he  that  wise  was  and  obedient 
To  kepe  his  forword  by  his  free  assent, 
He  saide  ;  sithen  I  shal  begin  this  game, 
What !  welcome  be  the  cutte  a  goddes  name. 
Now  let  us  ride,  and  herkeneth  what  I  say. 

And  with  that  word  we  riden  forth  our  way  ; 
And  he  began  with  right  a  mery  chere 
His  tale  anon,  and  saide  as  ye  shul  here. 


THE  KNIGHTES  TALE. 


i.  as  olde  stories  tellen  us, 
ks  a  duk  that  highte  Theseus, 
sues  he  was  lord  and  governour, 
his  time  swiche  a  conquemur, 
eter  was  ther  non  under  the  sonne. 
jy  a  riche  contree  had  he  wonne. 
ith  his  wisdom  and  his  chevalrie, 
[nerd  all  the  regne  of  Feniinie, 
lUom  was  ycleped  Scythia  ; 
dded  the  fresshe  quene  Ipolita, 
>ught  hire  home  with  him  to  his  contree 
oenel  glorie  and  gret  solempnitee, 
5  hire  yonge  suster  Emelie. 
is  with  victorie  and  with  melodie 
lis  worthy  duk  to  Athencs  ride, 
his  host,  in  armes  him  beside, 
eertes,  if  it  n'ere  to  long  to  here, 


I  wolde  have  told  you  fully  the  manere, 
How  wonnen  was  the  regne  of  Feminie, 
By  Theseus,  and  by  his  chevalrie  ; 
And  of  the  grete  bataille  for  the  nones 
Betwix  Athenes  and  the  Amasones  ; 
And  how  asseged  was  Ipolita 
The  faire  hardy  quene  of  Scythia  ; 
And  of  the  feste,  that  was  at  hire  wedding, 
And  of  the  temple  at  hire  home  coming. 
But  all  this  thing  I  moste  as  now  forbere. 
1  have,  God  wot,  a  large  feld  to  ere  ; 
And  weke  ben  the  oxen  in  my  plow. 
The  remenant  of  my  tale  is  long  ynow. 
I  wil  not  letten  eke  non  of  this  route. 
Let  every  felaw  telle  his  tale  aboute, 
And  let  se  now  who  shal  the  souper  winne. 
Ther  as  I  lefty  I  wil  agen  beginne. 
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This  duk,  of  whom  I  made  mentioun, 
Whan  he  was  oomen  almost  to  the  toun, 
In  all  his  wele  and  in  his  moste  pride, 
He  was  ware,  as  he  cast  his  eye  aside, 
Wher  that  ther  kneled  in  the  highe  wey 
A  compagnie  of  ladies,  twey  and  twey, 
Eche  after  other,  clad  in  clothes  blake  : 
Bat  swiche  a  crie  and  swiche  a  wo  they  make, 
That  in  this  world  n'is  creature  living, 
That  ever  herd  swiche  another  waimenting. 

•    And  of  this  crie  ne  wolde  they  never  stenten, 
Till  they  the  reines  of  his  bridel  henten. 

I       What  folk  be  ye  that  at  min  home  coming 
Perturben  so  my  feste  with  crying ! 
Quod  Theseus  ;  have  ye  so  grete  envie 
Of  min  honour,  that  thus  complaine  and  crie  t 
Or  who  hath  you  misboden,  or  offended ! 
Do  telle  me,  if  that  it  may  be  amended  ; 
And  why  ye  be  thus  clothed  alle  in  blake.! 
The  oldest  lady  of  hem  all  than  spake, 
*  I    Whan  she  had  swooned,  with  a  dedly  chere, 
That  it  was  reuthe  for  to  seen  and  here. 
She  savde ;  lord,  to  whom  fortune  hath  yeven 
Yictone,  and  as  a  oonquerour  to  liven, 
Nought  greveth  us  your  glorie  and  your  honour ; 
But  we  beseke  you  of  mercie  and  socour. 
Have  mercie  on  our  woe  and  our  distresse. 

'    Som  drope  of  pitee,  thurgh  thy  gentillesse, 

|    Upon  us  wretched  wimmen  let  now  falle. 

I    For  certes,  lord,  ther  n'is  non  of  us  alle, 
That  she  n'hath  ben  a  duchesse  or  a  queue 
Now  be  we  caitives,  as  it  is  wel  sene : 
Thanked  be  fortune,  and  hire  false  whele, 
That  non  estat  ensureth  to  be  wele. 
And  certes,  lord,  to  abiden  your  presence 
Here  in  this  temple  of  the  goddesse  Clem  en  ce 
We  ban  ben  waiting  all  this  fourtenight : 
Now  helpe  us,  lord,  sin  it  lieth  in  thy  might. 

I  wretched  wight,  that  wepe  and  waile  thus, 
Was  whilom  wif  to  king  Capaneus, 
That  starfe  at  Thebes,  cursed  be  that  day  : 
And  alle  we  that  ben  in  this  aray, 
And  maken  all  this  lamentation, 

!    We  losten  alle  our  husbondes  at  that  toun, 

j    While  that  the  sege  therabouten  lay. 

,    And  yet  now  the  olde  Creon,  wala  wa  ! 

!    That  lord  is  now  of  Thebes  the  citee, 

!    Fulfilled  of  ire  and  of  iniquitee, 

|    He  for  despit,  and  for  his  tyrannie, 
To  don  the  ded  bodies  a  vilanie, 

■    Of  alle  our  lordes,  which  that  ben  yslawe, 
Hath  alle  the  bodies  on  an  hepe  ydrawe, 
And  will  not  suffren  hem  by  non  assent 

J    Neyther  to  ben  yberied,  ne  ybrent, 
But  maketh  houndes  ete  hem  in  despite. 

I       And  with  that  word,  withouten  more  respite 
They  fallen  groff,  and  crien  pitou&ly  ; 

I    Have  on  us  wretched  wimmen  som  mercy, 
And  let  our  sorwe  sinken  in  thin  herte. 

I       This  gentil  duk  doun  from  his  courser  sterte 

|    With  herte  pitous,  whan  he  herd  hem  speke. 

|    Him  thoughte  that  his  herte  wolde  all  to-breke, 
Whan  he  saw  hem  so  pitous  and  so  mate, 

i    That  whilom  weren  of  so  gret  estate. 

!    And  in  his  armes  he  hem  all  up  hente, 

I    And  hem  comforted  in  ful  good  entente, 

j    And  swore  his  oth,  as  he  was  trewe  knight, 

j     lie  wolde  don  so  ferforthly  his  might 

i    Upon  the  tyrant  Creon  hem  to  wreke, 

{    That  all  the  peple  of  Grece  shulde  speke, 


How  Creon  was  of  Theseus  yserved, 

As  he  that  hath  his  deth  ful  wel  deserved. 

And  right  anon  withouten  more  abode 
His  banner  he  displaide,  and  forth  he  rode 
To  Thebes  ward,  and  all  his  host  beside :  j 
No  nere  Athenes  n'olde  he  go  ne  ride, 
Ne  take  his  ese  fully  half  a  day, 
But  onward  on  his  way  that  night  he  lay :  i 
And  sent  anon  Ipolita  the  queue,  i 
And  Emelie  hire  yonge  sister  shene  1 
Unto  the  toun  of  Athenes  for  to  dwell : 
And  forth  he  rit ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  telL 

The  red  statue  of  Mars  with  spere  and  targe 
So  shineth  in  his  white  banner  large, 
That  all  the  feldes  gliteren  up  and  doun :  I 
And  by  his  banner  borne  is  his  penon 
Of  gold  ful  riche,  in  which  ther  was  ybete 
The  Minotaure  which  that  he  slew  in  Crete. 
Thus  rit  this  duk,  thus  rit  this  conquerour, 
And  in  his  host  of  chevalrie  the  floor, 
Til  that  he  came  to  Thebes,  and  alight 
Fayre  in  a  feld,  ther  as  he  thought  to  fight 
But  shortly  for  to  spoken  of  this  thing, 
With  Creon,  which  that  was  of  Thebes  king,  . 
He  fought,  and  slew  him  manly  as  a  knight  1 
In  plaine  bataille,  and  put  his  folk  to  flight :  . 
And  by  assaut  he  wan  the  citee  after,  1 
And  rent  adoun  bothe  wall  and  sparre,  and  rafter ;  | 
And  to  the  ladies  he  restored  again  I 
The  bodies  of  hir  housbondes  that  were  slain, 
To  don  the  obsequies,  as  was  tho  the  gise. 

But  it  were  all  to  long  for  to  devise 
The  grete  clamour,  and  the  waimenting, 
W  niche  that  the  ladies  made  at  the  braining 
Of  the  bodies,  and  the  gret  honour,  I 
That  Theseus  the  noble  conquerour  \ 
Doth  to  the  ladies,  whan  they  from  him  wente :  i 
But  shortly  for  to  telle  is  min  entente. 

Whan  that  this  worthy  duk,  this  Theseus, 
Hath  Creon  slaine,  and  wonnen  Thebes  thus, 
Still  in  the  feld  he  toke  all  night  his  reste, 
And  did  with  all  the  contree  as  him  leste. 
To  ransake  in  the  tas  of  bodies  dede, 
Hem  for  to  stripe  of  harneis  and  of  wede, 
The  pillours  dide  hir  besinesse  and  cure, 
After  the  bataille  and  discomfiture. 
And  so  befell,  that  in  the  tas  they  found, 
Thurgh  girt  with  many  a  grevous  blody  wound, 
Two  yonge  knightes  ligging  by  and  by, 
Bothe  in  on  armes,  wrought  ful  richely : 
Of  whiche  two,  Arcita  highte  that  on, 
And  he  that  other  highte  ralamon. 
Not  fully  quik,  ne  fully  ded  they  were, 
But  by  hir  cote-armure,  and  by  hir  gere, 
The  heraudes  knew  hem  wel  in  special, 
As  tho  that  weren  of  the  blod  real 
Of  Thebes,  and  of  sustren  two  yborne. 
Out  of  the  tas  the  pillours  ban  hem  torne, 
And  han  hem  caried  soft  unto  the  tente 
Of  Theseus,  and  he  ful  sone  hem  sente 
To  Athenes,  for  to  dwellen  in  prison 
Perpetuel,  he  n'olde  no  raunson. 
And  whan  this  worthy  duk  had  thus  ydon, 
He  toke  his  host,  and  home  he  rit  anon 
With  laurer  crouned  as  a  conquerour ; 
And  ther  he  liveth  in  joye  and  in  honour 
Terme  of  his  lif ;  what  nedeth  wordes  mo ! 
And  in  a  tour,  in  anguish  and  in  wo, 
Dwellen  this  Palamon  and  eke  Arcite, 
For  evermo,  ther  may  no  gold  hem  quite. 
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passeth  yere  by  yere,  and  day  by  day, 
Lie  ones  in  a  morwe  of  May 
leiie,  that  fayrer  was  to  sene 
the  lilie  upon  his  stalke  grene, 
isher  than  the  May  with  floures  newe, 
h  the  rose  colour  strof  hire  hewe ; 
tiich  was  the  finer  of  hem  two) 
s  day,  as  she  was  wont  to  do, 
arisen,  and  all  redy  dight. 
'  wol  have  no  slogardie  a-night. 
n  priketh  every  gentil  herte, 
teeth  him  out  of  his  alepe  to  sterte, 
th,  arise,  and  do  thin  observance, 
laketh  Emelie  ban  remembrance 
tonour  to  May,  and  for  to  rise. 
1  was  she  fresshe  for  to  devise, 
we  here  was  broided  in  a  tresse, 
lire  back,  a  yerde  long  I  gesse. 
he  gardin  at  the  sonne  uprist 
teth  up  and  doun  wher  as  hire  list, 
lereth  floures,  partie  white  and  red, 
( a  sotel  gerlond  for  hire  bed, 
in  angel  nevenlich  she  song. 
»  tour,  that  was  so  thikke  and  strong, 
f  the  caste]  was  the  chef  dongeon, 
a  these  knightes  weren  in  prison, 
a  I  tolde  you,  and  tellen  shal) 
tn  joinant  to  the  gardin  wall, 
this  Emelie  had  hire  playing, 
t  was  the  sonne,  and  ciere  that  morwening, 
amon,  this  woful  prisoner, 
lis  wone,  by  leve  of  his  gayler 
m,  and  romed  in  a  chambre  on  high, 
l  he  all  the  noble  citee  sigh, 
the  gardin,  ful  of  branches  grene, 
this  fresshe  Emelia  the  shene 
hire  walk,  and  romed  up  and  doun. 
orweful  prisoner,  this  Palamon 
his  chambre  roming  to  and  fro, 
limselfe  complaining  of  his  wo : 
was  borne,  ful  oft  he  sayd,  alas  ! 

0  befell,  by  aventure  or  cas, 

trgh  a  window  thikke  of  many  a  barre 

gret,  and  square  as  any  sparre, 

his  eyen  upon  Emelia, 

rwithal  he  blent  and  cried,  a  ! 

gh  he  stongen  were  unto  the  herte. 

rith  that  crie  Arcite  anon  up  sterte, 

le,  cosin  min,  what  eyleth  thee, 

so  pale  and  dedly  for  to  see  t 
deat  thou  t  who  hath  thee  don  offence ! 
ies  love,  take  all  in  patience 
on,  for  it  may  non  other  be. 
hath  yeven  us  this  advershe. 
ke  aspect  or  disposition 
rue,  by  som  constellation, 
ven  us  this,  although  we  had  it  sworn, 

the  heven  whan  that  we  were  born, 
te  endure  :  this  is  the  short  and  plain, 
'alamon  answerde,  and  sayde  again ; 
>rsoth  of  this  opinion 
si  a  vaine  imagination, 
ion  caused  me  not  for  to  crie. 
as  hurt  right  now  thurghout  min  eye 

1  herte,  that  wol  my  bane  be. 
rnesse  of  a  lady  that  I  se 

the  gardin  roming  to  and  fro, 

of  all  my  crying  and  my  wo. 
he'r  she  be  woman  or  goddesse. 
lus  is  it,  sothly,  as  I  gesse. 


And  therwithall  on  knees  adoun  he  fill, 
And  sayde :  Venus,  if  it  be  your  will 
You  in  this  gardin  thus  to  transfigure, 
Beforn  me  sorweful  wretched  creature, 
Out  of  this  prison  helpe  that  we  may  scape. 
And  if  so  be  our  destinee  be  shape 
By  eterne  word  to  dien  in  prison, 
Of  our  lignage  have  som  compassion, 
That  if  so  low  ybrought  by  tyrannic. 

And  with  that  word  Arcita  gan  espie 
Wher  as  this  lady  romed  to  and  fro. 
And  with  that  sight  hire  beautee  hurt  him  so, 
That  if  that  Palamon  were  wounded  sore, 
Arcite  is  hurt  as  moche  as  he,  or  more. 
And  with  a  sigh  he  sayde  pitously  : 
The  fresshe  beautee  sleth  me  sodenly 
Of  hire  that  rometh  in  the  yonder  place. 
And  but  I  have  hire  mercie  and  hire  grace, 
That  I  may  seen  hire  at  the  teste  way, 
I  n*am  but  ded  ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  sav. 

This  Palamon,  whan  he  these  wordes  herd, 
Dispitously  he  loked,  and  answerd : 
Whether  sayest  thou  this  in  era  est  or  in  play ! 

Nay,  quod  Arcite,  in  ernest  by  my  fay. 
God  helpe  me  so,  me  lust  full  yvel  pley. 

This  Palamon  gan  knit  his  browes  twey. 
It  were,  quod  he,  to  thee  no  gret  honour 
For  to  be  false,  ne  for  to  be  traytour 
To  me,  that  am  thy  cosin  and  thy  brother 
Ysworne  ful  depe,  and  eche  of  us  to  other, 
That  never  for  to  dien  in  the  Deine, 
Til  that  the  deth  departen  shal  us  tweine, 
Neyther  of  us  in  love  to  hindre  other, 
Ne  in  non  other  cas,  my  leve  brother ; 
But  that  thou  shuldest  trewely  forther  me 
In  every  cas,  as  I  shuld  forther  thee. 
This  was  thin  oth,  and  min  also  certain  ; 
1  wot  it  wel,  thou  darst  it  not  withsain. 
Thus  art  thou  of  my  conseil  out  of  doute. 
And  now  thou  woldest  falsly  ben  aboute 
To  love  my  lady,  whom  I  love  and  serve,  • 
And  ever  shal,  til  that  min  herte  sterve. 

Now  certes,  false  Arcite,  thou  shalt  not  so. 
I  loved  hire  firste,  and  tolde  thee  my  wo 
As  to  my  conseil,  and  my  brother  sworne 
To  forther  me,  as  I  have  told  beforne. 
For  which  thou  art  vbounden  as  a  knight 
To  helpen  me,  if  it  he  in  thy  might, 
Or  elles  art  thou  false,  I  dare  wel  sain. 

This  Arcita  full  proudly  spake  again. 
Thou  shalt,  quod  he,  be  rather  false  than  I. 
And  thou  art  false,  I  tell  thee  utterly. 
For  par  amour  I  loved  hire  first  or  thou. 
What  wolt  thou  sayn  t  thou  wisted  nat  right  now 
Whether  she  were  a  woman  or  a  goddesse. 
Thin  is  affection  of  holinesse, 
And  min  is  love,  as  to  a  creature  : 
For  which  I  tolde  thee  min  aventure 
As  to  my  cosin,  and  my  brother  sworne. 

I  pose,  that  thou  lovedest  hire  beforne  : 
Wost  thou  not  wel  the  olde  clerkes  sawe, 
That  who  shall  give  a  lover  any  lawe ! 
Love  is  a  greter  lawe  by  my  pan, 
Then  may  be  yeven  of  any  erthly  man  : 
And  therfore  positif  lawe,  and  swiche  decree 
Is  broken  all  day  for  love  in  eche  decree. 
A  roan  moste  nedes  love  maugre  his  bed. 
He  may  not  fleen  it,  though  he  shuld  be  ded, 
All  be  she  maid,  or  widewe,  or  elles  wif. 

And  eke  it  is  not  likely  all  thy  lif 
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To  stondeo  in  hire  grace,  no  more  shal  I : 
For  wel  thon  wort  thyselven  veraily, 
That  thou  and  I  be  damned  to  prison 
Perpetuel,  us  gaineth  no  raunson. 

We  strive,  as  did  the  houndes  for  the  bone, 
They  fought  all  day,  and  yet  hir  part  was  none. 
Ther  came  a  kyte,  while  that  they  were  so  wrothe, 
And  bare  away  the  bone  betwix  hem  bothe. 
And  therfore  at  the  kinees  court,  my  brother, 
Eche  man  for  himself,  ther  is  non  other. 
Love  if  thee  lust ;  for  I  love  and  ay  shal : 
And  sothly,  leve  brother,  this  is  al. 
Here  in  this  prison  mosten  we  endure, 
And  everich  of  us  take  his  a  venture. 

Gret  was  the  strif,  and  long  betwix  hem  twey, 
If  that  I  hadde  leiser  for  to  sey : 
But  to  th'  effect.   It  happed  on  a  day, 
(To  tell  it  you  as  shortly  as  I  may) 
A  worthy  duk  that  highte  Perithous, 
That  felaw  was  to  this  duk  Theseus 
Sin  thtlke  day  that  they  were  children  lite, 
Was  come  to  Athenes,  his  felaw  to  viaite, 
And  for  to  play,  as  he  was  wont  to  do. 
For  in  this  world  he  loved  no  man  so  : 
And  he  loved  him  as  tendrely  again. 
So  wel  they  loved,  as  olde  bokes  sain, 
That  whan  that  on  was  ded,  sothly  to  telle, 
His  felaw  wente  and  sought  him  doun  in  helle : 
But  of  that  storie  list  me  not  to  write. 

Duk  Perithous  loved  wel  Arcite, 
And  had  him  knowe  at  Thebes  yere  by  yere : 
And  finally  at  request  and  praiere 
Of  Perithous,  withouten  any  raunson 
Duk  Theseus  him  let  out  of  prison, 
Frely  to  gon,  wher  that  him  list  over  all, 
In  swiche  a  gise,  as  I  you  tellen  shall. 

This  was  the  forword,  plainly  for  to  endite, 
Betwixen  Theseus  and  him  Arcite: 
That  if  so  were,  that  Arcite  were  yfound 
Ever  in  his  lif,  by  day  or  night,  o  stound 
In  any  con  tree  of  this  Theseus, 
And  he  were  caught,  it  was  accorded  thus, 
That  with  a  swerd  he  shulde  lese  his  hed  ; 
Ther  was  non  other  remedie  ne  rede. 
But  taketh  his  leve,  and  homeward  he  hira  spedde  ; 
Let  him  beware,  his  nekke  lieth  to  wedde. 

How  gret  a  sorwe  suffereth  now  Arcite  ! 
The  deth  he  feleth  thurgh  his  herte  smite  ; 
He  wepeth,  waileth,  crieth  pitously ; 
To  sleen  himself  he  waiteth  prively. 
He  said ;  Alas  the  day  that  I  was  borne  ! 
Now  is  my  prison  werse  than  beforne  : 
Now  is  me  shape  eternally  to  dwelle 
Not  only  in  purgatorie,  but  in  helle. 
Alas  !  that  ever  I  knew  Perithous. 
For  elles  had  I  dwelt  with  Theseus 
Yfetered  in  his  prison  evermo. 
Than  had  1  ben  in  blisse,  and  not  in  wo. 
Only  the  sight  of  hire,  whom  that  1  serve, 
Though  that  I  never  hire  grace  may  deserve, 
Wold  have  sufficed  right  ynough  for  me. 

O  dere  cosin  Palamon,  quod  he, 
Thin  is  the  vie  tone  of  this  aventure. 
Ful  bliaful  in  prison  maiest  thou  endure  : 
In  prison  !  certes  nay,  but  in  paradise. 
Wel  hath  fortune  yturned  thee  the  dise, 
That  hast  the  sight  of  hire,  and  I  th'  absence. 
For  possible  is,  sin  thou  hast  hire  presence, 
And  art  a  knight,  a  worthy  and  an  able, 
That  by  som  cas,  sin  fortune  is  changeable, 


Thou  maiest  to  thy  desir  som  time  atteine. 
But  I  that  am  exiled,  and  barreine 
Of  alle  grace,  and  in  so  gret  despaire, 
That  ther  n'is  erthe,  water,  fire,  ne  aire, 
Ne  creature,  that  of  hem  xnaked  is, 
That  may  me  hele,  or  don  comfort  in  this, 
Wel  ought  I  sterve  in  wanhope  and  distresse. 
Farewel  my  lif,  my  lust,  and  my  gladneooc. 

Alas,  why  plainen  men  so  in  commune 
Of  purveyance  of  God,  or  of  fortune, 
That  yeveth  hem  ful  oft  in  many  a  gise 
Wel  better  than  they  can  hemself  devise  1 
Som  man  desireth  for  to  have  richesse, 
That  cause  is  of  his  murdre  or  gret  siknesse. 
And  som  man  wold  out  of  his  prison  fayn, 
That  in  his  house  is  of  his  meinie  slain. 
Infinite  harmes  ben  in  this  matece. 
We  wote  not  what  thing  that  we  praien  here. 
We  faren  as  he  that  dronke  is  as  a  mous. 
A  dronken  man  wot  wel  he  hath  an  hona, 
But  he  ne  wot  which  is  the  right  wav  thider, 
And  to  a  dronken  man  the  way  is  slider. 
And  certes  in  this  world  so  faren  we. 

We  seken  fast  after  felicite, 
But  we  go  wrong  ful  often  trewely. 
Thus  we  may  sayen  alle,  and  namely  I, 
That  wende,  and  had  a  gret  opinion, 
That  if  I  might  escapen  fro  prison 
Than  had  I  ben  in  joye  and  parfite  held, 
Ther  now  I  am  exiled  fro  my  weJe. 
Sin  that  I  may  not  seen  you,  Emelie, 
I  n'am  but  ded  ;  ther  n'is  no  remedie. 

Upon  that  other  aide  Palamon, 
Whan  that  he  wist  Arcita  was  agon, 
Swiche  sorwe  he  maketh,  that  the  grete  tour 
Kesouned  of  his  yelling  and  clamour. 
The  pure  fetters  on  his  shinnes  grete 
Were  oi  his  bitter  salte  teres  wete. 

Alas  !  quod  he,  Arcita  cosin  min, 
Of  all  our  strif,  God  wot,  the  finite  is  thin. 
Thou  walkest  now  in  Thebes  at  thy  large, 
And  of  my  wo  thou  yevest  litel  charge. 
Thou  maist,  sith  thou  hast  wisdom  and  manhede, 
Assemblen  all  the  folk  of  our  kinrede, 
And  make  a  werre  so  sharpe  on  this  con  tree, 
That  by  som  aventure,  or  som  tretee, 
Thou  maist  have  hire  to  lady  and  to  wif. 
For  whom  that  I  must  nedes  lese  my  lif. 
For  as  by  way  of  possibilitee, 
Sith  thou  art  at  thy  large  of  prison  free, 
And  art  a  lord,  gret  is  thin  avantage, 
More  than  is  min,  that  sterve  here  in  a  cage. 
For  I  may  wepe  and  waile,  while  that  I  live, 
With  all  the  wo  that  prison  may  me  yeve, 
And  eke  with  peine  that  love  me  yeveth  also, 
That  doubleth  all  my  tourinent  and  my  wo. 

Therwith  the  fire  of  jalousie  up  sterte 
Within  his  brest,  and  hent  him  by  the  herte 
So  woodly,  that  he  like  was  to  behold 
The  box-tree,  or  the  ashen  ded  and  cold. 
Than  said  he ;  0  cruel  goddes,  that  governe 
This  world  with  binding  of  your  word  eterne, 
And  writen  in  the  table  of  athamant 
Your  parlement  and  your  eterne  grant. 
What  is  mankind  more  unto  you  yhold 
Than  is  the  shepe,  that  rouketh  in  the  fold  ! 
For  slain  is  man,  right  as  another  beest, 
And  dwelleth  eke  in  prison,  and  arrest, 
And  hath  siknesse,  and  gret  adveraite, 
And  oftentimes  gilteles  parde. 
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governance  is  in  this  prescience, 
teles  tunnenteth  innocence  t 

encreseth  this  all  my  penance, 
in  is  boonden  to  his  observance 
Ides  sake  to  leten  of  his  will, 

a  beest  may  all  his  Inst  fulfill, 
an  a  beest  is  ded,  he  hath  no  peine  ; 
1  after  his  deth  mote  wepe  and  pleine, 

in  this  world  he  have  care  and  wo : 
ten  donte  it  maye  stonden  so. 
nawer  of  this  lete  1  to  divines, 

I  wote,  that  in  this  world  gret  pine  is. 
.  see  a  serpent  or  a  thefe, 
wy  a  trewe  man  hath  do  meschefe, 
his  large,  and  wher  him  lust  may  turn, 
teste  ben  in  prison  thurgh  Saturn, 
3  thurgh  Juno,  jsJous  and  eke  wood, 
th  wel  neye  destruied  all  the  blood 
>es,  with  his  waste  walles  wide, 
nus  sleeth  me  on  that  other  side 
tune,  and  fere  of  him  Arcite. 
wol  I  stent  of  Palamon  a  lite, 
en  him  in  his  prison  still  dwelle, 
Arcita  forth  I  wol  you  telle, 
ommer  passe  th,  and  the  nightes  long 
n  double  wise  the  peines  strong 

the  lover,  and  of  the  prisoner, 
hich  hath  the  wofuller  mistere. 
rtly  for  to  say,  this  Palamon 
elly  is  damned  to  prison, 
les  and  in  fetters  to  ben  ded  ; 
cite  is  exiled  on  his  bed 
rmore  as  out  of  that  contree, 
rr  more  he  shal  his  lady  see. 
iovem  axe  I  now  this  question, 
ih  the  werse,  Arcite  or  Palamon  f 

may  se  his  lady  day  by  day, 
prison  moste  he  dwellen  alway. 
tier  wher  him  lust  may  ride  or  go, 

his  lady  shal  he  never  mo. 
meth  as  you  liste,  ye  that  can, 
ol  tell  you  forth  as  I  began, 
i  that  Arcite  to  Thebes  comen  was, 
a  day  he  swelt  and  said  alas, 

his  lady  shal  he  never  mo. 
>rtly  to  concluden  all  his  wo, 
lei  sorwe  hadde  never  creature, 
or  shal  be,  while  the  world  may  dure. 
*,  his  mete,  his  drinke  is  him  byraft, 
le  he  wex,  and  drie  as  is  a  shaft, 
n  hoi  we,  and  grisly  to  behold, 
re  falwe,  and  pale  as  ashen  cold, 
itary  he  was,  and  ever  alone, 
iling  all  the  night,  making  his  mone. 
lie  herde  song  or  instrument, 
old  he  wepe,  he  mighte  not  be  stent, 
t  were  his  spirites,  and  so  low, 
roged  so,  that  no  man  coude  know 
che  ne  his  vois,  though  men  it  herd, 
his  gere,  for  all  the  world  he  ferd 

only  like  the  lovers  maladie 
«,  but  rather  ylike  manie, 
red  of  humours  melancolike, 
i  his  bed  in  his  celle  fantastike. 
ortly  turned  was  all  up  so  doun 
ibit  and  eke  dispositioun 
,  this  woful  lover,  dan  Arcite. 
hold  I  all  day  of  his  wo  endite  ! 
n  he  endured  had  a  yere  or  two 
uel  torment,  and  this  peine  and  wo, 


At  Thebes,  in  his  contree,  as  I  said, 

Upon  a  night  in  slope  as  he  him  laid, 

Him  thought  how  that  the  winged  god  Mercury 

Beforne  him  stood,  and  bad  him  to  be  mery. 

His  slepy  yerde  in  hond  he  bare  upright ; 

An  hat  he  wered  upon  his  heres  bright. 

Arraied  was  this  god  (as  he  toke  kepe) 

As  he  was  whan  that  Argus  toke  his  slepe ; 

And  said  him  thus :  To  Athenes  shalt  thou  wende ; 

Ther  is  thee  shapen  of  thy  wo  an  ende. 

And  with  that  word  Arcite  awoke  and  stert 
Now  trewely  how  sore  that  ever  me  smert, 
Quod  he,  to  Athenes  right  now  wol  I  fare. 
Ne  for  no  drede  of  deth  shal  I  not  spare 
To  se  my  lady,  that  I  love  and  serve  ; 
In  hire  presence  1  rekke  not  to  sterve. 
And  with  that  word  he  caught  a  gret  mirrour, 
And  saw  that  changed  was  all  his  colour, 
And  saw  his  visage  all  in  another  kind. 
And  right  anon  it  ran  him  in  his  mind, 
That  sith  his  face  was  so  disfigured 
Of  maladie  the  which  he  had  endured, 
He  mighte  wel,  if  that  he  bare  him  lowe, 
Live  in  Athenes  evermore  unknowe, 
And  sen  his  lady  wel  nigh  day  by  day. 
And  right  anon  he  changed  his  aray, 
And  clad  him  as  a  poure  labourer. 
And  all  alone,  save  only  a  squier, 
That  knew  his  privitee  and  all  his  cas, 
Which  was  disguised  pourely  as  he  was, 
To  Athenes  is  he  gon  the  ncxte  way. 
And  to  the  court  he  went  upon  a  day, 
And  at  the  gate  he  proffered  his  service, 
To  drugge  and  draw,  what  so  men  wold  devise. 
And  shortly  of  this  matere  for  to  sayn, 
He  fell  in  office  with  a  chamberlain, 
The  which  that  dwelling  was  with  Emelie. 
For  he  was  wise,  and  coude  sone  espie 
Of  every  servant,  which  that  served  hire. 
Wel  coude  he  howen  wood,  and  water  bere, 
For  he  was  yonge  and  mighty  for  the  nones, 
And  therto  he  was  strong  and  biff  of  bones 
To  don  that  any  wight  can  him  devise. 

A  yere  or  two  he  was  in  this  service, 
Page  of  the  chambre  of  Emelie  the  bright ; 
And  Philostrate  he  sayde  that  he  night. 
But  half  so  wel  beloved  a  man  as  he, 
Ne  was  ther  never  in  court  of  his  degre. 
He  was  so  gentil  of  conditioun, 
That  thurghout  all  the  court  was  his  renoun. 
They  sayden  that  it  were  a  charite 
That  Theseus  wold  enhaunsen  his  degre, 
And  putten  him  in  worshipful  service, 
Ther  as  he  might  his  vertues  exercise. 
And  thus  within  a  while  his  name  is  spronge 
Both  of  his  dedes,  and  of  his  good  tonge, 
That  Theseus  hath  taken  him  of  ner 
That  of  his  chambre  he  made  him  a  squier, 
And  gave  him  gold  to  mainteine  his  degre  ; 
And  eke  men  brought  him  out  of  his  contre 
Fro  vere  to  yere  ful  prively  his  rent. 
But  honestly  and  sleighly  he  it  spent, 
That  no  man  wondred  how  that  he  it  hadde. 
And  thre  yere  in  this  wise  his  lif  he  ladde, 
And  bare  him  so  in  pees  an  eke  in  werre, 
Ther  n'as  no  man  that  Theseus  hath  derre. 
And  in  this  blisse  let  I  now  Arcite, 
And  speke  1  wol  of  Palamon  a  lite. 

In  derkenesse  and  horrible  and  strong  prison 
This  seven  yere  hath  sitten  Palamon, 
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Forpined,  what  for  love  and  for  distresse. 
Who  feleth  doable  sorwe  and  hevinesse 
But  Palamon !  that  love  distraineth  bo, 
That  wood  out  of  his  wit  he  goth  for  wo, 
And  eke  therto  he  is  a  prisonere 
Perpetuell,  not  only  for  a  yere. 

Who  coude  rime  in  English  proprely 
His  martirdom !  forsoth  it  am  not  I, 
Therfore  I  passe  as  lightly  as  I  may. 
It  fell  that  in  the  seventh  yere  in  May 
The  thridde  night,  (as  olde  bokea  sayn, 
That  all  this  storie  tellen  more  plain) 
Were  it  by  a  venture  or  destinee, 
(As,  whan  a  thing  is  shapen,  it  shal  be,) 
That  sone  after  the  midnight,  Palamon 
By  helping  of  a  frend  brake  his  prison, 
And  fleeth  the  cite  faste  as  he  may  go, 
For  he  had  yeven  drinke  his  gayler  so 
Of  a  olarre,  made  of  a  certain  wine, 
With  Narcotikes  and  Opie  of  Thebes  fine, 
That  all  the  night  though  that  men  wold  him  shake, 
The  gailer  slept,  he  mighte  not  awake. 
And  thus  he  fleeth  as  faste  as  ever  he  may. 

The  night  was  short,  and  faste  by  the  day, 
That  nedes  cost  he  moste  himselven  hide. 
And  to  a  grove  faste  ther  beside 
With  dredful  foot  than  stalketh  Palamon. 
For  shortly  this  was  his  opinion, 
That  in  that  grove  he  wold  him  hide  all  day, 
And  in  the  night  than  wold  he  take  his  way 
To  Thebes  ward,  his  frendes  for  to  preie 
On  Theseus  to  helpen  him  werreie. 
And  shortly,  eyther  he  wold  lese  his  lif, 
Or  winnen  Emelie  unto  his  wif. 
This  is  the  effect,  and  his  entente  plein. 

Now  wol  T  turnen  to  Arcite  agein, 
That  litel  wist  how  neighe  was  his  care, 
Til  that  fortune  had  brought  him  in  the  snare. 
The  besy  larke,  the  messager  of  day, 
Salewith  in  hire  song  the  morwe  gray  ; 
And  firy  Phebus  riseth  up  so  bright, 
That  all  ths  orient  laugheth  of  the  sight, 
And  with  his  stremes  drieth  in  the  greves 
The  silver  dropes,  hanging  on  the  leves, 
And  Arcite,  that  is  in  the  court  real 
With  Theseus  the  squier  principal, 
Is  risen,  and  loketh  on  the  mery  day. 
And  for  to  don  his  observance  to  May, 
Remembring  on  the  point  of  his  desire, 
He  on  his  courser,  sterling  as  the  fire, 
Is  ridden  to  the  feldes  him  to  pley, 
Out  of  the  court,  were  it  a  mile  or  twey. 
And  to  the  grove  of  which  that  I  you  told, 
By  aventure  his  way  he  gan  to  hold, 
To  maken  him  a  gerlond  of  the  greves, 
Were  it  of  woodbind  or  of  hauthom  leves, 
And  loud  he  song  agen  the  sonne  shene. 

O  Maye,  with  all  thy  floures  and  thy  grene, 
Right  welcome  be  thou  faire  freshe  May, 
I  hope  that  I  some  grene  here  getten  may. 
And  from  his  courser,  with  a  lusty  herte 
Into  the  grove  ful  hastily  he  sterte, 
And  in  a  path  he  romed  up  and  doun, 
Ther  as  by  aventure  this  Palamon 
Was  in  a  bush,  that  no  man  might  him  se, 
For  sore  afered  of  his  deth  was  he. 
Nothing  ne  knew  he  that  it  was  Arcite. 
God  wot  he  wold  have  trowed  it  ful  lite. 
But  Both  is  said,  gon  sithen  are  many  veres, 
That  feld  hath  eyen,  and  the  wood  hath  eres. 


It  is  ful  faire  a  man  to  bere  him  even, 
For  al  day  meten  men  at  onset  steven. 
Ful  litel  wote  Arcite  of  his  felaw, 
That  was  so  neigh  to  herken  of  his  saw, 
For  in  the  bush  he  sitteth  now  ful  still. 

Whan  that  Arcite  had  romed  all  his  fill, 
And  songen  all  the  roundel  lustily, 
Into  a  studie  he  fell  sodenly, 
As  don  these  lovers  in  hir  queinte  geres, 
Now  in  the  crop,  and  now  doun  in  the  breres, 
Now  up,  now  doun,  as  boket  in  a  well. 
Right  as  the  Friday,  sothly  for  to  tell, 
Now  shineth  it,  and  now  it  raineth  fast, 
Right  so  can  gery  Venus  overcast 
The  hertes  of  hire  folk,  right  as  hire  day 
Is  gerfull,  right  so  changeth  she  aray. 
Selde  is  the  Friday  all  the  weke  ylike. 

Whan  Arcite  had  ysonge,  he  gan  to  sike, 
And  set  him  doun  withouten  any  more : 
Alas !  (quod  he)  the  day  that  I  was  bore ! 
How  longe,  Juno,  thurgh  thy  cruel  tee 
Wilt  thou  werreien  Thebes  the  citee ! 
Alas !  ybrought  is  to  confusion 
The  blood  real  of  Cadme  and  Amphion : 
Of  Cadmus,  which  that  was  the  firste  man, 
That  Thebes  built,  or  firste  the  toon  began, 
And  of  the  citee  firste  was  crouned  king. 
Of  his  linage  am  I,  and  his  ofspring 
By  veray  line,  as  of  the  stok  real : 
And  now  I  am  so  caitif  and  so  thral, 
That  he  that  is  my  mortal  enemy, 
I  serve  him  as  his  squier  pourely. 
And  yet  doth  Juno  me  wel  more  shame, 
For  I  dare  not  beknowe  min  owen  name, 
But  ther  as  I  was  wont  to  highte  Arcite, 
Now  highte  I  Philostrat,  not  worth  a  mite. 
Alas !  thou  fell  Mars,  alas !  thou  Juno, 
Thus  hath  your  ire  our  linage  all  fordo, 
Save  only  me,  and  wretched:  Palamon, 
That  Theseus  martireth  in  prison. 
And  over  all  this,  to  slen  me  utterly, 
Love  hath  his  firy  dart  so  brenningly 
Ystiked  thurgh  my  trewe  careful  hert, 
That  shapen  was  my  deth  erst  than  my  short 
Ye  slen  me  with  your  eyen,  Emelie ; 
Ye  ben  the  cause  wherfore  that  I  die. 
Of  all  the  remenant  of  min  other  care 
Ne  set  1  not  the  mountance  of  a  tare, 
So  that  1  coud  don  ought  to  your  plesanee. 

And  with  that  word  he  fell  doun  in  a  trance 
A  longe  time ;  and  afterward  up  sterte 
This  Palamon,  that  thought  thurshout  his  herte 
He  felt  a  colde  swerd  sodenly  glide : 
For  ire  he  quoke,  no  lenger  wolde  he  hide. 
And  whan  that  he  had  herd  Arcites  tale, 
As  he  were  wood,  with  face  ded  and  pale, 
He  sterte  him  up  out  of  the  bushes  thikke, 
And  sayde :  False  Arcite,  false  traitour  wicke, 
Now  art  thou  hent,  that  lovest  my  lady  so, 
For  whom  that  I  have  all  this  peine  and  wo, 
And  art  my  blood,  and  to  my  conseil  sworn, 
As  I  ful  oft  have  told  thee  herebeforn, 
And  hast  be  japed  here  duk  Theseus, 
And  falsely  changed  hast  thy  name  thus ; 
I  wol  be  ded,  or  elles  thou  shalt  die. 
Thou  shalt  not  love  my  lady  Emelie, 
But  I  wol  love  hire  only  and  no  mo. 
For  I  am  Palamon  thy  mortal  fo. 
And  though  that  1  no  wepen  have  in  this  place, 
But  out  of  prison  am  astert  by  grace, 
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nought,  that  eyther  thou  shalt  die, 

ne  sh&lt  nat  loven  Emelie. 

hich  thou  wolt,  for  thou  shalt  not  asterte. 

Arcite  tho,  with  ful  dispitous  herte, 

e  him  knew,  and  had  his  tale  herd, 

as  a  leon,  pulled  out  a  swerd, 

de  thus  ;  By  God  that  sitteth  above, 

that  thou  art  sike,  and  wood  for  lore, 
i  that  thou  no  wepen  hast  in  this  place, 
uldest  never  out  of  this  grove  pace, 
>u  ne  shuldest  dien  of  min  hond. 
?fie  the  sure  tee  and  the  bond, 
hat  thou  aaist  that  I  have  made  to  thee, 
veray  fool,  thinke  wel  that  love  is  free, 
rol  love  hire  maugre  all  thy  might. 

thou  art  a  worthy  gentil  knight, 
nest  to  darraine  hire  by  bataille, 
ire  my  trouth,  to-morwe  I  will  not  faille, 
<en  weting  of  any  other  wight, 
re  I  wol  be  founden  as  a  knight, 
ngen  harneis  right  ynough  for  thee ; 
«e  the  beste,  and  leve  the  werste  for  me. 
te  and  drinke  this  night  wol  I  bring 

for  thee,  and  clothes  for  thy  bedding. 

0  be  that  thou  my  lady  win, 
me  in  this  wode,  ther  I  am  in, 
aist  wel  have  thy  lady  as  for  me. 
Palamon  answerd,  I  grant  it  thee, 
is  they  ben  departed  til  a-morwe, 

cbe  of  hem  hath  laid  his  faith  to  borwe. 

[ride,  out  of  alle  charitee ! 

,  that  wolt  no  felaw  have  with  thee ! 

1  is  aayde,  that  love  ne  lordship 

,  his  thankes,  have  no  felawship. 
len  that  Ardte  and  Palamon. 
» is  ridden  anon  unto  the  toun, 
the  morwe,  or  it  were  day  light, 
cly  two  harneis  hath  he  (light, 
ffisant  and  mete  to  darreine 
ulle  in  the  feld  betwix  hem  tweine. 
his  hors,  alone  as  he  was  borne, 
sth  all  this  harneis  him  beforne ; 
the  grove,  at  time  and  place  ysette, 
cite  and  this  Palamon  ben  raette. 
ngen  gan  the  colour  of  hir  face, 
i  the  hunter  in  the  regne  of  Trace 
odeth  at  a  gappe  with  a  spere, 
anted  is  the  lion  or  the  here, 
■etc  him  come  rushing  in  the  greves, 
king  bothe  the  boughes  and  the  leves, 
iketh,  here  cometh  ray  mortal  enemy, 
iten  faille,  he  must  be  ded  or  I ; 
ler  I  mote  slen  him  at  the  gappe ; 
ote  slen  me,  if  that  me  mishappe : 
<n  they,  in  changing  of  hir  hewe, 
s  eyther  of  hem  ever  knewe. 
is  no  good  day,  ne  no  saluing. 
it  wi thou  ten  wordes  rehersing, 
of  hem  halpe  to  armen  other, 
Uy,  as  he  were  his  owen  brother. 
rr  that,  with  sharpe  speres  strong 
neden  eche  at  other  wonder  long, 
ghtest  wenen,  that  this  Palamon 
ghting  were  as  a  wood  leon, 
i  cruel  tigre  was  Ardte : 
;  bores  gan  they  togeder  smite, 
then  white  an  fome  for  ire  wood, 
te  ancle  foughte  they  in  hir  blood.  ' 
his  wise  I  let  hem  fighting  dwelle, 
Ji  I  wol  of  Theseus  you  telle. 


The  destinee,  ministre  general, 
That  executeth  in  the  world  over  al 
The  purveiance,  that  God  hath  sen  beforne ; 
So  strong  it  is,  that  though  the  world  had  sworne 
The  contrary  of  a  thing  by  ya  or  nay, 
Yet  somtime  it  shall  fallen  on  a  day 
That  falleth  nat  efte  in  a  thousand  yere. 
For  certainly  our  appetites  here, 
Be  it  of  werre,  or  pees,  or  hate,  or  love, 
All  is  this  ruled  by  the  sight  above. 
This  mene  I  now  by  mighty  Theseus, 
That  for  to  hunten  is  so  desirous, 
And  namely  at  the  grete  hart  in  May, 
That  in  his  bed  ther  daweth  him  no  day, 
That  he  n'is  clad,  and  redy  for  to  ride 
With  hunte  and  home,  and  houndes  him  beside. 
For  in  his  hunting  hath  he  swiche  delite, 
That  it  is  all  his  joye  and  appetite 
To  ben  himself  the  grete  hartes  bane, 
For  after  Mars  he  serveth  now  Diane. 

Clere  was  the  day,  as  I  have  told  or  this, 
And  Theseus,  with  alle  joye  and  blis, 
With  his  Ipolita,  the  favre  quene, 
And  Emelie,  yclothed  all  in  grene, 
On  hunting  ben  thev  ridden  really. 
And  to  the  grove,  that  stood  ther  faste  by, 
In  which  ther  was  an  hart  as  men  him  told, 
Duk  Theseus  the  streite  way  hath  hold. 
And  to  the  launde  he  rideth  him  ful  right, 
Ther  was  the  hart  ywont  to  have  his  flight, 
And  over  a  brooke,  and  so  forth  on  his  wey. 
This  duk  wol  have  a  cours  at  him  or  twey 
With  houndes,  swiche  as  him  lust  to  commaunde. 
And  when  this  duk  was  comen  to  the  launde, 
Under  the  sonne  he  loked,  and  anon 
He  was  ware  of  Arcite  and  Palamon, 
That  fouffhten  breme,  as  it  were  bolles  two. 
The  brighte  swerdes  wenten  to  and  fro 
So  hidously,  that  with  the  leste  stroke 
It  semed  that  it  wolde  felle  an  oke. 
But  what  they  weren,  nothing  he  ne  wote. 
This  duk  his  courser  with  his  sporres  smote, 
And  at  a  stert  he  was  betwix  hem  two, 
And  pulled  out  a  swerd  and  cried,  ho ! 
No  more,  up  peine  of  losing  of  your  hed. 
By  mighty  Mars,  he  shal  anon  be  ded, 
That  smiteth  any  stroke,  that  I  may  sen. 
But  telleth  me  what  mistere  men  ye  ben, 
That  ben  so  hardy  for  to  fighten  here 
Withouten  any  juge  other  officere, 
As  though  it  were  in  listes  really. 

This  Palamon  answered  hastily, 
And  saide  :  Sire,  what  nedeth  wordes  mo  I 
We  have  the  deth  deserved  bothe  two. 
Two  woful  wretches  ben  we,  two  caitives, 
That  ben  accombred  of  our  owen  lives, 
And  as  thou  art  a  rightful  lord  and  juge, 
Ne  veve  us  neyther  mercie  ne  rt/uge. 
And  sle  me  first,  for  seinte  charitee. 
But  sle  my  felaw  eke  as  wel  as  me. 
Or  sle  him  first ;  for,  though  thou  know  it  lite, 
This  is  thy  mortal  fo,  this  is  Arcite, 
That  fro  thy  lond  is  banished  on  his  hed, 
For  which  he  hath  deserved  to  be  ded. 
For  this  is  he  that  came  onto  thy  gate 
And  sayde,  that  he  highte  Philostrate. 
Thus  hath  he  japed  thee  ful  many  a  yere, 
And  thou  hast  maked  him  thy  chief  squiere, 
And  this  is  he,  that  loveth  Emelie. 

For  sith  the  day  is  come  that  I  shal  die 
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I  make  plainly  my  confession, 
That  I  am  thilke  woful  Palamon, 
That  hath  thy  prison  broken  wilfully. 
I  am  thy  mortal  fo,  and  it  am  I 
That  loveth  so  hot  Emelie  the  bright, 
That  I  wold  dien  present  in  hire  sight. 
Therfore  I  axe  deth  and  my  jewise. 
But  sle  my  felaw  in  the  same  wise, 
For  both  we  have  deserved  to  be  slain. 

This  worthy  duk  answerd  anon  again, 
And  sayd,  This  is  a  short  conclusion, 
Your  owen  mouth,  by  your  confession 
Hath  damned  you,  and  I  wol  it  recorde. 
It  nedeth  not  to  peine  you  with  the  corde. 
Ye  shul  be  ded  by  mighty  Mars  the  rede. 

The  quene  anon  for  veray  womanhede 
Gran  for  to  wepe,  and  so  did  Emelie, 
And  all  the  ladies  in  the  compagnie. 
Gret  pite  was  it,  as  it  thought  hem  alle, 
That  ever  swiche  a  chance  shulde  befalle. 
For  gentil  men  they  were  of  gret  estat, 
And  nothing  but  for  love  was  this  debat 
And  sawe  hir  blody  woundes  wide  and  sore  ; 
And  alle  criden  bothe  lease  and  more, 
Have  mercie,  Lord,  upon  us  wimmen  alle. 
And  on  hir  bare  knees  adoun  they  falle, 
And  wold  have  kist  his  feet  ther  as  he  stood, 
Till  at  the  last,  aslaked  was  his  mood  ; 
(For  pitee  renneth  sone  in  gentil  herte) 
And  though  he  first  for  ire  quoke  and  sterte, 
He  hath  considered  shortly  in  a  clause 
The  trespas  of  hem  both,  and  eke  the  cause  : 
And  although  that  his  ire  hir  gilt  accused, 
Yet  in  his  reson  he  hem  both  excused , 
As  thus  ;  he  thought©  wel  that  every  man 
Wol  helpe  himself  in  love  if  that  he  can, 
And  eke  deliver  himself  out  of  prison. 
And  eke  his  herte  had  compassion 
Of  wimmen,  for  they  wepten  ever  in  on  : 
And  in  his  gentil  herte  he  thought*  anon, 
And  soft  unto  himself  he  sayed  :  fie 
Upon  a  lord  that  wol  have  no  mercie, 
But  be  a  leon  both  in  word  and  dede, 
To  hem  that  ben  in  repentance  and  drcde, 
As  wel  as  to  a  proud  dispitous  man, 
That  wol  mainteinen  that  he  first  began. 
That  lord  hath  litel  of  discretion, 
That  in  swhiche  cas  can  no  division  : 
But  weigheth  pride  and  humblesse  after  on. 
And  shortly,  whan  his  ire  is  thus  agon, 
He  gan  to  loken  up  with  eyen  light, 
And  spake  these  same  wordes  all  on  hight 

The  god  of  love,  a !  benedicite, 
How  mighty  and  how  grete  a  lord  is  he  ? 
Again  his  might  ther  gainen  non  obstacles, 
He  may  be  cleped  a  God  for  his  miracles. 
For  he  can  maken  at  his  owen  gise 
Of  everich  herte,  as  that  him  list  devise. 

Lo  here  this  Arcite,  and  this  Palamon, 
That  quitely  weren  out  of  my  prison, 
And  might  have  lived  in  Thebes  really, 
And  weten  1  am  hir  mortal  enemy, 
And  that  hir  deth  11th  in  my  might  also, 
And  yet  hath  love,  maugre  hir  eyen  two, 
Y  brought  hem  hither  bothe  for  to  die. 
Now  loketh,  is  not  this  an  heigh  folie  1 
Who  maye  ben  a  fool,  but  if  he  love  1 
Behold  for  Goddes  sake  that  sitteth  above, 
Se  how  they  blede  !  be  they  not  wel  araied  1 
Thus  hath  hir  lord,  the  god  of  iove,  hem  paied 


Hir  wages,  and  hir  fees  for  hir  service. 
And  yet  they  wenen  for  to  be  ful  wise, 
That  serven  love,  for  ought  that  may  befalle. 
And  yet  is  this  the  beste  game  of  alle, 
That  she,  for  whom  they  have  this  jolHe, 
Con  hem  therfore  as  mochel  thank  as  me. 
She  wot  no  more  of  alle  this  hote  fare 
By  God,  than  wot  a  cuckow  or  an  hare. 
But  all  mote  ben  assaied  hote  or  cold  ; 
A  man  mote  ben  a  fool  other  yonge  or  old  ; 
I  wot  it  by  myself  ful  yore  agon  : 
For  in  my  time  a  servant  was  I  on. 
And  therfore  sith  I  know  of  loves  peine, 
And  wot  how  soro  it  can  a  man  destreine, 
As  he  that  oft  hath  ben  caught  in  his  las, 
I  you  foryeve  all  holly  this  trespas, 
At  request  of  the  quene  that  kneleth  here, 
And  eke  of  Emelie,  my  suster  dere. 
And  ye  shul  bothe  anon  unto  me  swere, 
That  never  mo  ye  shul  my  contree  dere, 
Ne  maken  werre  upon  me  night  ne  day, 
But  ben  my  frendes  in  alle  that  ye  may. 
I  you  foryeve  this  trespas  every  del. 
And  they  him  sware  his  axing  fayr  and  wel, 
And  him  of  lordship  and  of  mercie  praid, 
And  he  hem  granted  grace,  and  thus  be  said : 

To  speke  of  real  linage  and  richesse, 
Though  that  she  were  a  quene  or  a  princesse, 
Eche  of  you  bothe  is  worthy  douteles 
To  wedden  whan  time  is,  but  natheles 
I  speke  as  for  my  suster  Emelie, 
For  whom  ye  have  this  strif  and  jalousie, 
Ye  wot  yourself,  she  may  not  wedden  two 
At  ones,  though  ye  fighten  evermo  : 
But  on  of  you,  al  be  him  loth  or  lefe, 
He  mot  gon  pipen  in  an  ivy  lefe  : 
This  is  to  say,  she  may  not  have  you  bothe, 
Al  be  ye  never  so  jalous,  ne  so  wrothe. 
And  forthy  I  you  put  in  this  degree, 
That  eche  of  you  shall  have  his  destinee, 
As  him  is  shape,  and  herkneth  in  what  wise ; 
Lo  here  your  ende  of  that  I  shal  devise. 

My  will  is  this  for  plat  conclusion 
Withouten  any  replication, 
If  that  you  liketh,  take  it  for  the  bests, 
That  everich  of  you  shal  gon  wher  him  teste 
Freely  withouten  raunson  or  dangere  j 
And  this  day  fifty  wekes,  ferre  ne  nere, 
Everich  of  you  shal  brine  an  hundred  knightes, 
Armed  for  listes  up  at  alle  rightes 
Alle  redy  to  darrein  hire  by  bataille. 
And  this  behete  I  you  withouten  faille 
Upon  my  trouth,  and  as  I  am  a  knight, 
That  whether  of  you  bothe  hath  that  might, 
This  is  to  sayn,  that  whether  he  or  thou 
May  with  his  hundred,  as  I  spake  of  now, 
Sle  his  contrary,  or  out  of  listes  drive, 
Him  shall  I  yeven  Emelie  to  wive, 
To  whom  that  fortune  yeveth  so  fayr  a  grace. 

The  listes  shal  I  maken  in  this  place, 
And  God  so  wisly  on  ray  soule  re  we, 
As  I  shal  even  juge  ben,  and  trewe. 
Ye  shal  non  other  ende  with  me  maken 
That  on  of  you  ne  shal  be  ded  or  taken. 
And  if  you  thinketh  this  is  wel  ysaid, 
Saith  your  avis,  and  holdeth  you  apaid. 
This  is  your  ende,  and  your  conclusion. 

Who  loketh  lightly  now  but  Palamon  1 
Who  sprin^eth  up  for  ioye  but  Arcite  ? 
Who  coud  it  tell,  or  who  coud  it  endite, 
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hat  is  maked  in  the  place 
eseus  hath  don  so  fayre  a  grace  t 
on  knees  went  every  manere  wight, 
ted  him  with  all  hir  hertes  might, 
•ly  these  Thebanes  often  sith. 
is  with  good  hope  and  with  herte  blith 
n  hir  leve,  and  homeward  gan  they  ride 
i,  with  his  olde  walles  wide. 

men  wolde  deme  it  negligence, 
te  to  tellen  the  dispence 
is,  that  goth  so  beaily 

up  the  listes  really, 
he  a  noble  theatre  as  it  was, 
1  sayn,  in  all  this  world  ther  n'as. 
ite  a  mile  was  aboute, 

stone,  and  diched  all  withoute. 
a  the  shape,  in  manere  of  a  com  pas 
rrees,  the  hight  of  sixty  pas, 
l  a  man  was  Bet  on  o  degree 
not  his  felaw  for  to  see. 
her  stood  a  gate  of  marbel  white. 
I  right  swiche  another  in  th'  opposite, 
ly  to  concluden,  swiche  a  place 
r  in  erthe,  in  so  litel  a  space, 
i  lond  ther  n'as  no  craftes  man, 
letrie,  or  arsmetrike  can, 
kmr,  ne  kerver  of  images, 
tens  ne  yaf  him  mete  and  wages 
re  for  to  maken  and  devise. 
•  to  don  his  rite  and  sacrifice, 
■d  hath  upon  the  gate  above, 
p  of  Venus  goddesse  of  love, 
>  an  auter  and  an  oratorio  ; 
rard  in  the  rainde  and  in  memorie 
lie  maked  hath  right  swiche  another, 
» largely  of  gold  a  fother. 
i ward,  m  a  touret  on  the  wall, 
tre  white  and  red  corall 
ie  riche  for  to  see, 
p  of  Diane  of  chastitee, 
■ens  don  wrought  in  noble  wise. 

had  I  forjetten  to  devise 

kerving,  and  the  portraitures, 
>,  the  contenance  of  the  figures 
m  in  these  oratories  three, 
i  the  temple  of  Venus  maist  thou  see 
on  the  wall,  ful  pitous  to  beholde, 
si  slepes,  and  the  sikes  colde, 
d  teres,  and  the  waimentinges, 
trokes  of  the  desiringes, 
i  servants  in  this  lif  enduren  ; 
,  that  hir  covenants  assuren. 
rod  hope,  desire,  foolhardinesse, 
id  youthe,  baudrie  and  richesse, 
iod  force,  lesinges  and  flaterie, 

hesinesse,  and  lalousie, 
A  of  yelwe  goldes  a  gerlond, 
e  a  cuckow  sitting  or  hire  bond, 
ttruments,  and  caroles  and  dances, 
array,  and  all  the  circumstances 
hich  that  I  reken  and  reken  shall, 
weren  peinted  on  the  wall, 
ban  I  can  make  of  mention, 
r  all  the  mount  of  Citheron, 
us  hath  hire  principal  dwelling, 
red  on  the  wall  in  purtreying, 
he  gardin,  and  the  lustinesse. 
as  foryetten  the  porter  idelnesse, 
mob  the  fayre  of  yore  agon, 
9  folie  of  king  Salomon, 


Ne  yet  the  grete  strengthe  of  Hercules, 
Th'  enchantment  of  Medea  and  Circes, 
Ne  of  Turnus  the  hardy  fiers  corage, 
The  riche  Cresus  caitif  in  servage. 
Thus  may  ye  seen,  that  wisdom  ne  richesse, 
Beaute  ne  sleighte,  strengthe  ne  hardinesse, 
Ne  may  with  Venus  holden  champartie, 
For  as  hire  liste  the  world  may  she  gie. 
Lo,  all  these  folk  so  caught  were  in  hire  las 
Til  they  for  wo  ful  often  said  alas. 
Sufficeth  here  ensamples  on  or  two, 
And  yet  I  coude  reken  a  thousand  mo. 

The  statue  of  Venus  glorious  for  to  see 
Was  naked  fleting  in  the  large  see, 
And  fro  the  navel  doun  all  covered  was 
With  wawes  grene,  and  bright  as  any  glas. 
A  citole  in  hire  right  hand  hadde  she, 
And  on  hire  hed,  ful  seraely  for  to  see, 
A  rose  gerlond  fressh,  and  wel  smelling, 
Above  hire  hed  hire  doves  fleckering. 
Before  hire  stood  hire  sone  Cupido, 
Upon  his  shoulders  winges  had  he  two  ; 
And  blind  he  was,  as  it  is  often  Bene  ; 
A  bow  he  bare  and  arwes  bright  and  kene. 

Why  shulde  I  not  as  wel  eke  tell  you  all 
The  purtreiture,  that  was  upon  the  wall 
Within  the  temple  of  mighty  Mars  the  rede  ! 
All  peinted  was  the  wall  in  length  and  brede 
Like  to  the  estres  of  the  grisly  place, 
That  highte  the  gret  temple  of  Mars  in  Trace, 
In  thilke  colde  and  frosty  region, 
Ther  as  Mars  hath  his  sovereine  mansion. 

First  on  the  wall  was  peinted  a  forest, 
In  which  ther  wonneth  neither  man  ne  best, 
With  knotty  knarry  Darrein  trees  old 
Of  stubbes  sharp©  and  hidous  to  behold ; 
In  which  ther  ran  a  romble  and  a  swough, 
As  though  a  storme  shuld  bresten  every  bough ; 
And  dounward  from  an  hill  under  a  bent, 
Ther  stood  the  temple  of  Mars  armipotent, 
Wrought  all  of  burned  stele,  of  which  th'  entree 
Was  longe  and  streite,  and  gastly  for  to  see. 
And  therout  came  a  rage  and  swiche  a  vise, 
That  it  made  all  the  gates  for  to  rise. 
The  northern  light  in  at  the  dore  shone, 
For  window  on  the  wall  ne  was  ther  none, 
Thurgh  which  men  mighten  any  light  discern*. 
The  dore  was  ail  of  athamant  eterne, 
Yclenched  overthwart  and  endelong 
With  yren  tough,  and  for  to  make  it  strong, 
Every  piler  the  temple  to  sustene 
Was  tonne-gret,  of  yren  bright  and  shone. 

Ther  saw  I  first  the  derke  imagining 
Of  felonie,  and  alle  the  compassing ; 
The  cruel  ire,  red  as  any  glede, 
The  pikepurse,  and  eke  the  pale  drede  ; 
The  sin  iler  with  the  knif  under  the  cloke, 
The  shepen  brenning  with  the  blake  smoke  ; 
The  treson  of  the  mordring  in  the  bedde, 
The  open  werre,  with  woundes  all  bebledde ; 
Conteke  with  blody  knif,  and  sharp  manace. 
All  full  of  chirking  was  that  sory  place. 
The  sleer  of  himself  yet  saw  I  there, 
His  herte-blood  hath  bathed  all  his  here  : 
The  naile  ydriven  in  the  shode  on  hight, 
The  colde  deth,  with  mouth  gaping  upright. 
Amiddes  of  the  temple  sate  mischance, 
With  discomfort  and  sory  contenance. 
Yet  saw  I  woodnease  laughing  in  his  rage, 
Armed  complaint,  outhees,  and  fiers  outrage  ; 
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The  carraine  in  the  bush,  with  throte  yeorven, 
A  thousand  slain,  and  not  of  qoalme  ystorven ; 
The  tirant,  with  the  prey  by  force  yraft ; 
The  totin  destroied,  ther  was  nothing  laft. 
Yet  saw  I  brent  the  shippus  hoppesteres, 
The  hnnte  ystrangled  with  the  wilde  beres : 
The  sow  f re  ting  the  child  right  in  the  cradel ; 
The  coke  yscalled,  for  all  his  long  ladel. 
Nought  was  foryete  by  th'  infortune  of  Marte 
The  carter  overridden  with  his  carte ; 
Under  the  wheel  ful  low  he  lay  adoun. 

Ther  were  also  of  Martes  division, 
Th*  armerer,  and  the  bowyer,  and  the  smith, 
That  forgeth  sharpe  swerdes  on  his  stith. 
And  all  above  depeinted  in  a  tour 

'    Saw  I  conquest,  sitting  in  gret  honour, 
With  thilke  sharpe  swerd  over  bis  hed 

I    Yhanging  by  a  subtil  twined  thred. 

j    Depeinted  was  the  slaughter  of  Julius, 

I    Of  gret  Nero,  and  of  Antonius  : 

All  be  that  thilke  time  they  were  unborne, 
Yet  was  hir  deth  depeinted  therbeforne, 
By  manacing  of  Mars,  right  by  figure, 
So  was  it  shewed  in  that  purtreiture 
As  is  depeinted  in  the  cercles  above, 
Who  shal  be  slaine  or  elles  ded  for  love. 
Sufficeth  on  ensample  in  stories  olde, 
I  may  not  roken  hem  alle,  though  I  wolde. 

The  statue  of  Mars  upon  a  carte  stood 
Armed,  and  loked  grim  as  he  were  wood, 
And  over  his  hed  ther  shinen  two  figures 
Of  sterres,  that  ben  cleped  in  scriptures, 
That  on  Puella,  that  other  Rubeus. 
This  god  of  armes  was  araied  thus  : 
A  wolf  ther  stood  beforne  him  at  his  fete 
With  eyen  red,  and  of  a  man  he  ete  : 
With  subtil  pensil  pointed  was  this  stone, 
In  redouting  of  Mars  and  of  his  glorie. 

Now  to  the  temple  of  Diane  the  chaste 
As  shortly  as  I  can  1  wol  me  haste, 
To  tellen  you  of  the  descriptions 
Depeinted  by  the  walles  up  and  doun. 
Of  hunting  and  of  shamefast  chastitee. 
Ther  saw  I  how  woful  Calistope, 
Whan  that  Diane  agreved  was  with  here, 
Was  turned  from  a  woman  til  a  be  re, 
And  after  was  she  made  the  lodesterre  : 
Thus  was  it  peinted,  I  can  say  no  ferre ; 
Hire  sone  is  eke  a  sterre  as  men  may  see. 
Ther  saw  I  Dane  yturned  til  a  tree, 
I  mene  not  hire  the  goddesse  Diane, 
But  Peneus  daughter,  which  that  highte  Dane. 
Ther  saw  I  Atteon  an  hart  ymaked, 
For  vengeance  that  he  saw  Diane  all  naked  : 

!    I  saw  how  that  his  houndes  have  him  caught, 

i    And  freten  him,  for  that  they  knew  him  naught. 

I     Yet  peinted  was  a  litel  furthermore, 

!    How  Athalante  hunted  the  wilde  bore, 
And  Meleagre,  and  many  another  mo, 
For  which  Diane  wroughte  hem  care  and  wo. 
Ther  saw  1  many  another  wonder  storie, 
The  which  me  liste  not  drawen  to  memorie. 

This  goddesse  on  an  hart  ful  heye  sete, 
With  smale  houndes  all  aboute  hire  fete, 
And  undernethe  hire  feet  she  hadde  a  raone, 
Wexing  it  was,  and  shulde  wanen  sone. 
In  gaudy  grene  hire  statue  clothed  was, 
With  bow  in  hond,  and  arwes  in  a  cas. 
Hire  even  caste  she  ful  low  adoun, 
Ther  Pluto  hath  his  derke  rcgioun. 


A  woman  travailling  was  hire  beforne, 
But  for  hire  childe  so  longe  was  unborne 
Ful  pitously  Lucina  gan  she  call, 
And  aayed ;  helpe,  for  thou  mayst  beste  of  afl. 
Wei  coude  he  peinten  lifly  that  it  wrought, 
With  many  a  norein  he  the  hewes  bought. 

Now  ben  these  listes  made,  and  Theseus 
That  at  his  grete  cost  arraied  thus 
The  temples,  and  the  theatre  everidel, 
Whan  it  was  don,  him  liked  wonder  wel. 
But  stint  I  wol  of  Theseus  a  lite, 
And  speke  of  Palamon  and  of  Arcite. 

The  day  approcheth  of  hir  returning, 
That  everich  shuld  an  hundred  knightes  bring, 
The  bataille  to  darreine,  as  I  you  told  ; 
And  til  Athene*,  hir  covenant  for  to  hold, 
Hath  everich  of  hem  brought  an  hundred  knightes, 
Wel  armed  for  the  werre  at  alle  rightes. 
And  sikerly  ther  trowed  many  a  man, 
That  never,  sithen  that  the  world  bean, 
As  for  to  speke  of  knighthood  of  hir  hond, 
As  fer  as  God  hath  miked  see  and  lond, 
N'as,  of  so  fewe,  so  noble  a  corapagnie. 
For  everv  wight  that  loved  chevalrie, 
And  wold,  his  thankee,  han  a  passant  name, 
Hath  praied,  that  he  might  ben  of  that  game, 
And  wel  was  him,  that  therto  chosen  was. 
For  if  ther  fell  to-morwe  swiche  a  cas, 
Ye  knowen  wel,  that  every  lusty  knight, 
That  loveth  par  amour,  and  hath  his  might, 
Were  it  in  Englelond,  or  elleswher, 
They  wold,  hir  thankee,  willen  to  be  ther. 
To  fight  for  a  lady,  a  I  benediciU, 
It  were  a  lusty  sighte  for  to  se. 

And  right  so  ferden  they  with  Palamon. 
With  him  ther  wenten  knightes  many  on. 
Som  wol  ben  armed  in  an  habergeon. 
And  in  a  brest  plate,  and  in  a  gipon ; 
And  som  wol  have  a  pair  of  plates  large ; 
And  som  wol  have  a  Pruce  sheld,  or  a  targe ; 
Som  wol  ben  armed  on  his  legges  wele, 
And  have  an  axe,  and  som  a  mace  of  stele. 
Ther  n'is  no  newe  guise,  that  it  n'as  old. 
Armed  they  weren,  as  I  have  you  told, 
Everich  after  his  opinion. 

Ther  maist  thou  se  coming  with  Palamon 
Licurge  himself,  the  grete  long  of  Trace : 
Blake  was  his  herd,  and  manly  was  his  lace. 
The  cercles  of  his  eyen  in  his  hed 
They  gloweden  betwixen  yelwe  and  red, 
And  like  a  griffon  loked  he  about, 
With  kemped  here*  on  his  browes  stout ; 
His  limmes  gret,  his  braunes  hard  and  strong©, 
His  shouldres  brode,  his  armes  round  and  long*. 
And  as  the  guise  was  in  his  contree, 
Ful  highe  upon  a  char  of  gold  stood  he, 
With  foure  white  bo  lies  in  the  trais. 
Instede  of  cote -arm ure  on  his  harnais, 
With  nayles  yelwe.  and  bright  as  any  gold, 
He  hadde  a  beres  skin,  cole-blake  for  old. 
His  longe  here  was  kempt  behind  his  bak, 
As  any  ravenes  fether  it  shone  for  blake. 
A  wreth  of  gold  arm-gret,  of  huge  weight, 
Upon  his  hed  sate  ful  of  stones  bright, 
Of  fine  rubins  and  of  diamants. 
About  his  char  ther  wenten  white  alanns, 
Twenty  and  mo,  as  gret  as  any  stere, 
To  hunten  at  the  leon  or  the  dere, 
And  folwed  him,  with  mosel  met  ybound, 
Colored  with  gold,  and  torettes  filed  round. 
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d  Lordee  had  he  in  his  route 
wel,  with  hertes  sterne  and  stoute. 
cita,  in  stories  as  men  find, 
metrins  the  king  of  Inde, 
ie  bay,  trapped  in  stele, 
th  cloth  of  gold  diapred  wele, 
g  like  the  god  of  armes  Mars, 
mure  was  of  a  cloth  of  Tars, 
th  perles,  white,  and  round  and  grete. 
ras  of  brent  gold  new  ybete  ; 
upon  his  shouldres  hanging 
rubies  red,  as  fire  sparkling, 
here  like  ringes  was  yronne, 
as  yelwe,  and  glitered  as  the  sonne. 
as  hieh,  his  eyen  bright  citrin, 
round,  his  colour  was  sanguin, 
mes  in  his  face  yspreint, 
elwe  and  blakc  somdel  ymeint, 
on  he  his  loking  caste, 
twenty  yere  Ins  age  I  caste, 
is  wel  begonnen  for  to  spring ; 
a  as  a  trompe  thondering. 
ed  he  wered  of  laurer  grene 
resshe  and  lusty  for  to  sene. 
>nd  he  bare  for  his  deduit 
oe,  as  any  lily  whit. 
1  lordes  had  he  with  him  there, 
save  hir  hedes  in  all  hir  gere, 
in  alle  manere  thinges. 
ti  wel,  that  erles,  dukes,  kinges 
ared  in  this  noble  compagnie, 
id  for  encrese  of  chevalrie. 
king  ther  ran  on  every  part 
.  tame  leon  and  leopart. 
lis  wise,  these  lordes  all  and  some 
Sonday  to  the  citee  come 
ime,  and  in  the  toun  alight, 
teas,  this  duk,  this  worthy  knight, 
ad  brought  hem  into  his  citee, 
hem,  everich  at  his  degree, 
bem,  and  doth  so  gret  labour 
n,  and  don  hem  all  honour, 
en  wenen  that  no  mannes  wit 
t  ne  coud  amenden  it. 
kicie,  the  service  at  the  feste, 
eftes  to  the  most  and  leste, 
rray  of  Theseus  paleis, 
b  first  ne  last  upon  the  deis, 
i  iayrest  ben  or  best  dancing, 
T  hem  can  carole  best  or  sing, 
st  felingly  speketh  of  love  ; 
es  aitten  on  the  perche  above, 
fee  liggen  on  the  floor  adoun, 
low  make  I  no  mentioun  ; 
sffect ;  that  thinketh  me  the  beste  ; 
b  the  point,  and  herkeneth  if  you  leste. 
lay  night,  or  day  began  to  spring, 
mon  the  larke  herde  sing, 
n'ere  not  day  by  houres  two, 
ie  larke,  and  Palamon  right  tho 
lerte,  and  with  an  high  curage 
wenden  on  his  pilgrimage 
isfoJ  Citherea  benigne, 
ins,  honourable  and  digne. 
houre,  he  walketh  forth  a  pas 
ites,  ther  hire  temple  was, 
«  kneleth,  and  with  humble  chere 
ore,  he  aayde  as  ye  shul  here, 
•f  fayre,  o  lady  mm  Venus, 
>  Jove,  and  spouse  of  Vulcan  us, 


Thou  glader  of  the  mount  of  Citheron, 
For  thilke  love  thou  haddest  to  Adon 
Have  pitee  on  my  bitter  teres  smert, 
And  take  myn  humble  praier  at  thin  herte. 

Alas  !  I  ne  have  no  huigage  to  tell 
The  effecte,  ne  the  torment  of  min  hell ; 
Min  herte  may  min  harmes  not  bewrey ; 
I  am  so  confuse,  that  I  cannot  say. 
But  mercy,  lady  bright,  that  knowest  wele 
My  thought,  and  seest  what  harmes  that  I  iele, 
Consider  all  this,  and  rue  upon  my  sore, 
As  wisl  v  as  I  shall  for  evermore, 
Emforth  my  might,  thy  trewe  servant  be, 
And  holden  werre  alway  with  chastite : 
That  make  I  min  avow,  so  ye  me  helpe. 
I  kepe  nought  of  armes  for  to  yelpe, 
Ne  axe  I  nat  to-morwe  to  have  victorie, 
Ne  renoun  in  this  cas,  ne  vaine  glorie 
Of  pris  of  armes,  blowen  up  and  doun, 
But  I  wold  have  fully  possessioun 
Of  Emelie,  and  die  m  hire  servise  ; 
Find  thou  the  manere  how,  and  in  what  wise. 
I  rekke  not,  but  it  may  better  be, 
To  have  victorie  of  hem,  or  they  of  me, 
So  that  1  have  my  lady  in  min  armes. 
For  though  so  be  that  Mars  is  god  of  armes, 
Your  vertue  is  so  grete  in  heven  above, 
That  if  you  liste,  I  shai  wel  have  my  love. 
Thy  temple  wol  I  worship  evermo, 
And  on  thin  auter,  wher  I  ride  or  go, 
I  wol  don  sacrifice,  and  fires  bete. 
And  if  ye  wol  not  so,  my  lady  swete, 
Than  pray  I  you,  to-morwe  with  a  spere 
That  Arcita  me  thurgh  the  herte  here. 
Than  rekke  I  not,  whan  I  have  lost  my  tif, 
Though  that  Arcita  win  hire  to  his  wif. 
This  is  the  effecte  and  ende  of  my  praiere  ; 
Yeve  me  my  love,  thou  blisfnl  lady  dere. 

Whan  the  orison  was  don  of  Palamon, 
His  sacrifice  he  did,  and  that  anon, 
Full  pitously,  with  alle  circumstances, 
All  tell  I  not  as  now  his  observances. 
But  at  the  last  the  statue  of  Venus  shoke, 
And  made  a  signe,  wherby  that  he  toke, 
That  his  praiere  accepted  was  that  day. 
For  though  the  signe  shewed  a  delay, 
Yet  wist  he  wel  that  granted  was  hi  bone  ; 
And  with  glad  herte  he  went  him  home  ful  sone. 

The  thridde  houre  inequal  that  Palamon 
Began  to  Venus  temple  for  to  gon, 
Up  rose  the  sonne,  and  up  rose  Emelie, 
And  to  the  temple  of  Diane  gan  hie. 
Hire  maydens,  that  she  Under  with  hire  ladde, 
Ful  redily  with  hem  the  fire  they  hadde, 
Th'  encense,  the  clothes,  and  the  remenant  all, 
That  to  the  sacrifice  longen  shall. 
The  homes  ful  of  mede,  as  was  the  giae, 
Ther  lakked  nought  to  don  hire  sacrmse. 
Smoking  the  temple,  ful  of  clothes  fayre, 
This  Emelie  with  herte  debonaire 
Hire  body  wesshe  with  water  of  a  well. 
But  how  she  did  hire  rite  I  dare  not  tell ; 
But  it  be  any  thing  in  general ; 
And  yet  it  were  a  game  to  heren  all ; 
To  him  that  meneth  wel  it  n*ere  no  charge 
But  it  is  good  a  man  to  ben  at  large. 
Hire  bright  here  kembed  was,  untressed  alL 
A  coroune  of  a  grene  oke  oerial 
Upon  hire  hed  was  set  ful  fayre  and  mete. 
Two  fires  on  the  auter  gan  she  bete, 
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And  did  hire  thin gee,  as  men  may  behold 
In  Stace  of  Thebes,  and  these  bokes  old. 

Whan  kindled  was  the  fire,  with  pitous  chere 
Unto  Diane  she  spake,  as  ye  may  here. 

0  chaste  goddesse  of  the  wodeh  grenet 
To  whom  both  heven  and  erthe  and  see  is  sene, 
Quene  of  the  regne  of  Pluto,  derke  and  lowe, 
Goddesse  of  maydens,  that  min  herte  hast  knowe 
Ful  many  a  yere,  and  wost  what  I  desire, 
As  kepe  me  fro  thy  vengeance  and  thin  ire, 
That  Atteon  aboughte  cruelly  : 
Chaste  goddesse,  wel  wotest  thou  that  I 
Desire  to  ben  a  mayden  all  my  lif, 
Ne  never  wol  I  be  no  love  ne  wif. 
I  am  (thou  wost)  yet  of  thy  eompagnie, 
A  may  de,  and  love  hunting  and  venerie, 
And  for  to  walken  in  the  wodes  wilde, 
And  not  to  ben  a  wif,  and  be  with  childe. 
Nought  wol  I  knowen  eompagnie  of  man. 
Now  helpe  me,  lady,  sith  ye  may  and  can, 
For  tho  three  formes  that  thou  hast  in  thee. 
And  Palamon,  that  hath  swiche  love  to  me, 
And  eke  Arcite,  that  loveth  me  so  sore, 
This  grace  I  praie  thee  withouten  more, 
As  sende  love  and  pees  betwix  hem  two  : 
And  fro  me  torne  away  hir  hertes  so, 
That  all  hir  hote  love,  and  hir  desire, 
And  all  hir  besy  torment,  and  hir  fire 
Be  queinte,  or  torned  in  another  place. 
And  if  so  be  thou  wolt  not  do  me  grace, 
Or  if  my  destinee  be  shapen  so, 
That  I  shall  nodes  have  on  of  hem  two, 
As  sende  me  him  that  most  desireth  me. 

Behold,  goddesse  of  clene  chastite, 
The  bitter  teres,  that  on  my  chekes  fall. 
Sin  thou  art  raayde,  and  keper  of  us  all, 
My  maydenhed  thou  kepe  and  wel  conserve, 
And  while  I  live,  a  mayde  I  wol  thee  serve. 

The  fires  brenne  upon  the  auter  clere, 
While  Emelie  was  thus  in  hire  praiere  : 
But  sodenly  she  saw  a  sighte  queinte. 
For  right  anon  on  of  the  fires  queinte, 

;     And  quiked  again,  and  after  that  anon 
That  other  fire  was  queinte,  and  all  agon  : 
And  as  it  queinte,  it  made  a  whisteling. 
As  don  these  brondes  wet  in  hir  brenning. 
And  at  the  brondes  ende  outran  anon 
As  it  were  blody  dropes  many  on  : 
For  which  so  sore  agast  was  Emelie, 
That  she  was  wel  neigh  mad,  and  gan  to  crie. 
For  she  ne  wiste  what  it  signified  ; 
But  only  for  the  fere  thus  she  cried, 
And  wept,  that  it  was  pitee  for  to  here. 

And  therwithall  Diane  gan  appcre 
With  bowe  in  hond,  right  as  an  hunteresse 

i     And  sayde  ;  doughter,  stint  thin  hevinesse. 

|     Among  the  goddes  highe  it  is  affermed, 

I     And  by  eterne  word  written  and  confermed, 

i     Thou  shalt  be  wedded  unto  on  of  tho, 
That  han  for  thee  so  mochel  care  and  wo : 
But  unto  which  of  hem  I  may  not  tell. 
Farewel,  for  here  I  may  no  longer  dwell. 
The  fires  wliich  that  on  min  auter  brenne, 
Shal  thee  declaren  er  that  thou  go  henne, 
Thin  aventure  of  love,  as  in  this  cas. 

And  with  that  word,  the  arwes  in  the  cas 
Of  the  goddesse  clatteren  fast  and  ring, 

1     And  forth  she  went,  and  made  a  vanishing, 
For  which  this  Emelie  astonied  was, 

|     And  sayde ;  what  amounteth  this,  alas ! 


With  all  the  rites  of  bis  payen  wise. 
With  pitous  herte  and  high  devotion, 
Right  thus  to  Mars  he  sayde  bis  orison. 

0  stronge  god,  that  in  the  rentes  cold 
Of  Trace  honoured  art,  and  lord  yhold, 
And  hast  in  every  regne  and  every  lond 
Of  armes  all  the  bridel  in  thin  hond, 
And  hem  fortunest  as  thee  list  devise, 
,  Accept  of  me  my  pitous  sacrifise. 
:  If  so  be  that  my  vouthe  may  deserve, 
!  And  that  my  might  be  worthy  for  to  serve 
Thy  godhed,  that  I  may  ben  on  of  thine, 
Than  praie  I  thee  to  re  we  upon  my  pine, 
I  For  thilke  peine,  and  thilke  note  fire, 
In  which  thou  whilom  brendest  for  desire 
Whanne  that  thou  usedest  the  beautee 
!  Of  favre  yonge  Venus,  fresh©  and  free, 
And  naddest  hire  in  armes  at  thy  wille : 
Although  thee  ones  on  a  time  miafill*^ 
Whan  Yulcanus  had  caught  thee  in  his  las, 
And  fond  the  tigging  by  his  wif,  alas  ! 
For  thilke  sorwe  that  was  tho  in  thin  herte, 
Have  reuthe  as  wel  upon  ray  peines  smerte. 
i     I  am  yonge  and  unkonning,  as  thou  wost, 
And,  as  I  trow,  with  love  offended  most, 
That  ever  was  ony  lives  creature  : 
For  she,  that  doth  me  all  this  wo  endure, 
Ne  recceth  never,  whether  I  sinke  or  flete. 
And  wel  I  wot,  or  she  me  mercy  hete, 
I  moste  with  strengthe  win  hire  in  the  place: 
And  wel  I  wot,  withouten  helpe  or  grace 
Of  thee,  ne  may  my  strengthe  not  availle  : 
Than  helpe  me,  lord,  to-morwe  in  my  bataiUe, 
For  thilke  fire  that  whilom  brenned  thee, 
As  wel  as  that  this  fire  now  brenneth  me  ; 
And  do,  that  1  to-morwe  may  han  victorie. 
Min  be  the  travaille,  and  thin  be  the  glorie. 
Thy  80veraine  temple  wol  I  most  honooren 
{  Of  ony  place,  and  alway  most  labouren 
I  In  thy  plesance  and  in  thy  craftes  strong. 
|  And  in  thy  temple  I  wol  my  baner  hong, 
i  And  all  the  armes  of  my  eompagnie, 
And  evermore,  until  that  day  I  die, 
'  Eterne  fire  I  wol  beforne  thee  finde, 
1  And  eke  to  this  avow  I  wol  me  binde. 
My  herd,  my  here  that  hangeth  long  adoun, 
That  never  yet  felt  non  offension 
( )f  rasour  ne  of  shere,  I  wol  thee  yere, 
■  And  ben  thy  trewe  servant  while  I  live. 
I  Now,  lord,  have  reuthe  upon  my  sorwes  sore, 

Yevc  me  the  victorie,  I  axe  thee  no  more. 
I     The  praier  stint  of  Arcita  the  stronge, 
|  The  ringes  on  the  temple  dore  that  hong*, 
I  And  eke  the  dores  clattereden  ful  faste, 
Of  which  Arcita  somwhat  him  agaste. 
The  fires  brent  upon  the  auter  bright. 
That  it  gan  all  the  temple  for  to  light ; 
A  swete  smell  anon  the  ground  up  yaf, 
Aud  Arcita  anon  his  hond  up  haf, 
And  more  encense  into  the  fire  he  cast, 
With  other  rites  mo,  and  at  the  last 
The  statue  of  Mars  began  his  hauberke  ring ; 
And  with  that  soun  he  herd  a  murmuring 


I  I  putte  me  in  thy  protection, 
Diane,  and  in  thy  disposition. 
And  home  she  goth  anon  the  nexte  way. 
This  is  the  effecte,  ther  nls  no  more  to  say 

The  nexte  houre  of  Mars  folwing  this 
Arcite  unto  the  temple  walked  is 
Of  fierce  Mars,  to  don  his  sacrifise 
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ind  dim,  that  sayde  thus,  Victorie. 
h  he  yaf  to  Mars  honour  and  glorie. 
ius  with  ioye,  and  hope  wel  to  fare, 
ion  unto  Ius  inne  is  fare, 
ub  foul  is  of  the  brighte  sonne. 
ght  anon  swiche  strif  ther  is  begonne 
e  granting,  in  the  heven  above, 
i  Venus  the  goddesse  of  love, 
■s  the  sterne  god  armipotent, 
titer  was  besy  it  to  stent : 
he  pale  Saturnus  the  colde, 
w  so  many  of  aventures  olde, 
[lis  olde  experience  and  art, 
fal  sone  hath  plesed  every  part, 
is  sayd,  elde  hath  gret  avantage, 
i  bothe  wisdom  and  usage  : 
r  the  old  out-renne,  but  not  out-rede, 
e  anon,  to  stenten  strif  and  drede, 
hat  it  is  again  his  kind, 
s  strif  he  gan  a  remedy  find, 
re  dough ter  Venus,  quod  Saturne, 
i,  that  hath  so  wide  for  to  turne, 
re  power  than  wot  any  man. 
e  drenching  in  the  see  so  wan, 
e  prison  in  the  derke  cote, 
e  strangel  and  hanging  by  the  throte, 
mure,  and  the  cherles  rebelling, 
ning,  and  the  prive  empoysoning. 
peance  and  pleine  correction, 
Iweil  in  the  none  of  the  leon. 
e  ruine  of  the  highe  halles, 
ig  of  the  tourea  and  of  the  walles 
•  minour,  or  the  carpenter  : 
inpson  in  shaking  the  piler. 
also  the  maladies  colde, 
e  tresons,  and  the  castes  olde  : 
g  is  the  fader  of  pestilence, 
e  no  more,  I  shal  do  diligence, 
unon,  that  is  thin  owen  knight, 
5  his  lady,  as  thou  hast  him  night 
an  shal  help  his  knight  yet  natheles. 
i  you  ther  mot  somtime  be  pees  : 
not  of  o  complexion, 
Mth  all  day  swiche  division, 
i  ayeL,  redy  at  thy  will ; 
w  no  more,  I  shal  thy  lust  fulfill, 
ol  I  stenten  of  the  goddes  above, 
and  of  Venus  goddesse  of  love, 
n  you  as  plainly  as  I  can 
effect,  for  which  that  I  began, 
as  the  feste  in  Athene*  thilke  day, 
the  lusty  seson  of  that  May 
ry  wight  to  ben  in  swiche  plesance, 
hat  monday  justen  they  and  dance, 
tden  it  in  Venus  highe  servise. 
te  cause  that  they  shulden  rise 
wire  for  to  seen  the  fight, 
reate  wenten  they  at  night, 
tie  morwe  whan  the  day  gan  spring, 
nd  harneis  noise  and  clattering 
in  the  hostolries  all  aboute  : 
le  paleis  rode  ther  many  a  route 
,  upon  stedes  and  palfreis. 
layst  thou  see  devising  of  harneis 
th  and  so  riche,  and  wrought  so  wele 
lithry,  of  brooding,  and  of  stele ; 
les  brighte,  testeres,  and  trappures  ; 
en  hehnea,  hauberkes,  cote-armures  ; 
i  parementes  on  hir  courseres, 
of  retenue,  and  eke  squieres, 


Nailing  the  speres,  and  helmes  bokeling, 
Gniding  of  sheldes,  with  lainers  lacing  ; 
Ther  as  nede  is,  they  weren  nothing  idel  : 
The  fomy  stedes  on  the  golden  bridel 
Gnawing,  and  fast  the  armureres  also 
With  file  and  hammer  priking  to  and  fro  ; 
Yemen  on  foot,  and  communes  many  on 
With  shorte  staves,  thicke  as  they  may  gon  ; 
Pipes,  trompes,  nakeres,  and  clariounes, 
That  in  the  bataille  blowen  blody  sounes  ; 
The  paleis  ful  of  peple  up  and  doun, 
Here  three,  ther  ten,  holding  hir  questioun, 
Devining  of  these  Theban  knightes  two. 
Som  sayden  thus,  som  sayde  it  shal  be  so  ; 
Som  helden  with  him  with  the  blacke  herA, 
Som  with  the  balled,  som  with  the  thick  herd  , 
Som  saide  he  loked  grim,  and  wolde  fighte : 
He  hath  a  sparth  of  twenty  pound  of  wighte. 

Thus  was  the  halle  full  of  devining 
Long  after  that  the  sonne  gan  up  spring. 
The  gret  Theseus  that  of  his  slepe  is  waked 
With  minstralcie  and  noise  that  was  maked, 
Held  yet  the  chambre  of  his  paleis  riche, 
Til  that  the  Theban  knightes  bothe  yliche 
Honoured  were,  and  to  the  paleis  fette. 

Duk  Theseus  is  at  a  window  sette, 
Araied  right  as  he  were  a  god  in  trone : 
The  peple  preseth  thiderward  ful  sone 
Him  for  to  seen,  and  don  high  reverence, 
And  eke  to  herken  his  heste  and  his  sentence. 

An  heraud  on  a  scaffold  made  an  o, 
Til  that  the  noise  of  the  peple  was  ydo  : 
And  whan  he  saw  the  peple  of  noise  al  still, 
Thus  shewed  he  the  mighty  dukes  wilL 

The  lord  hath  of  his  high  discretion 
Considered,  that  it  were  destruction 
To  gentil  blood,  to  fighten  in  the  gise 
Of  mortal  bataille  now  in  this  emprise  : 
Wherfore  to  shapen  that  they  shul  not  die, 
He  wol  his  firate  purpos  module. 

No  man  therfore,  up  peine  of  losse  of  lif, 
No  maner  shot,  ne  pollax,  ne  short  knif 
Into  the  listes  send,  or  thider  bring. 
Ne  short  swerd  for  to  stike  with  point  biting 
No  man  ne  draw,  ne  bere  it  by  his  side. 
Ne  no  man  shal  unto  his  felaw  ride 
But  o  co urs,  with  a  sharpe  ygrounden  spere : 
Foin  if  him  list  on  foot,  himself  to  were. 
And  he  that  is  at  meschief,  shal  be  take, 
And  not  slaine,  but  be  brought  unto  the  stake, 
That  shal  ben  ordeined  on  eyther  side, 
Thider  he  shal  by  force,  and  ther  abide. 
And  if  so  fall,  the  chevetain  be  take 
On  eyther  aide,  or  elles  sleth  his  make, 
No  longer  shal  the  tourneying  vlast. 
God  spede  you  ;  goth  form  and  lay  on  fast 
With  longe  swerd  and  with  mase  fighte  th  your  fill. 
Goth  now  your  way  ;  this  is  the  lordes  will 

The  vois  of  the  peple  touched  to  the  hevec, 
So  loude  crieden  they  with  mery  Steven  : 
God  save  swiche  a  lord  that  is  so  good, 
He  wilneth  no  destruction  of  blood. 

Up  gon  the  trompes  and  the  melodie, 
And  to  the  listes  rit  the  coinpagnie 
By  ordinance,  thurghout  the  cite  large, 
Hanged  with  cloth  of  gold,  and  not  with  sarge. 
Ful  like  a  lord  this  noble  duk  gan  ride, 
And  these  two  Thebans  upon  eyther  side : 
And  after  rode  the  quene  and  Emelie, 
And  after  that  another  compagme 
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Of  on  and  other,  after  hir  degree. 

And  thus  they  passen  thurghout  the  citee, 

And  to  the  listes  coraen  they  be  time  : 

It  n'as  not  of  the  day  yet  fully  prime. 
Whan  set  was  Theseus  ful  rich  and  hie, 
!     Ipolita  the  quene,  and  Eraelie, 

And  other  ladies  in  degrees  aboute, 
I     Unto  the  setes  preseth  all  the  route. 

And  westward,  thurgh  the  gates  under  Mart, 
i     Arcite,  and  eke  the  hundred  of  his  part, 

With  baner  red,  is  entred  right  anon  ; 

And  in  the  selve  moment  Paiamon 

Is,  under  Venus,  est  ward  in  the  place, 

«With  baner  white,  and  hardy  chore  and  face. 

In  all  the  world,  to  seken  up  and  doun, 

So  even  without  variatioun 

Ther  n'ere  swiche  compagnies  never  twey. 

For  ther  was  non  so  wise  that  coude  sey, 
i     That  any  hadde  of  other  a  vantage 
I    Of  worthinesse,  ne  of  estat,  ne  age, 

So  even  were  they  chosen  for  to  gesse. 

And  in  two  renges  fayre  they  hem  dresse. 

Whan  that  hir  names  red  were  everich  on, 

That  in  hir  nombre  gile  were  ther  non, 

Tho  were  the  gates  shette,  and  cried  was  loude  ; 

Do  now  your  devoir,  yonge  knightes  proude. 
The  heraudes  left  hir  priking  up  and  doun. 

Now  ringen  trompes  loud  and  clarioun. 

Ther  is  no  more  to  say,  but  est  and  west 

In  gon  the  speres  sadly  in  the  rest ; 

In  goth  the  sharpe  spore  into  the  side. 

Ther  see  men  who  can  juste,  and  who  can  ride. 

Ther  shiveren  shaftes  upon  sheldes  thicke  ; 

He  feleth  thurgh  the  herte-sponc  the  pricke. 

Up  springen  speres  twenty  foot  on  highte  ; 

Out  gon  the  swerdes  as  the  silver  brighte. 

The  helmes  they  to-hewen,  and  to-shrede  ; 

Out  brest  the  blod,  with  sterne  stremes  rede. 

With  mighty  maces  the  bones  they  to-brcste. 
I     He  thurgh  the  thickest  of  the  throng  gan  threste. 

Ther  stomblen  stedes  strong,  and  doun  goth  all. 
I    He  rolleth  under  foot  as  doth  a  ball. 

He  foineth  on  his  foo  with  a  tronchoun, 

And  he  him  hurtleth  with  his  hors  adoun. 

He  thurgh  the  body  is  hurt,  and  sith  ytake 

Maugre  his  hed,  and  brought  unto  the  stake, 

As  forword  was,  right  ther  he  must  abide. 

Another  lad  is  on  that  other  side. 

And  somtime  doth  hem  Theseus  to  rest, 

Hem  to  refresh,  and  drinken  if  hem  lest. 
|  Ful  oft  a  day  han  thilke  Thebanes  two 
!    Togeder  met,  and  wrought  eche  other  wo  : 

Unhorsed  hath  eche  other  of  hem  twey. 

Ther  n'as  no  tigre  in  the  vale  of  Galaphey, 

Whan  that  hire  whclpe  is  stole,  whan  it  is  lite, 

So  cruel  on  the  hunt,  as  is  Arcite 

For  jalous  herte  upon  this  Paiamon : 

Ne  in  Bel  marie  ther  n'is  so  fell  leon, 
i     That  hunted  is,  or  for  his  hunger  wood, 
,    Ne  of  his  prey  desiroth  so  the  blood, 
|    As  Paiamon  to  sleen  his  foo  Arcite. 

The  jalous  strokes  on  hir  helmes  bite  ; 

Out  renneth  blood  on  both  hir  sides  rede. 
Somtime  an  ende  ther  is  of  every  dede. 

For  er  the  Sonne  unto  the  reste  went. 

The  stronge  king  Emetrius  gan  hent 

This  Paiamon,  as  he  fought  with  Arcite, 

And  made  his  swerd  depe  in  his  flesh  to  bite. 
I    And  by  the  force  of  twenty  is  he  take 
|    Unyolden,  and  ydrawen  to  the  stake. 


And  in  the  reecous  of  this  Paiamon 

The  stronge  king  Licorge  is  borne  adoun : 

And  king  Emetrius  for  all  his  strengthe 

Is  borne  out  of  his  sadel  a  swerdes  lengthe,  % 

So  hitte  him  Paiamon  or  he  were  take  : 

But  all  for  nought,  he  was  brought  to  the  stake : 

His  hardy  herte  might  him  helpen  naught, 

He  moste  abiden,  whan  that  he  was  caught, 

By  force,  and  eke  by  composition. 

Who  sorweth  now  but  woful  Paiamon  1 
That  moste  no  more  gon  again  to  fight. 
And  whan  that  Theseus  had  seen  that  sight, 
Unto  the  folk  that  foughten  thus  eche  on, 
He  cried,  ho  !  no  more,  for  it  is  don. 
I  wol  be  trewe  juge,  and  notpartie. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  shal  have  Emelie, 
That  by  his  fortune  hath  hire  fayre  ywonne. 

Anon  ther  is  a  noise  of  peple  begonne 
For  joye  of  this,  so  loud  and  high  withall, 
It  semed  that  the  listes  shulden  tali. 

What  can  now  fayre  Venus  don  above  ! 
What  saith  she  now  t  what  doth  this  quene  of  love! 
But  wepeth  so,  for  wanting  of  hire  will, 
Til  that  hire  teres  in  the  listes  fill : 
She  sayde  :  I  am  ashamed  doutelees. 

Saturnus  sayde :  Daughter,  hold  thy  pees. 
Mars  hath  his  will,  his  knight  hath  all  his  bona, 
And  by  min  hed  thou  shalt  ben  esed  sons. 

The  tromponres  with  the  loude  minstralrie. 
The  heraudes,  that  so  loude  yell  and  crie, 
Ben  in  hir  joye  for  wele  of  Dan  Arcite. 
But  herkeneth  me,  and  stenteth  noise  a  lite, 
Whiche  a  miracle  ther  befell  anon. 

This  fierce  Arcite  hath  of  his  hehne  ydon, 
And  on  a  courser  for  to  shew  his  nee 
He  priketh  endelong  the  large  place, 
Loking  upward  upon  this  Emelie  ; 
And  she  again  him  cast  a  frendlich  eye, 
(For  women,  as  to  speken  in  commune, 
They  folwen  all  the  favour  of  fortune) 
And  was  all  his  in  chere,  as  his  in  herte. 
Out  of  the  ground  a  fury  infernal  sterte, 
From  Pluto  sent,  at  requests  of  Saturne, 
For  which  his  hors  for  fere  gan  to  turne, 
And  lepte  aside,  and  foundred  as  he  lepe : 
And  er  that  Arcite  may  take  any  kepe, 
He  pight  him  on  the  pomel  of  his  hed. 
That  in  the  place  he  lav  as  he  were  ded, 
His  brest  to-brosten  with  his  sadel  bow. 
As  blake  he  lay  as  any  cole  or  crow, 
So  was  the  blood  yronnen  in  his  face. 

Anon  he  was  yborne  out  of  the  place 
With  herte  sore,  to  Theseus  paleis. 
Tho  was  be  corven  out  of  his  harneis, 
And  in  a  bed  ybrought  ful  fayre  and  Wive, 
For  he  was  yet  in  memorie,  and  live, 
And  alway  crying  after  Emelie. 

Duk  Theseus,  with  all  his  oompagnie, 
Is  comen  home  to  Athenes  his  citee. 
With  alle  blisse  and  gret  solempnite. 
Al  be  it  that  this  aventure  was  falle, 
He  n'olde  not  discomforten  hem  alle. 
Men  sayden  eke,  that  Arcite  shal  not  die, 
He  shal  ben  heled  of  his  roaladie. 
And  of  another  thing  they  were  as  fayn, 
That  of  hem  alle  was  ther  non  yslain, 
Al  were  they  sore  yhurt,  and  namely  on, 
That  with  a  spere  was  thirled  his  brest  bone. 
To  other  woundes,  and  to  broken  annes, 
Som  hadden  salves,  and  som  hadden  channel : 
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aacies  of  herbes,  and  eke  save 
inken,  for  they  wold  hir  lives  have. 
:h  this  noble  duk,  as  he  we]  can, 
th  and  honoureth  every  man, 
le  revel  all  the  longe  night, 
strange  lordes,  as  was  right, 
a'as  holden  no  discomforting, 

■  juates  Or  a  tourneying  ; 

ly  ther  n'as  no  discomfiture, 
ig  nls  not  but  an  a  venture. 

lad  by  force  unto  a  stake 
i,  and  with  twenty  knightes  take, 

all  alone,  withouten  mo, 
led  forth  by  armes,  foot,  and  too, 
his  stede  driven  forth  with  staves, 
tmen,  bo  the  yemen  and  eke  knaves, 
retted  him  no  vilanie  : 
y  no  man  clepen  it  cowardie. 
•h  anon  duk  Theseus  let  crie, 
m  alle  rancour  and  envie, 
•  as  well  of  o  side  as  of  other, 
ler  side  vlike,  as  others  brother  : 
e  hem  giftes  after  hir  degree, 
le  a  feste  fully  dayes  three  : 
reyed  the  kinges  worthily 
is  toun  a  journee  largely, 
le  went  every  man  the  righte  way, 

■  no  more,  but  farewel,  have  good  day. 
ataille  I  wol  no  more  endite, 

e  of  Palamon  and  of  Arcite. 
th  the  brest  of  Arcite,  and  the  sore 
h  at  his  herte  more  and  more. 
?red  blood,  for  any  leche-craft, 
eth,  and  is  in  his  bouke  ylaft, 
ther  veine-blood,  ne  ventousing, 
e  of  herbes  may  ben  his  helping, 
ne  expulaif,  or  animal, 
e  vertue  cleped  natural, 
the  venime  voiden,  ne  expell. 
s  of  his  longes  gan  to  swell, 
■y  laeerte  in  his  brest  adoun 
with  venime  and  corruptioun. 
teth  neyther,  for  to  get  his  lif, 
i ward,  ne  dounward  laxatif ; 
brosten  thilke  region ; 
ath  now  no  domination, 
ainly  ther  nature  wol  not  werche, 
physflce ;  go  bere  the  man  to  cherche. 
il  and  sora,  that  Arcite  moste  die. 
h  he  sendeth  after  Emelie, 
anon,  that  was  his  cosin  dere. 
d  he  thus,  as  ye  shuln  after  here, 
t  may  the  woful  spirit  in  myn  herte 
>  point  of  all  my  sorwes  smerte 
ny  lady,  that  I  love  most ; 
fjoethe  the  service  of  my  gost 
boven  every  creature, 
my  lif  ne  may  no  lenger  dure, 
le  wo !  alas  the  peines  stronge, 
ir  you  have  suffered,  and  so  Tongc ! 
deth !  alas  min  Emelie  t 
irting  of  our  compagnie  1 
bertes  quene !  alas  my  wif ! 
es  ladie,  ender  of  my  lif  ! 
this  world !  what  axen  men  to  have  f 
i  his  love,  now  in  his  colde  grave 
thouten  any  compagnie. 
my  swete,  farewel  min  Emelie, 
s  take  me  in  your  armes  twey, 
of  God,  and  herkeneth  what  I  aey. 


I  have  here  with  my  cosin  Palamon 
Had  strif  and  rancour  many  a  day  agon 
For  love  of  you,  and  for  my  jalousie. 
And  Jupiter  so  wis  my  soule  gie, 
To  speken  of  a  servant  proprely, 
With  alle  circumstances  trewely, 
That  is  to  sayn,  trouth,  honour,  and  knighthede, 
Wisdom,  humblesse,  estat,  and  high  kinrede, 
Fredom,  and  all  that  longeth  to  that  art, 
So  Jupiter  have  of  my  soule  part, 
As  in  this  world  right  now  ne  know  I  non, 
So  worthy  to  be  loved  as  Palamon, 
That  serveth  you,  and  wol  don  all  his  lif. 
And  if  that  ever  ye  shal  ben  a  wif, 
Foryete  not  Palamon,  the  gentil  man. 

And  with  that  word  his  speche  faille  began. 
For  from  his  feet  up  to  his  brest  was  come 
The  cold  of  deth,  that  had  him  overnome. 
And  yet  moreover  in  his  armes  two 
The  vital  strength  is  lost,  and  all  ago. 
Only  the  intellect,  withouten  more, 
That  dwelled  in  his  herte  sike  and  sore, 
Gan  faillen,  whan  the  herte  felte  deth  ; 
Dusked  his  eyen  two,  and  failled  his  breth. 
But  on  his  ladie  yet  cast  he  his  eye  ; 
His  laste  word  was  ;  Mercy.  Emelie  ! 
His  spirit  changed  hous,  ana  wente  ther, 
As  I  came  never  1  cannot  tellen  wher. 
Therfore  1  stent,  I  am  no  divinistre ; 
Of  soules  find  I  not  in  this  regwtre. 
Ne  me  lust  not  th'  opinions  to  telle 
Of  hem,  though  that  they  writen  wher  they  dwelle. 
Arcite  is  cold,  ther  Mars  his  soule  gie. 
Now  wol  I  speken  forth  of  Emelie. 

Shright  Emelie,  and  houleth  Palamon, 
And  Theseus  his  sister  toke  anon 
Swouning,  and  bare  hire  from  the  corps  away. 
What  helpeth  it  to  tarien  forth  the  day, 
To  tellen  now"  she  wep  both  even  and  morwe  I 
For  in  swiche  cas  wimmen  have  swiche  sorwe, 
Whan  that  hir  housbonds  ben  fro  hem  ago, 
That  for  the  more  part  they  sorwen  so, 
Or  elles  fallen  in  swiche  maladie, 
That  atte  laste  certainly  they  die. 

Infinite  ben  the  sorwes  and  the  teres 
Of  olde  folk,  and  folk  of  tendre  yeres, 
In  all  the  toun  for  deth  of  this  Theban : 
For  him  ther  wepeth  bothe  childe  and  man. 
So  gret  a  weping  was  ther  non  certain, 
Whan  Hector  was  ybrought,  all  fresh  yslain 
To  Troy,  alas !  the  pitee  that  was  there, 
Cratch  ing  of  chekes,  rending  eke  of  here. 
Why  woldest  thou  be  ded  t  thise  women  crie, 
And  haddest  gold  ynough,  and  Emelie. 

No  man  might  gladen  this  duk  Theseus, 
Saving  his  olde  fader  Egeus, 
That  knew  this  worldes  transmutatioun, 
As  he  had  seen  it  chaungen  up  and  doun, 
Joye  after  wo,  and  wo  after  gfadnesse ; 
And  shewed  him  ensample  and  likenerae. 

Right  as  ther  died  never  man  (quod  he) 
That  he  ne  lived  in  erthe  in  som  degree, 
Right  so  ther  lived  never  man  (he  seyd) 
In  all  this  world,  that  som  time  he  ne  de;  d. 
This  world  n*is  but  a  thurghfare  ful  of  wo, 
And  we  ben  pilgrimes,  passing  to  and  fro : 
Deth  is  an  end  of  every  worldes  tore. 

And  over  all  this  yet  said  be  mocbel  more 
To  this  effect,  ful  wisely  to  enhort 
The  peple,  that  they  shuld  hem  recomfort 
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Dak  Theseus  with  all  his  besy  cure 
He  casteth  now,  wher  that  the  sepulture 
Of  good  Arcite  may  best  ymaked  be, 
And  eke  most  honourable  in  his  degree. 
And  at  the  last  he  toke  conclusion, 
That  ther  as  first  Arcite  and  Palamon 
Hadden  for  love  the  bataille  hem  betwene, 
I    That  in  that  sehre  grove,  sote  and  grene, 
!    Ther  as  he  hadde  his  amorous  desires, 
!    His  complaint,  and  for  love  his  hote  fires, 
{    He  wolde  make  a  fire,  in  which  the  office 
Of  funeral  he  might  all  accomplise  ; 
And  lete  anon  commande  to  hack  and  hewe 
The  okes  old,  and  lay  hem  on  a  rew 
In  culpons,  wel  araied  for  to  brenne. 
His  officers  with  swifte  feet  they  renne 
And  ride  anon  at  his  commandement. 
And  after  this,  this  Theseus  hath  sent 
After  a  bere,  and  it  all  overspradde 
With  cloth  of  gold,  the  richest  that  he  hadde ; 
And  of  the  same  suit  he  cladde  Arcite. 
Upon  his  hondes  were  his  gloves  white, 
Eke  on  his  hed  a  crotine  of  laurer  grene, 
And  in  his  hond  a  swerd  fill  bright  and  kene. 
He  laid  him  bare  the  visage  on  the  bere, 
Therwith  he  wept  thajt  pitee  was  to  here. 
And  for  the  peple  shulde  seen  him  alle, 
Whan  it  was  day  he  brought  him  to  the  halle, 
That  roreth  of  the  crying  and  the  soun. 

Tho  came  this  woful  Theban  Palamon 
With  flotery  berd,  and  ruggy  asshy  heres, 
In  clothes  blake,  ydropped  all  with  teres, 
And  (passing  over  of  weping  Emelie) 
The  reufullest  of  all  the  compagnie. 

And  in  as  much  as  the  service  shuld  be 
The  more  noble  and  riche  in  his  degree, 
Duk  Theseus  let  forth  three  stedes  bring, 
That  trapped  were  in  stele  all  glittering, 
And  covered  with  the  armes  of  Dan  Arcite. 
And  eke  upon  these  stedes  gret  and  white 
Ther  saten  folk,  of  which  on  bare  his  sheld, 
Another  his  spere  up  in  his  hondes  held  ; 
The  thridde  bare  with  him  his  bow  Turkeis, 
Of  brent  gold  was  the  cas  and  the  harneis  : 
And  riden  forth  a  pas  with  sorweful  chere 
Toward  the  grove,  as  ye  shul  after  here. 

The  noblest  of  the  Grekes  that  ther  were 
Upon  hir  shuldres  carrieden  the  bere, 
With  slacke  pas,  and  eyen  red  and  wete, 
Thurghout  the  citee,  by  the  maister  strete, 
That  sprad  was  all  with  black,  and  wonder  hie 
Right  of  the  same  is  all  the  strete  ywrie. 
Upon  the  right  hand  went  olde  Egeus, 
And  on  that  other  side  duk  Theseus, 
With  vessels  in  hir  hond  of  gold  ful  fine, 
All  ful  of  hony,  milk,  and  blood,  and  wine  ; 
Eke  Palamon,  with  ful  gret  compagnie  : 
And  after  that  came  woful  Emelie, 
With  fire  in  hond,  as  was  that  time  the  gise, 
To  don  the  office  of  funeral  service. 

High  labour,  and  ful  gret  apparailling 
Was  at  the  service  of  that  fire  making, 
That  with  his  grene  top  the  heven  raught, 
And  twenty  f adorn  of  brede  the  armes  straught : 
This  is  to  sain,  the  boughes  were  so  brode. 
Of  stre  first  ther  was  laied  many  a  lode. 

But  how  the  fire  was  maked  up  on  highte, 
And  eke  the  names  how  the  trees  highte, 
.As  oke,  fir,  birch,  aspe,  alder,  holm,  poplere, 
Wilow,  elm,  plane,  ash,  box,  chestein,lind,  laurere, 


Maple,  thorn,  beche,  hasel,  ew,  whipultre, 

How  they  were  feld,  shal  not  be  told  for  me ; 

Ne  how  the  eoddes  rannen  up  and  doun 

Disherited  of  hir  habitatioun, 

In  which  they  woueden  in  rest  and  pcos, 

Nimphes,  Faunes,  and  Amadriades ; 

Ne  how  the  bestes,  and  the  briddes  alle 

Fledden  for  fere,  whan  the  wood  gan  falle  \ 

Ne  how  the  ground  agast  was  of  the  light, 

That  was  not  wont  to  see  the  sonne  bright ; 

Ne  how  the  fire  was  couched  first  with  stre, 

And  than  with  drie  stickes  cloven  a-thre, 

And  than  with  grene  wood  and  epicene, 

And  than  with  cloth  of  gold  and  with  perrie, 

And  gerlonds  hanging  with  fhl  many  a  flour, 

The  mirre,  th'encense  also  with  swete  odour; 

Ne  how  Arcita  lay  among  all  this, 

Ne  what  richesse  about  his  body  is  ; 

Ne  how  that  Emelie,  as  was  the  gise, 

Put  in  the  fire  of  funeral  service ; 

Ne  how  she  swooned  whan  she  made  the  fire, 

Ne  what  she  spake,  ne  what  was  hir  desire ; 

Ne  what  jewelles  men  in  the  fire  caste,  i 

Whan  that  the  fire  was  gret  and  brente  &*te ; 

Ne  how  som  cast  hir  sheld,  and  som  hir  spere,  I 

And  of  hir  vestimentes,  which  they  were,  I 

And  cuppes  full  of  wine,  and  milk,  and  blood, 

Into  the  fire,  that  brent  as  it  were  wood ; 

Ne  how  the  Grekes  with  a  huge  route 

Three  times  riden  all  the  fire  aboute  j 

Upon  the  left  hond,  with  a  load  shooting,  I 

And  thries  with  hir  spores  dateriag ;  1 

And  thries  how  the  ladies  gan  to  erie ; 

Ne  how  that  led  was  homeward  Emelie ; 

Ne  how  Arcite  is  brent  to  ashen  cold ; 

Ne  how  the  liche-wake  was  yhold 

All  thilke  night,  ne  how  the  Grekes  play. 

The  wake-plaies  ne  kepe  I  not  to  say : 

Who  wrestled  best  naked,  with  oile  enoint, 

Ne  who  that  bare  him  best  in  no  disjoint. 

I  woll  not  tellen  eke  how  they  all  goo  I 

Home  til  Athenes  whan  the  play  is  don ;  I 

But  shortly  to  the  point  now  wol  I  wende, 

And  maken  of  my  longe  tale  an  ende. 

By  processe  and  by  lengthe  of  certain  yeret 
All  stenten  is  the  mourning  and  the  teres 
Of  Grekes,  by  on  general  assent. 
Than  semeth  me  ther  was  a  parlement  1 
At  Athenes,  upon  certain  points  and  cas : 
Amonges  the  which  points  yspoken  was 
To  have  with  certain  contrees  alliance, 
And  have  of  Thebanes  fully  obeisance. 
For  which  this  noble  Theseus  anon 
Let  senden  after  gentil  Palamon, 
Unwist  of  him,  what  was  the  cause  and  why  : 
But  in  his  blacke  clothes  sorwefolly 
He  came  at  his  commandement  on  hie  ; 
Tho  sente  Theseus  for  Emelie. 

Whan  they  were  set,  and  huaht  was  al  the  place, 
And  Theseus  abiden  hath  a  space, 
Or  any  word  came  from  his  wise  brest 
His  eyen  set  he  ther  as  was  his  lest, 
And  with  a  sad  visage  he  siked  still, 
And  after  that  right  thus  he  sayd  his  wilL 

The  firste  mover  of  the  cause  above 
Whan  he  firste  made  the  fayre  chaine  of  love, 
Gret  was  th*  effect,  and  high  was  his  entent ; 
Wel  wist  he  why,  and  what  therof  he  ment : 
For  with  that  fayre  chaine  of  love  he  bond 
The  fire,  the  air,  the  watre,  and  the  lond 
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In  certain  bondes,  that  they  may  not  flee  : 
That  same  prince  and  mover  eke  (quod  he) 
Hath  stablisht,  in  this  wretched  world  adouu, 
Certain  of  dayes  and  duration 
To  all  that  are  engendred  in  this  place. 
Over  the  which  day  they  ne  mow  not  pace, 
Al  mow  they  yet  dayes  wel  abrege. 
Ther  nedeth  non  autoritee  allege, 
For  it  is  preved  by  experience, 
Bat  that  me  lost  declaren  my  sentence. 
Than  may  men  by  this  ordre  wel  discerne, 
That  thilke  mover  stable  is  and  eterne. 
Wel  may  men  knowen,  but  it  be  a  fool, 
That  every  part  deriveth  from  his  hool. 
For  nature  hath  not  taken  his  beginning 
Of  no  partie  ne  cantel  of  a  thing, 
But  of  a  thing  that  parfit  is  and  stable, 
Descending  so,  til  it  be  corrumpable. 
And  therfore  of  his  wise  purveyance 
He  hath  so  wel  beset  his  ordinance, 
That  speees  of  thingea  and  progressions 
Shullen  endnren  bv  successions, 

:  And  not  eterne,  withouten  any  lie  : 

|  This  maiest  thou  understand  and  seen  at  eye. 

I  Lo  the  oke,  that  hath  so  long  a  noriahing 
Fro  the  time  that  it  ginneth  first  to  spring, 

,  And  hath  so  kmg  a  Uf,  as  ye  may  see, 
Yet  at  the  laste  wasted  is  the  tree. 
Considereth  eke,  how  that  the  harde  stone 
Under  our  feet,  on  which  we  tredo  and  gon, 
It  wasteth,  as  it  lieth  by  the  wev. 
The  brode  river  somtime  wexeth  drey. 
The  grete  tonnes  see  we  wane  and  wende. 
Than  may  ye  see  that  all  thing  hath  an  ende. 
Of  man  and  woman  see  we  wel  also, 
That  nedes  in  on  of  the  tennes  two, 
That  is  to  aayn,  in  youthe  or  elles  age, 
He  mote  be  ded,  the  king  as  shall  a  page  ; 
Som  in  his  bed,  som  in  the  depe  see, 
Som  in  the  huge  feld,  as  ye  may  see : 
Ther  helpeth  nought,  all  goth  that  ilke  wey  : 
Than  may  I  sayn  that  alle  thing  mote  dey. 
What  maketh  this  but  Jupiter  the  king  ? 
The  which  is  prince,  and  cause  of  alle  thing, 
Converting  alle  unto  his  propre  wille, 

I  From  which  it  is  derived,  soth  to  telle. 
And  here-againes  no  creature  on  live 

I  Of  no  degree  availleth  for  to  strive. 
Than  is  it  wisdom,  as  it  thinketh  me, 
To  maken  vertue  of  necessite, 
And  take  it  wel,  that  we  may  not  eschewe, 
And  namely  that  to  us  all  is  dewe. 
And  who  so  grutcheth  ought,  he  doth  folie, 

<  And  rebel  is  to  him  that  all  may  gie. 
And  certainly  a  man  hath  most  honour 
To  dien  in  his  excellence  and  flour, 

i  Whan  he  is  siker  of  his  goode  name. 

|  Than  hath  he  don  his  frend,  ne  him,  no  shame  ; 
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And  glader  ought  his  frend  ben  of  his  deth, 
Whan  with  honour  is  yolden  up  his  breth, 
Than  whan  his  name  appalled  is  for  age ; 
For  all  foryetten  is  his  vassallage. 
Than  is  it  best,  as  for  a  worthy  fame, 
To  dien  whan  a  man  is  best  of  name. 
The  contrary  of  all  this  is  wilfulnesse. 
Why  grutchen  we  t  why  have  we  hevinesse, 
That  good  Arcite,  of  chivalry  the  flour, 
Departed  is,  with  dutee  and  honour, 
Out  of  this  foule  prison  of  this  lif  ? 
Why  grutchen  here  his  cusin  and  his  wif 
Of  his  welfare,  that  loven  him  so  wel  t 
Can  he  hem  thank  !  nay,  God  wot,  never  a  del, 
That  both  his  soule,  and  eke  hemself  offend, 
And  yet  they  mow  hir  lustes  not  amend. 

What  may  I  conclude  of  this  longe  aerie, 
But  after  sorwe  I  rede  us  to  be  merie, 
And  thanken  Jupiter  of  all  his  grace. 
And  er  that  we  departen  from  this  place, 
I  rede  that  we  make  of  sorwes  two 

0  parfit  joye  lasting  evermo  : 

And  loketh  now  wher  most  sorwe  is  herein, 
Ther  wol  I  firste  amenden  and  begin. 

Sister,  (quod  he)  this  is  my  full  assent, 
With  all  th'avis  here  of  my  parlement, 
That  gentil  Palamon,  your  owen  knight, 
I  That  serveth  you  with  will,  and  herte,  and  might, 
And  ever  hath  don,  sin  ye  first  him  knew, 
That  ye  shall  of  your  grace  upon  him  rew, 
And  taken  him  for  husbond  and  for  lord  : 
Lene  me  your  hand,  for  this  is  oure  accord. 

Let  see  now  of  your  womanly  pitee. 
He  is  a  kinges  brothers  sone  pardee, 
And  though  he  were  a  poure  bachelere, 
Sin  he  hath  served  you  so  many  a  yere, 
And  had  for  you  so  gret  adversite, 
It  moste  ben  considered,  leveth  me. 
For  gentil  mercy  oweth  to  passen  right. 

Than  sayd  he  thus  to  Palamon  the  knight  ; 

1  trow  ther  nedeth  litel  sermon  ing 
To  maken  you  assenten  to  this  thing. 
Cometh  ner,  and  take  your  lady  by  the  hond. 

Betwixen  hem  was  maked  anon  the  bond, 
That  highte  matrimoine  or  mariage, 
By  all  the  conseil  of  the  baronage. 
And  thus  with  alle  blisse  and  melodie 
Hath  Palamon  ywedded  Emelie. 
And  God  that  all  this  wide  world  hath  wrought, 
Send  him  his  love,  that  hath  it  dere  ybought. 
For  now  is  Palamon  in  alle  wele, 
Living  in  blisse,  in  richesse,  and  in  hele, 
And  Emelie  him  loveth  so  tendrely, 
And  he  hire  serveth  al  so  gentil ly, 
That  never  was  ther  no  word  hem  betwene 
Of  jalousie,  ne  of  non  other  tene. 

Thus  endeth  Palamon  and  Emelie  ; 
And  God  save  all  this  fayre  compagnie. 


! 
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THE  MILLERES  PROLOGUE. 

Whan  that  the  Knight  had  thus  his  tale  told, 
Id  all  the  compagnie  n'as  ther  yong  ne  old. 
That  he  ne  said  it  was  a  noble  stone, 
And  worthy  to  be  drawen  to  meraorie  ; 
And  namely  the  gentiles  everich  on. 
Our  Hoste  lough  and  swore,  So  mote  I  gon, 
This  goth  aright ;  unbokeled  is  the  male  ; 
Let  see  now  who  shal  tell,  another  tale : 
For  trewelv  this  game  is  wel  begonne. 
Now  telleth  ye,  aire  Monk,  if  that  ye  conne, 
Somwhat,  to  quiten  with  the  knightes  tale. 

The  Miller  that  for-dronken  was  all  pale, 
So  that  unethes  upon  his  hors  he  sat, 
He  n'old  avalen  neither  hood  ne  hat, 
Ne  abiden  no  man  for  his  curtesie, 
But  in  Pilates  vois  he  gan  to  crie, 
And  &  wore  by  armes,  and  by  blood,  and  bones, 
I  can  a  noble  tele  for  the  nones, 
With  which  I  wol  now  quite  the  knightes  tale. 

Our  Hoste  saw  that  he  was  dronken  of  ale, 
And  sayd  ;  abide,  Robin,  my  leve  brother, 
Som  better  man  shall  tell  us  first  another  : 
Abide,  and  let  us  werken  thriftily. 

By  Goddes  soule  (quod  he)  that  wol  not  I, 
For  I  wol  speke,  or  elles  go  my  way. 

Our  Hoste  answerd  ;  Tell  on  a  devil  way  ; 
Thou  art  a  fool  ;  thy  wit  is  overcome. 

Now  herkeneth,  quod  the  Miller,  all  and  some : 
But  first  I  make  a  protestatioun, 
That  I  am  dronke,  I  know  it  by  my  soun  : 
And  therfore  if  that  I  raisspeke  or  say, 
Wite  it  the  ale  of  Southwerk,  I  you  pray  : 
For  1  wol  tell  a  legend  and  a  lif 
Both  of  a  carpenter  and  of  his  wif, 
How  that  a  clerk  hath  set  the  wrightes  cappe. 

The  Reve  answerd  and  saide,  Stint  thy  clappc. 
Let  be  thy  lewed  dronken  harlotrie. 
It  is  a  sinne,  and  eke  a  gret  folie 
To  apeiren  any  man,  or  him  defame, 
And  eke  to  bringen  wives  in  swiche  a  name. 
Thou  mayst  ynough  of  other  thinges  sain. 

This  dronken  Miller  spake  ful  sone  again, 
And  sayde  ;  Leve  brother  Osewold, 
Who  hath  no  wif,  he  is  no  coke  wold. 
But  I  say  not  therfore  that  thou  art  on  ; 
Ther  ben  ful  goode  wives  many  on. 
Why  art  thou  angry  with  my  tale  now  I 
I  have  a  wif  parde  as  wel  as  thou, 
Yet  n'olde  I,  for  the  oxen  in  my  plough, 
Taken  upon  me  more  than  ynough 
As  demen  of  myself  that  I  am  on  ; 
I  wol  beleven  wel  that  I  am  non. 
An  husbond  shuld  not  ben  inquisitif 
Of  Goddes  privite,  ne  of  his  wif. 
So  he  may  linden  Goddes  foison  there, 
Of  the  remenant  nedeth  not  to  enquere. 

What  shuld  I  more  say,  but  this  Mi  Here 
lie  n'olde  bis  wordes  for  no  man  forbere, 


But  told  his  cherles  tale  in  bis  manere, 
Me  thinketh,  that  I  shal  reherse  it  here* 
And  therfore  every  gentil  wight  I  pray, 
For  Goddes  love  as  deme  not  that  I  say 
Of  evil  entent,  but  that  I  mote  reherse 
Hir  tales  alle,  al  be  they  better  or  werse, 
Or  elles  falsen  som  of  my  matere. 
And  therfore  who  so  list  it  not  to  here, 
Turne  over  .the  leef,  and  chese  another  tale, 
For  he  shal  find  vnow  bothe  gret  and  smale, 
Of  storial  thing  that  toucheth  gentillesse, 
And  eke  moralite,  and  holinesse. 
Blameth  not  me,  if  that  ye  chese  amis. 
The  Miller  is  a  cherl,  ye  know  wel  this. 
So  was  the  Reve,  (and  many  other  mo) 
And  harlotrie  they  tolden  bothe  two. 
Aviseth  you  now,  and  put  me  out  of  blame ; 
And  eke  men  shuld  not  make  ernest  of  game. 


THE  MILLERES  TALE. 

Whilom  ther  was  dwelling  in  Oxenforde 

A  riche  gnof,  that  gestes  helde  to  borde, 

And  of  his  craft  he  was  a  carpenter. 

With  him  ther  was  dwelling  a  poure  scoler, 

Had  lerned  art,  but  all  his  fantasie 

Was  turned  for  to  lerne  astrologie, 

And  coude  a  certain  of  conclusions 

To  demen  by  interrogations, 

If  that  men  asked  him  in  certain  houres, 

Whan  thatmenshuldehavedroueht  orellesshonicft 

Or  if  men  asked  him  what  shulde  falle 

Of  every  thing,  I  may  not  reken  alle. 

This  clerk  was  cleped  bendy  Nicholas; 
Of  derne  love  he  coude  and  of  solas ; 
And  therto  he  was  slie  and  ful  prive, 
And  like  a  maiden  meke  for  to  se. 
A  chambre  had  he  in  that  hostelrie 
Alone,  withouten  any  oomfyagnie, 
Ful  fetisly  ydight  with  herbes  sote, 
And  he  himself  was  swete  as  is  the  rote 
Of  Hcoris,  or  any  Bete  wale. 
His  almageste,  and  bokes  gret  and  smale, 
His  astreuibre,  longing  for  his  art, 
His  augrim  stones,  layen  faire  apart 
On  shelves  couched  at  his  beddes  hed, 
His  presse  y covered  with  a.  (aiding  red. 
And  all  above  ther  lay  a  eay  sautrie. 
On  which  he  made  on  nigh  tee  melodie, 
So  swetely,  that  all  the  chambre  rong  : 
And  Angelas  ad  virginem  he  song. 
And  after  that  he  song  the  kinges  note ; 
Ful  often  blessed  was  his  mery  throte. 
And  thus  this  swete  clerk  his  time  spent 
After  his  frendes  finding  and  his  rent. 

This  carpenter  had  wedded  new  a  wif, 
Which  that  he  loved  more  than  his  lif : 
Of  eightene  yere  she  was  I  gesse  of  age. 
Jalous  he  was,  and  held  hire  narwe  in  cage, 
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ras  wild  and  yonge,  and  he  was  old, 
ed  himself  belike  a  cokewold. 
not  Caton,  for  his  wit  was  rude, 
e  a  man  shulde  wedde  his  similitude, 
den  wedden  after  hir  estate, 
ae  and  elde  is  often  at  debate, 
n  he  was  fallen  in  the  snare, 
endure  (as  other  folk)  his  care, 
was  this  yonge  wif,  and  therwithal 
eeel  hire  body  gent  and  smal. 
tie  wered,  barred  all  of  silk, 
•cloth  eke  as  white  as  morwe  milk 
s  lendes,  ml  of  many  a  gore, 
is  hire  amok,  and  brouded  all  before 
behind  on  hire  colore  aboute 
lack  silk,  within  and  eke  withoute. 
i  of  hire  white  volupere 
the  same  suit  of  hire  colere  ; 
t  brode  of  silk,  and  set  full  hye : 
4y  she  had  a  likerous  eye. 
ypulled  were  hire  browes  two, 
were  bent,  and  black  as  any  slo. 
vel  more  blisful  on  to  see 
se  newe  perjenete  tree  ; 
r  than  the  wolle  is  of  a  wether, 
hire  girdel  heng  a  purse  of  lether, 
with  silk,  and  perled  with  latoun. 
i  world  to  seken  up  and  doun 
no  man  so  wise,  that  coude  thenche 
popelot,  or  swiche  a  wenche. 
ter  was  the  shining  of  hire  hewe, 
he  tour  the  noble  yforged  newe. 
re  song,  it  was  as  loud  and  yerne, 
ralow  sitting  on  a  berne. 
he  coude  skip,  and  make  a  game, 
d  or  calf  Mowing  his  dame, 
ith  was  swete  as  braket  or  the  meth, 
tf  apples,  laid  in  hay  or  heth. 
she  was,  as  is  a  joly  colt, 
i  mast,  and  upright  as  a  bolt 
she  bare  upon  hire  low  colere, 
as  is  the  bone  of  a  bokelere. 
ra  were  laced  on  hire  legges  hie  ; 
a  primerole.  a  piggesnie, 
lord  to  liggen  in  his  bedde, 
r  any  sood  yeman  to  wedde. 
re,  and  eft  sire,  so  befell  the  cas, 
i  day  this  hendy  Nicholas 
this  yonge  wif  to  rage  and  pleye, 
at  hire  husbond  was  at  Oseney, 
■s  ben  ful  subtil  and  ful  queint. 
ely  he  caught  hire  by  the  queint, 
le ;  Ywis,  but  if  I  have  my  will, 
e  love  of  thee,  lemman,  I  spill. 
<e  hire  faste  by  the  hanche  bones, 
le  ;  Lena  man,  love  me  wel  at  ones, 
dien,  al  so  God  me  save, 
le  sprong  as  a  colt  doth  in  the  trave  : 
i  hire  hed  she  writhed  faste  away, 
le  :  I  wol  not  kisse  thee  by  my  fay. 
be,  (quod  she)  let  be,  Nicholas, 
crie  out  harow  and  alas, 
four  hondes  for  your  curtesie. 
ficholas  gan  mercy  for  to  crie, 
ce  so  faire,  and  profered  him  so  fast, 
hire  love  him  granted  at  the  last, 
re  hire  oth  by  Seint  Thomas  of  Kent, 
wold  ben  at  his  commandement, 
at  she  may  hire  leiser  wel  espic. 
bond  is  so  ful  of  jalousie, 


That  but  ye  waiten  wel,  and  be  prive, 
I  wot  right  wel  I  n'am  but  ded,  quod  she. 
Ye  mosten  be  ful  derne  as  in  this  cas. 

Nay,  therof  care  you  not,  quod  Nicholas  : 
A  clerk  had  litherly  beset  his  while, 
But  if  he  coude  a  carpenter,  begile. 
And  thus  they  were  accorded  and  ysworne 
To  waite  a  time,  as  I  have  said  beforne. 
Whan  Nicholas  had  don  thus  every  del, 
And  thacked  hire  about  the  lendes  wel, 
He  kissed  hire  swete,  and  taketh  his  sautrie, 
And  plaieth  fast,  and  maketh  melodie. 

Than  fell  it  thus,  that  to  the  parish  cherche 
(Of  Cristes  owen  werkes  for  to  werche) 
This  good  wif  went  upon  a  holy  day : 
Hire  Torched  shone  as  bright  as  any  day, 
So  was  it  washen,  whan  she  lete  hire  werk. 

Now  was  ther  of  that  chirche  a  parish  clerk, 
The  which  that  was  ycleped  Absolon. 
Crulle  was  his  here,  and  as  the  gold  it  shon, 
And  strouted  as  a  fanne  large  and  brode  ; 
Ful  streight  and  even  lay  his  joly  shode. 
His  rode  was  red,  his  eyen  grey  as  goos, 
With  Poules  windowes  corven  on  his  shoos. 
In  hosen  red  he  went  ful  fetisly..  ■ 
Yclad  he  was  ful  smal  and  proprely. 
All  in  a  kirtel  of  a  light  waget ; 
Ful  faire  and  thicke  ben  the  pointes  set. 
And  therupon  he  had  a  gay  surplise, 
As  white  as  is  the  blosrae  upon  the  rise. 

A  mery  child  he  was,  so  God  me  save ; 
Wel  coud  he  leten  blod,  and  clippe,  and  shave, 
And  make  a  chartre  of  lond,  and  a  quitance. 
In  twenty  manere  coud  he  trip  and  dance, 
(After  the  scole  of  Oxenforde  tho) 
And  with  his  legges  casten  to  and  fro  ; 
And  playen  songes  on  a  smal  ribible  ; 
Therto  he  song  somtime  a  loud  quinible. 
And  as  wel  coud  he  play  on  a  giterne. 
In  all  the  toun  n'as  brewhous  ne  taverne, 
That  he  ne  visited  with  his  solas, 
Ther  as  that  any  gall  lard  tapstere  was. 
But  Both  to  say  he  was  somdel  squaimous 
Of  farting,  and  of  speche  dangerous. 

This  Absolon,  that  joly  was  and  gay, 
Goth  with  a  censer  on  the.  holy  day,  " 
Censing  the  wives  of  the  parish  faste  ; 
And  many  a  lovely  loke  he  on  hem  caste, 
And  namely  on  this  carpenteres  wif : 
To  loke  on  hire  him  thought  a  mery  lif. 
She  was  so  propre,  and.  swete,  and  likerous. 
I  dare  wel  sain,  if  she  had  ben  a  mous, 
And  he  a  cat,  he  wolde  hire  hente  anon. 

This  parish  clerk,  this  joly  Absolon, 
Hath  in  his  herte  swiche  a  love-longing, 
That  of  no  wif  toke  he  non  offering  ; 
For  curtesie,  he  sayd,  he  n'olde  non. 

The  moone  at  night  ful  clere  and  brighte  shon, 
And  Absolon  his  giterne  hath  ytake, 
For  paramours  he  thoughte  for  to  wake. 
And  forth  he  goth,  jolif  and  amorous, 
Til  he  came,  to  the  carpenteres  houa, 
A  litel  after  the  cockes  had  ycrow, 
And  dressed  him  up  by  a  shot  window, 
That  was  upon  the  carpenteres  wal. 
He  singeth  in  his  vois  gentil  and  smal ; 
Now,  dere  lady, — if  thy  wills  be, 
I  pray  you  that  ye — wol  rewe  on  me ; 
Ful  wel  accordant  to  his  giterning. 

This  carpenter  awoke,  and  herd  him  sing, 
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And  spake  unto  his  wif,  and  said  anon, 
What,  Alison,  heres  thou  not  Absolon, 
That  chanteth  thus  under  our  boures  wal  1 
And  she  answerd  hire  husbond  therwithal  ; 
Yes,  God  wot,  John,  I  here  him  every  del. 

This  passeth  forth  ;  what  wol  ye  bet  than  wel  1 
Fro  day  to  day  this  ioly  Absolon 
So  loveth  hire,  that  him  is  wo-begon. 
He  waketh  all  the  night,  and  all  the  day, 
He  kembeth  his  lockes  brode,  and  made  him  gay. 
He  woeth  hire  by  menes  and  brocage, 
And  swore  he  wolde  ben  hire  owen  page. 
He  singeth  brokking  as  a  nightingale. 
He  sent  hire  pinnes,  methe,  and  spiced  ale, 
And  wafres  piping  hot  out  of  the  glede  : 
And  for  she  was  of  toun,  he  profered  mede. 
For  8om  folk  wol  be  wonnen  for  richesse, 
And  som  for  strokes,  and  som  with  gentillesse. 

Somtime  to  shew  his  Dghtnesse  and  maistrie 
He  plaieth  Herode  on  a  skaffold  hie. 
But  what  availeth  him  as  in  this  cas  ! 
So  loveth  she  this  hendy  Nicholas, 
That  Absolon  may  blow  the  buckes  home  : 
He  ne  had  for  his  labour  but  a  scorn  e. 
And  thus  she  maketh  Absolon  hire  ape, 
And  all  his  ernest  tourneth  to  a  jape. 
Ful  soth  is  this  proverbe,  it  is  no  lie  ; 
Men  say  right  thus  alway  ;  the  neighe  slie 
Maketh  oft  time  the  fer  leef  to  be  lothe. 
For  though  that  Absolon  be  wood  or  wrothe, 
Because  that  he  fer  was  from  hire  sight, 
This  neighe  Nicholas  stood  in  his  light. 

Now  bere  thee  wel,  thou  hendy  Nicholas, 
For  Absolon  may  waile  and  sing  alas. 

And  so  befell  that  on  a  Saturday, 
This  carpenter  was  gon  to  Osenay, 
And  hendy  Nicholas  and  Alison 
Accorded  ben  to  this  conclusion, 
That  Nicholas  shal  shapen  him  a  wile 
This  sely  jalous  husbond  to  begile  ; 
And  if  so  were  the  game  went  aright, 
She  shuld  slene  in  his  amies  alle  night, 
For  this  was  hire  desire  and  his  also. 
And  right  anon,  withouten  wordes  mo, 
This  Nicholas  no  lenger  wolde  tarie, 
But  doth  ful  soft  unto  his  chambre  carie 
Both  mete  and  drinke  for  a  day  or  twey. 

And  to  hire  husbond  bad  hire  for  to  sey, 
If  that  he  axed  after  Nicholas, 
She  shulde  say,  she  n'iste  not  wher  he  was  ; 
Of  all  the  day  she  saw  him  not  with  eye. 
She  trowed  he  was  in  som  maladie, 
For  for  no  crie  hire  maiden  coud  him  calle 
He  n'olde  answer,  for  nothing  that  might  falle. 

Thus  passeth  forth  all  thilke  Saturday, 
That  Nicholas  still  in  his  chambre  lay, 
And  ete,  and  slept,  and  dide  what  him  list 
Til  Son day,  that  the  sonne  goth  to  rest. 

This  sely  carpenter  hath  gret  mervaile 
Of  Nicholas,  or  what  thing  might  him  aile. 
And  said  ;  I  am  adrad  by  Seint  Thomas 
It  stondeth  not  aright  with  Nicholas  : 
God  shilde  that  he  died  sodenly. 
This  world  is  now  ful  tikel  sikerly. 
I  saw  to-day  a  corps  y borne  to  cherche, 
That  now  on  Monday  last  1  saw  him  werche. 

Go  up  (quod  he  unto  his  knave)  anon  , 
Clepe  at  his  dore,  or  knocke  with  a  ston  . 
!    Loke  how  it  is,  and  tell  me  boldely. 
(      This  knave  goth  him  up  ful  sturdely, 


|  And  at  the  chambre  dore  while  that  he  stood, 

He  cried  and  knocked  as  tliat  he  were  wood  : 
|  What  how  t  what  do  ye,  inaister  Nicholay  ! 
|  How  may  ye  slcpen  all  the  longe  day? 
;  But  all  for  nought,  he  herde  not  a  word. 

An  hole  he  fond  ful  low  upon  the  bord, 

Ther  as  the  eat  was  wont  in  for  to  crepe, 

And  at  that  hole  he  loked  in  ful  depe, 

And  at  the  last  he  had  of  him  a  sight. 
This  Nicholas  sat  ever  gaping  upright, 

As  he  had  kyked  on  the  newe  mone. 

Adoun  he  goth,  and  telleth  his  maister  aune, 

In  what  array  he  saw  this  ilke  man. 
This  carpenter  to  blissen  him  began. 

And  said  ;  Now  helpe  us  Seinte  Fndssitide. 

A  man  wote  litel  what  shal  him  betide. 

This  man  is  fallen  with  his  astronomie 

In  som  woodnesse  or  in  som  agonie. 

I  thought  ay  wel  how  that  it  shulde  be. 

Men  shulde  not  knowe  of  Goddes  privetee. 

Ya  blessed  be  alway  a  lewed  man, 

That  nought  but  only  his  beleve  can. 

So  ferd  another  clerk  with  astronomie ; 

He  walked  in  the  feldes  for  to  prie 

Upon  the  sterres,  what  ther  shuld  befalle, 

Til  he  was  in  a  marlepit  yfalle. 

He  saw  not  that.    But  yet  by  Seint  Thomas 

Me  reweth  sore  of  hendy  Nicholas : 

He  shal  be  rated  of  his  studying, 

If  that  I  may,  by  Jesus  heven  king. 
Get  me  a  staf,  that  I  may  underspore 

While  that  thou,  Robin,  hevest  of  the  dore : 

He  shal  out  of  his  studying,  as  I  gesso. 

And  to  the  chambre  dore  he  gan  him  dresse. 

His  knave  was  a  strong  carl  for  the  nones, 

And  by  the  haspe  he  haf  it  of  at  ones  ; 

Into  the  flore  the  dore  fell  anon. 
This  Nicholas  sat  ay  as  stille  as  ston, 

And  ever  he  gaped  upward  into  the  eire. 
This  carpenter  wend  he  were  in  despeire, 

And  hent  him  by  the  shulders  mightily, 

And  shoke  him  hard,  and  cried  spitoualy ; 

What,  Nicholas  1  what  how  man !  loke  adoun : 

Awake,  and  thinke  on  Cristes  passioun. 

I  crouchc  thee  from  elves,  and  from  wightes. 

Therwith  the  nightspel  said  he  anon  rightes, 

On  foure  halves  of  the  hous  aboute, 

And  on  the  threswold  of  the  dore  withoute. 

Jesu  Crist,  and  Seint  Benedight, 

Blisse  this  hous  from  every  wicked  wight, 

Fro  the  nightes  mare,  the  wite  Pater-noster  ; 

Wher  wonest  thou  Seint  Peters  snster  ? 
And  at  the  last  this  hendy  Nicholas 

Gan  for  to  siken  sore,  and  said  ;  Alas  ! 

Shal  all  the  world  be  lost  eftsones  now  ! 

This  carpenter  answered  ;  What  saieet  thou ! 

What !  thinke  on  God,  as  we  do,  men  that  swiake. 
This  Nicholas  answered  ;  Fetch  me  a  drinke ; 

And  after  wol  I  speke  in  privetee 

Of  certain  thing  that  toucheth  thee  and  me  : 

I  wol  tell  it  non  other  man  certain. 
This  carpenter  goth  doun,  and  cometfa  again, 

And  brought  of  mighty  ale  a  large  quart ; 

And  whan  that  eche  of  hem  had  dronken  his  put. 

This  Nicholas  his  dore  faste  shette, 

And  doun  the  carpenter  by  him  he  sette, 

And  saide  ;  John,  min  hoste  lefe  and  dere, 
I  Thou  shalt  upon  thy  trouthe  swere  me  here, 
1  That  to  no  wight  thou  shalt  my  conseU  wrey : 
|  For  it  is  Cristes  conseil  that  I  say, 
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thou  tell  it  man,  thou  art  forlore : 
is  vengeance  thou  shalt  have  therfore, 
thou  wreye  me,  thou  shalt  be  wood. 
Crist  forbede  it  for  his  holy  blood, 
ho  this  sely  man ;  I  am  no  l&bbe, 
ugh  I  say  it,  I  n'am  not  lefe  to  gabbe. 
tat  thou  wolt,  I  shal  it  never  telle 
d  ne  wif,  by  him  that  harwed  helle. 
,  John,  (quod  Nicholas)  I  wol  not  lie, 
yfounde  in  min  astrologie, 
ive  loked  in  the  moone  bright, 
jw  on  Monday  next,  at  quarter  night, 
11  a  rain,  and  that  so  wild  and  wood 
&lf  so  gret  was  never  Noes  flood. 
>rld  (he  said)  in  lease  than  in  an  houre 
be  dreint,  so  hidous  is  the  shoure  : 
ud  mankinde  drenche,  and  lese  hir  lif. 
carpenter  answerd  ;  Alas  my  wif ! 
al  she  drenche  ?  alas  min  Alisoun  I 
•we  of  this  he  fell  almost  adoun, 
id  ;  Is  ther  no  remedy  in  this  cas  f 
yes,  for  God,  quod  hendy  Nicholas  ; 
i  wolt  werken  after  lore  and  rede  ; 
laist  not  werken  after  thin  owen  hede. 
is  smith  Salomon,  that  was  ful  trewe  ; 
all  by  conseil,  and  thou  shalt  not  rewe. 
thoa  werken  wolt  by  good  conseil, 
■take,  withouten  mast  or  seyl, 
d  I  saven  hire,  and  thee  and  me. 
ou  not  herd  how  saved  was  Noe, 
Jiat  our  Lord  had  warned  him  beforne, 
the  world  with  water  shuld  be  lorue  ? 
(quod  this  carpenter)  ful  yore  ago. 
thou  not  herd  (quod  Nicholas)  also 
we  of  Noe  with  his  felawship, 
he  might  get  his  wif  to  ship  ! 
d  be  lever  I  dare  wel  undertake, 
»  time,  than  all  his  wethers  blake, 
e  had  had  a  ship  hireself  alone, 
srfore  wost  thoa  what  is  best  to  done  ? 
eth  hast,  and  of  an  hastif  thing 
ly  not  preche  and  maken  tarying. 
»  get  us  fast  into  this  in 
ing  trough  or  elles  a  kemelyn, 
le  of  us  $  but  loke  that  they  ben  large, 
h  we  mo  wen  swimme  as  in  a  barge  : 
ve  therin  vitaille  suflSsant 
a  day  ;  fie  on  the  remenant ; 
ter  shall  aslake  and  gon  away 
i  prime  upon  the  nexte  day. 
bin  may  not  wete  of  this,  thy  knave, 
thy  mayden  Gille  I  may  not  save  : 
t  why :  for  though  thou  axe  me, 
9t  teUen  Goddes  privetee. 
h  thee,  but  if  thy  wittes  madde, 
;  as  gret  a  grace  as  Noe  hadde. 
'  shal  I  wel  saven  out  of  doute. 
thy  way,  and  spede  thee  hereaboute. 
vhan  thou  hast  for  hire,  and  thee,  and  me, 
us  these  kneding  tubbes  thre, 
salt  thou  hang  hem  in  the  roofe  ful  hie, 
»  man  of  our  purveyance  espie : 
lan  thou  hast  don  thus  as  I  have  said, 
st  our  vitaille  faire  in  hem  yiaid, 
e  an  axe  to  smite  the  cord  a-two 
that  the  water  cometh,  that  we  may  go, 
eke  an  bole  on  high  upon  the  gable 
m  gardin  ward,  over  the  stable, 
e  may  frdy  passen  forth  our  way, 
that  the  grete  shoure  is  gon  away. 


Than  shal  thou  swim  as  mery,  I  undertake, 
As  doth  the  white  doke  after  hire  drake : 
Than  wol  I  clepe,  How  Alison,  how  John, 
Be  mery  :  for  the  flood  wol  passe  anon. 
And  thou  wolt  sain,  Haile  maister  Nicholay, 
Good  morwe,  I  see  thee  wel,  for  it  is  day. 
And  than  shall  we  be  lordes  all  our  lif 
Of  all  the  world,  as  Noe  and  his  wif. 
But  of  o  thing  I  warne  thee  ful  right, 
Be  wel  avised  on  that  ilke  night, 
That  we  ben  entred  into  ahippes  bord, 
That  non  of  us  ne  speke  not  o  word, 
Ne  clepe  ne  crie,  but  be  in  his  praiere, 
For  it  is  Goddes  owen  heste  dere. 

Thy  wif  and  thou  moste  hangen  fer  a-twinne, 
For  that  betwixen  you  shal  be  no  sinne, 
No  more  in  loking  than  ther  shal  in  dede. 
This  ordinance  is  said  ;  go,  God  thee  spede. 
To-morwe  at  night,  whan  men  ben  all  aslepe, 
Into  our  kneding  tubbes  wol  we  crepe, 
And  sitten  ther,  abiding  Goddes  grace. 
Go  now  thy  way,  I  have  no  lenger  space 
To  make  of  this  no  lenger  sermoning : 
Men  sain  thus:  send  the  wise,  and  say  nothing : 
Thou  art  so  wise,  it  nedeth  thee  nought  teche. 
Go,  save  our  lives,  and  that  I  thee  bescche. 

This  sely  carpenter  goth  forth  his  way, 
Ful  oft  he  said  alao,  and  wala  wa, 
And  to  his  wif  he  told  his  privetee, 
And  she  was  ware,  and  knew  it  bet  than  he 
What  all  this  queinte  cast  was  for  to  sey. 
But  natheles  she  ferde  as  she  wold  dey, 
And  said  ;  Alas !  go  forth  thy  way  anon. 
Helpe  us  to  scape,  or  we  be  ded  eche  on. 
I  am  thy  trewe  veray  wedded  wif ; 
Go,  dere  spouse,  and  helpe  to  save  our  lif. 

Lo,  what  a  gret  thing  is  affection, 
Men  may  die  of  imagination, 
So  depe  may  impression  be  take. 
This  sely  carpenter  beginneth  quake : 
Him  thinketh  veraily  that  he  may  see 
Noes  flood  comen  walwing  as  the  see 
To  drenchen  Alison,  his  hony  dere. 
He  wepeth,  waileth,  maketh  sory  chere  ; 
He  siketh,  with  ful  many  a  sory  swough. 
He  goth,  and  geteth  him  a  kneding  trough, 
And  after  a  tubbe,  and  a  kemelin, 
And  prively  he  sent  hem  to  his  in  : 
And  heng  hem  in  the  roof  in  privetee. 
His  owen  hond  than  made  he  ladders  three, 
To  climben  by  the  renges  and  the  stalkes 
Unto  the  tubbes  honging  in  the  balkes ; 
And  vitailled  bothe  kemelin,  trough  and  tubbe, 
With  bred  and  chese,  and  good  ale  in  a  jubbe, 
Sufficing  right  ynow  as  for  a  day. 

But  er  that  he  had  made  all  this  array, 
He  sent  his  knave,  and  eke  his  wenche  also 
Upon  his  nede  to  London  for  to  go. 
And  on  the  Monday,  whan  it  drew  to  night, 
He  shette  his  dore,  withouten  candel  light,  . 
And  dressed  all  thing  as  it  shulde  bee. 
And  shortly  up  they  clomben  alle  three. 
They  sitten  stille  wel  a  furlong  way. 
Now,  Pater  nosier,  clum,  said  Nicholay, 
And  clum,  quod  John,  and  clum,  said  Alison  : 
This  carpenter  said  his  devotion, 
And  still  he  sit,  and  biddeth  his  praiere, 
Awaiting  on  the  rain,  if  he  it  here. 

The  dede  slope,  for  wery  besinesse, 
Fell  on  this  carpenter,  right  as  I  geese, 
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Abouten  curfew-time,  or  litel  more. 
For  travaille  of  his  goat  he  groneth  sore, 
And  eft  he  routeth,  for  his  hed  mislay. 
Doun  of  the  ladder  stalketh  Nicholay, 
And  Alison  ful  soft  adonn  hire  spedde. 
Withonten  wordes  mo  they  went  to  bedde, 
Ther  as  the  carpenter  was  wont  to  lie ; 
Ther  was  the  revel,  and  the  melodic 
And  thus  lith  Alison,  and  Nicholas, 
In  besinesse  of  mirthe  and  in  solas, 
Til  that  the  bell  of  laudet  gan  to  ring, 
And  freres  in  the  chancel  gon  to  sing. 

This  parish  clerk,  this  amorous  Absolon, 
That  is  for  love  alway  so  wo-begon, 
Upon  the  Monday  was  at  Osenay 
With  compagnie,  him  to  disport  and  play ; 
And  asked  upon  cas  a  cloisterer 
Ful  prively  after  John  the  carpenter ; 
And  he  drew  him  apart  out  of  the  chirche. 
He  said,  I  n'ot ;  I  saw  him  not  here  wirche 
Sith  Saturday ;  I  trow  that  he  be  went 
For  timbre,  ther  our  abbot  hath  him  sent. 
For  he  is  wont  for  timbre  for  to  go. 
And  dwellen  at  the  Grange  a  day  or  two  : 
Or  elles  he  is  at  his  hous  certain. 
Wher  that  he  be,  I  cannot  sothly  sain. 

This  Absolon  ful  joly  was  and  light, 
And  thought©,  now  is  time  to  wake  al  night, 
For  sikerly,  I  saw  him  nat  stiring 
About  his  dor©,  sin  day  began  to  spring. 
So  mote  I  thrive,  I  shal  at  cockes  crow 
Ful  prively  go  knocke  at  his  window, 
That  stant  ful  low  upon  his  boures  wall : 
To  Alison  wol  I  now  tellen  all 
My  love-longing  ;  for  yet  I  shall  not  misse, 
That  at  the  leste  way  I  shal  hire  kisse. 
Some  maner  comfort  shal  I  have  parfay, 
My  mouth  hath  itched  all  this  longe  day  : 
That  is  a  signe  of  kissing  at  the  leste. 
All  night  me  mette  eke,  I  was  at  a  feste. 
Therfore  I  wol  go  slepe  an  houre  or  twey, 
And  all  the  night  than  wol  I  wake  and  pley. 

Whan  that  the  firste  cock  hath  crowe,  anon 
Up  rist  this  joly  lover  Absolon, 
And  him  arayeth  gay,  at  point  devise. 
But  first  he  cheweth  grein  and  licorise, 
To  smellen  sote,  or  he  had  spoke  with  here. 
Under  his  tonge  a  trewe  love  he  here, 
For  therbv.  wend  he  to.  ben  gracious. 
He  cometh  to  the  carpenteres  hous, 
And  still' he  stant  under,  the  shot  window  ; 
Unto  his  brest  it  raught,  it  was  so  low  ;  ' 
And  soft  he  cougheth  with  a  semisoun.' 

What  do  ye  honycombe,  swete  Alisoun ! 
My  faire  bird,  my  swete  sinamome,' 
Awaketh,'  leraman  min,  and  speketh  to  me. 
Ful  litel  thinken  ye  upon  my  wo, 
That  for  your  love  I  swete  ther  as  I  go.. 
No  wonder  is  though  that  I  swelte  and  swete.' 
I  mourne  as  doth  a  lamb  after  the  tete. 
Ywis,  lemman,  I  have  swiche  love-longing, 
That  like  a  turtel  trewe  is  my  mourning. 
I  may  not  ete  no  more  than  a  maid. 

Go  fro  the  window,  jacke  fool,  she  said  : 
As  helpe  me  God,  it  wol  not  be,  companie, 
1  love  another,  or  elles  I  were  to  blame, 
Wei  bet  than  thee  by  Jesu,  Absolon. 
Go  forth  thy  way,  or  I  wol  cast  a  ston  ; 
And  let  me  slepe  ;  a  twenty  divel  way. 

Alas  1  (quod  Absolon)  and  wala  wa  1 


That  trewe  love  was  ever  so  yvel  besette : 
Than  kisse  me,  sin  that  it  may  be  no  bette, 
For  Jesus  love,  and  for  the  love  of  me. 

Wilt  thou  than  go  thy  way  therwith  I  quod  ah 
Ya  certes,  lemman,  quod  this  Absolon. 
Than  make  thee  redy,  (quod  she)  I  come  anon. 

This  Absolon  doun  set  him  on  his  knees, 
And  saide  ;  I  am  a  lord  at  all  degrees  : 
For  after  this  I  hope  ther  cometh  more  ; 
Lemman,  thy  grace,  and,  swete  bird,  thvn  ore. 

The  window  she  undoth,  and  that  in  haste. 
Have  don,  (quod  she)  come  of,  and  spede  th< 
faste, 

Lest  that  our  neigheboures  thee  espie. 

This  Absolon  pan  wipe  his  mouth  ful  drie. 
Derke  was  the  night,  as  pitch  or  as  the  cole, 
And  at  the  window  she  put  out  hire  hole, 
And  Absolon  him  felle  ne  bet  ne  wen, 
But  with  his  mouth  he  kist  "hire  naked  en 
Ful  savorly,  er  he  was  ware  of  this. 

Abak  he  sterte,  and  thought  it  was  amis, 
For  wel  he  wist  a  woman  hath  no  berd. 
He  felt  a  thing  all  rowe,  and  long  yherd, 
And  saide  ;  fy,  alas  !  what  have  I  do  1 

Te  he,  quod  she,  and  clapt  the  window  to  ; 
And  Absolon  goth  forth  a  sory  pas. 

A  berd,  a  berd,  said  hendy  Nicholas  ; 
By  goddea  corpus,  this  goth  faire  and  weL 

This  sely  Absolon  herd  every  del, 
And  on  his  lippe  he  gan  for  anger  bite ; 
And  to  himself  he  said,  I  shal  thee  quite. 
Who  rubbeth  now,  who  froteth  now  his  lippes 
With  dust,  with  sond,  with  straw,  with  cloth,  wil 
chippes, 

But  Absolon  ?  that  saith  full  oft,  alas  ! 

My  soule  betake  I  unto  Sathanas, 

But  me  were  lever  than  all  this  toun  (quod  he) 

Of  this  despit  awroken  for  to  be. 

Alas  !  alas  !  that  I  ne  had  yblent. 

His  hote  love  is  cold,  and  all  yqueint. 

For  fro  that  time  that  he  had  kist  hire  era, 

Of  paramours  ne  raught  he  not  a  ken, 

For  he  was  heled  of  his  maladie  ; 

Ful  often  paramours  he  gan  defie, 

And  wepe  as  doth  a  child  that  is  ybete. 

A  softe  pas  he  went  him  over  the  strete 

Until  a  smith,  men  callen  dan  Gerveis, 

That  in  his  forge  smithed  plow-hameis ; 

He  sharpeth  share  and  cultre  besily. 

This  Absolon  knocketh  all  eailv,  • 

And  said  ;  Undo,  Gerveis,  and  that  anon. 

What,  who  art  thou  1  It  am  I  Absolon. 
What  ?  Absolon,  what!   Cristes  swete tre, 
Why  rise  ye  so  rath  ?  ey  benedicite, 
What  eileth  you  ?  some  gay  girle,  God  it  wote, 
Hath  brought  you  thus  upon  the  viretot© : 
By  Seint  Neote,  ye  wote  wel  what  I  <mene. 

This  Absolon  ne  raught©  not  a  bene 
Of  all  his  play ;  no  word  again  he  yaf. 
He  hadde  more  itawe  on'  his  distaf  * 
Than  Gerveis  knew,  and  saide  ;  Trend  so  dere 
That  hote  culter  in  the  cheminee  hens 
As  lene  it  me,  I  have  therwith  to  doh : 
I  wol  it  bring  again  to  thee  ful  sone.  - 

Gerveis  answered ;  Certes,  were  it  gold,  ■ 
Or  in  a  poke  nobles -all  untold; 
Thou  shuldest  it  have,  as  I  am  trewe  smith. 
Ey,  Cristes  foot,  wliat  wol  ye  don'  therwith  1* 
Therof,  quod  Absolon,  be  as  be  may ; 
I  slial  wel  tellen  thee  another  day : 
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And  caught  the  culter  by  the  colde  stele. 
Fnl  soft  out  at  the  dure  he  gan  to  stele, 
And  went  onto  the  earpenteres  wall. 
He  coughed  first,  and  knocked  therwithall 
Upon  the  window,  right  as  he  did  er. 

This  Alison  answered ;  Who  is  ther 
That  knocketh  so  f    I  warrant  him  a  thefe. 

Nay,  nay,  (quod  he)  God  wot,  my  swete  lefe, 
I  am  thin  Absolon,  thy  dereling. 
Of  gold  (quod  he)  I  have  thee  brought  a  ring, 
My  mother  yave  it  me,  so  God  me  save, 
Pul  fine  it  is,  and  therto  wel  ygrave : 
This  wol  I  yeven  thee,  if  thou  me  kisse. 

This  Nicholas  was  risen  for  to  pisse, 
And  thought  he  wolde  amen  den  all  the  jape, 
He  shulde  kisse  his  era  er  that  he  scape : 
And  up  the  window  did  he  hastily, 
And  out  his  ers  he  putteth  prively 
Over  the  buttok,  to  the  hanche  bon. 
And  therwith  spake  this  clerk,  this  Absolon, 
Speke  swete  bird,  I  n'ot  not  wher  thou  art. 

This  Nicholas  anon  let  fleen  a  fart, 
As  gret  as  it  had  ben  a  thonder  dint, 
That  with  the  stroke  he  was  wel  nie  yblint : 
And  he  was  redy  with  his  yren  hote, 
And  Nicholas  amid  the  ers  he  smote. 

Off  goth  the  skinne  an  hondbrede  al  aboute. 
The  hote  culter  brenned  so  his  toute, 
That  for  the  smert  he  wened  for  to  die  ; 
At  he  were  wood,  for  wo  he  gan  to  crie, 
Help,  water,  water,  help  for  Goddee  herte. 

This  carpenter  out  of  his  slomber  ster^e, 
And  herd  on  crie  water,  as  he  were  wood, 
And  thought,  alas,  now  cometh  Noes  flood. 
He  set  htm  up  withouten  wordea  mo, 


And  with  his  axe  he  smote  the  cord  atwo ; 
And  doun  goth  all ;  he  fond  neyther  to  selle 
Ne  breed  ne  ale,  til  he  came  to  the  selle, 
Upon  the  flore,  and  ther  aswoune  he  lay. 

Up  sterten  Alison  and  Nicholay, 
And  criedeo,  out  and  harow !  in  the  strete. 

The  neigheboures  bo  the  smale  and  grete 
In  rannen,  for  to  gauren  on  this  man, 
That  yet  aswoune  lay,  bo  the  pale  and  wan : 
For  with  the  fall  he  brosten  hath  his  arm. 
But  stonden  he  must  unto  his  owen  harm, 
For  whan  he  spake,  he  was  anon  bore  doun 
With  hendy  Nicholas  and  Alisoun. 
They  tolden  every  man  that  he  was  wood  ; 
He  was  agaste  so  of  Noes  flood 
Thurgh  fantasie,  that  of  his  vanitee 
He  had  ybought  him  kneding  tubbes  three, 
And  had  hem  honged  in  the  roof  above ; 
And  that  he  praied  hem  for  Goddes  love 
To  sitten  in  the  roof  par  compagnie. 

The  folk  gan  laughen  at  his  fantasie. 
Into  the  roof  they  kyken,  and  they  gape, 
And  turned  all  his  harm  into  a  jape. 
For  what  so  that  this  carpenter  answerd, 
It  was  for  nought,  no  man  his  reson  herd. 
With  othes  gret  he  was  so  sworne  adoun, 
That  he  was  holden  wood  in  all  the  toun. 
For  everich  clerk  anon  right  held  with  other  ; 
They  said,  the  man  was  wood,  my  leve  brother ; 
And  every  wight  gan  laughen  at  this  strif. 

Thus  s  wived,  was  the  earpenteres  wif, 
For  all  his  keping,  and  his  jalousie  ; 
And  Absolon  hath  kist  hire  nether  eye  ; 
And  Nicholas  is  scalded  in  the  toute. 
This  tale  is  don,  and  God  save  all  the  route. 


THE  REVES  TALE. 


j  THE  REVES  PROLOGUE. 

Whim  folk  han  laughed  at  this  nice  cas 

Of  Abeolon  and  hendy  Nicholas, 

Drone  folk  diversely  they  saide, 
j   Bat  for  the  more  part  they  lought  and  plaide  ; 
>   Ne  at  this  tale  I  saw  no  man  him  greve, 
;       H  were  only  Osewold  the  Reve. 

Beeuise  06  wajB  of  earpenteres  craft, 
4    A  litel  ire  is  in  his  herte  ylaft ; 
'       pn  to  grutch  and  blamen  it  a  lite. 

So  lite  ik,  quod  he,  fnl  wel  coude  I  him  quite 

"ith  blering  of  a  proude  milleres  eye, 

JJ  that  me  list  to  speke  of  ribaudrie. 
I    Bat  ik  am  olde  ;  me  list  not  play  for  age ; 

wis  time  is  don,  my  foddre  is  now  forage. 

Tha  white  top  writeth  min  olde  yeres  ; 

Win  berte  is  also  mouled  as  min  heres  ; 
if  I  fare  as  doth  an  open-era  ; 

That  ilke  fruit  is  ever  lenger  the  were, 

TilJ  it  be  roten  in  mullok,  or  in  stre. 
We  olde  men,  I  drede,  so  faren  we, 
we  be  roten,  can  we  not  be  ripe  ; 

Wehoppe  alway,  while  that  the  world  wol  pipe  ; 


I  For  in  our  will  ther  stiketh  ever  a  nayl, 
|  To  have  an  hore  hed  and  a  grene  tayl, 
As  hath  a  leke ;  for  though  our  might  be  gon, 
Our  will  desireth  folly  ever  in  on : 
For  whan  we  may  not  don,  than  wol  we  speken, 
Yet  in  our  ashen  cold  is  fire  yreken. 

Foure  gledes  han  we,  which  I  shal  devise, 
A  vaunting,  lying,  anger,  and  covetise. 
These  foure  sparkes  Tongen  unto  elde. 
Our  olde  limes  mow  wel  ben  unwelde, 
But  will  ne  shal  not  faillen,  that  is  sothe. 
And  yet  have  I  alway  a  coltes  tothe, 
As  many  a  yere  as  it  is  passed  hemie, 
Sin  that  my  tappe  of  lif  began  to  renne. 
For  sikerly,  whan  I  was  borne,  anon 
Deth  drow  the  tappe  of  lif,  and  let  it  gon  ; 
And  ever  sith  hath  so  the  tappe  yronne, 
Til  that  almost  all  empty  is  the  tonne. 
The  streme  of  lif  now  droppeth  on  the  chimbc. 
The  sely  tonge  may  wel  ringe  and  chimbe 
Of  wretchednesse,  that  passed  is  ful  yore : 
With  olde  folk,  save  dotage,  is  no  more. 
Whan  that  our  Hoste  had  herd  this  sermon- 

He  gan  to  speke  as  lordly  as  a  king, 
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And  sayde  ;  What  amounteth  all  this  wit ! 
What !  shall  we  speke  all  day  of  holy  writ  1 
The  divel  made  a  Reve  for  to  preehe, 
Or  of  a  souter  a  shipman,  or  a  leche. 

Say  forth  thy  tale,  and  tary  not  the  time  : 
Lo  Depeford,  and  it  is  half  way  prime : 
Lo  Grenewich,  ther  many  a  shrew  is  inne. 
It  were  al  time  thy  tale  to  beginne. 

Now,  sires,  quod  this  Osewold  the  Reve, 
I  pray  you  alle,  that  ye  not  you  greve, 
Though  I  answere,  and  somdel  set  his  howve, 
For  leful  is  with  force  force  off  to  showve. 

This  dronken  Miller  hath  ytold  us  here, 
How  that  begiled  was  a  carpentere, 
Para  venture  in  scorne,  for  I  am  on  : 
And  by  your  leve,  I  shal  him  quite  anon. 
Right  in  his  cherles  termes  wol  I  speke. 
I  pray  to  God  his  necke  mote  to-breke. 
He  can  wel  in  min  eye  seen  a  stalk. 
But  in  his  owen  he  cannot  seen  a  balk. 
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At  Trompington,  not  fer  fro  Cantebrigge, 

Ther  goto  a  brook,  and  over  that  a  brigge, 

Upon  the  whiche  brook  ther  stont  a  melle  : 

And  this  is  veray  sothe,  that  I  you  telle. 

A  miller  was  ther  dwelling  many  a  day, 

As  any  peacok  he  was  proude  and  gay  : 

Pipen  he  coude,  and  fisne,  and  nettes  bete, 

And  turnen  cuppes,  and  wrastlen  wel,  and  shete. 

Ay  by  his  belt  he  bare  a  long  pavade, 

And  of  a  swerd  ful  trenchant  was  the  blade. 

A  joly  popper  bare  he  in  his  pouche  ; 

Ther  n'as  no  man  for  peril  dorst  him  touche. 

A  Shefeld  thwitel  bare  he  in  his  hose. 

Round  was  his  face,  and  camuse  was  his  nose. 

As  pilled  as  an  ape  was  his  skull. 

He  was  a  market-be ter  at  the  full. 

Ther  dorste  no  wight  hond  upon  him  legge, 

That  he  ne  swore  he  shuld  anon  abegge. 

A  thefe  he  was  forsoth,  of  corn  and  mele, 
And  that  a  slie,  and  usant  for  to  stele. 
His  name  was  hoten  deinous  Simekin. 
A  wif  he  hadde,  comen  of  noble  kin  : 
The  person  of  the  toun  hire  father  was. 
With  hire  he  yaf  ful  many  a  panne  of  bras, 
For  that  Simkin  shuld  in  his  blood  allie. 
She  was  yfostered  in  a  nonnerie  : 
For  Simkin  wolde  no  wif,  as  he  sayde, 
But  she  were  wel  ynourished,  and  a  mayde, 
To  saven  his  estat  of  yemanrie  : 
And  she  was  proud,  and  pert  as  is  a  pie. 
A  ful  faire  sight  was  it  upon  hem  two. 
On  holy  dayes  beforne  hire  wold  he  go 
With  his  tipet  ybounde  about  his  hed  ; 
And  she  came  after  in  a  gite  of  red, 
And  Simkin  hadde  hosen  of  the  same. 
Ther  dorste  no  wight  clepen  hire  but  dame  : 
Was  non  so  hardy,  that  went  by  the  way, 
That  with  hire  dorste  rage  or  oues  play, 
But  if  he  wold  be  slain  of  Simekin 
With  pavade,  or  with  knif,  or  bodekin. 
(For  jalous  folk  ben  perilous  evermo  : 
Algate  they  wold  hir  wives  wenden  so.) 
And  eke  for  she  was  somdel  smoterlich, 
She  was  as  digne  as  water  in  a  dich, 


And  al  so  ful  of  hoker,  and  of  bismare. 
Hire  thoughts  that  a  ladie  shuld  hire  spare, 
What  for  hire  kinrede,  and  hire  nortebrie, 
That  she  had  lerned  in  the  nonnerie. 

A  doughter  hadden  they  betwix  hem  twe 
Of  twenty  yere,  withouten  any  mo. 
Saving  a  child  that  was  of  half  yere  age. 
In  cradle  it  lay,  and  was  a  propre  page. 
This  wenche  thicke  and  wel  ygrowen  was, 
With  camuse  nose,  and  eyen  grey  as  glas; 
With  buttokes  brode,  and  brestes  round  and  hie ; 
But  right  faire  was  hire  here,  I  wol  nat  lis. 

The  person  of  the  toon,  for  she  was  faire, 
In  purpos  was  to  maken  hire  his  haire 
Both  of  his  catel,  and  of  his  meaua^e, 
And  strange  he  made  it  of  hire  manage. 
His  purpos  was  for  to  bestowe  hire  hie 
Into  som  worthy  blood  of  ancestrie. 
For  holy  chirches  good  mote  ben  despended 
On  holy  chirches  blood  that  m  descended. 
Therfore  he  wolde  his  holy-blood  hononre, 
Though  that  he  holy  chirche  shuld  devonre. 

Gret  soken  hath  this  miller  out  of  doute 
With  whete  and  malt,  of  all  the  land  aboute ; 
And  namely  ther  was  a  gret  college 
Men  clepe  the  Soler  hall  at  Cantebrege, 
Ther  was  hir  whete  and  eke  hir  malt  yground. 
And  on  a  day  it  happed  in  a  stound, 
Sike  lay  the  manciple  on  a  maladie, 
|  Men  wenden  wislv  that  he  shulde  die. 
For  which  this  miller  stale  both  mele  and  corn 
An  hundred  times  more  than  beforn. 
For  therbeforn  he  stale  bnt  ourteisly, 
But  now  he  was  a  thefe  outrageously. 
For  which  the  wardein  chidde  and  made  fare, 
But  therof  set  the  miller  not  a  tare  ; 
He  craked  bost,  and  swore  it  n'as  not  so. 

Than  were  ther  yonge  poure  seoleres  two, 
That  dwelten  in  the  halle  of  which  I  say  ; 
'  Testif  they  were,  and  lusty  for  to  play  ; 
1  And  only  for  hir  mirth  and  revelrie 
I  Upon  the  wardein  besily  they  crie, 
To  yeve  hem  leve  but  a  litel  stound, 
To  gon  to  raille,  and  seen  hir  corn  yground : 
And  hardily  they  dorsten  lay  hir  necke, 
The  miller  shuld  not  stele  hem  half  a  pecke 
Of  corn  by  sleighte,  ne  by  force  hem  reve. 

And  at  the  last  the  wardein  yave  hem  leave : 
John  highte  that  on,  and  Alein  highte  that  other, 
Of  o  toun  were  they  born,  that  highte  Strotber, 
Fer  in  the  North,  I  can  not  tell  en  where. 

This  Alein  maketh  redy  all  his  gere, 
And  on  a  hors  the  sak  he  cast  anon : 
Forth  goth  Alein  the  clerk,  and  also  John, 
With  good  swerd  and  with  bokeler  by  hir  side. 
John  knew  the  way,  him  neded  not  no  guide, 
And  at  the  mille  the  sak  adoun  he  lahh, 

Alein  spake  first ;  All  haile,  Simond,  in  faith, 
How  fares  thy  faire  doughter,  and  thy  wif  1 

Alein,  welcome  (quod  Simkin)  by  my  lif, 
And  John  also  :  how  now,  what  do  ye  here  t 
By  God,  Simond,  (quod  John)  nede  has  no  pert 
Him  behoves  serve  himself  that  has  na  swain, 
Or  elles  he  is  a  fool,  as  clerkes  sain. 
Our  manciple  I  hope  he  wol  be  ded, 
Swa  werkes  ay  the  wangea  in  his  hed  : 
And  therfore  is  I  come,  and  eke  Alein, 
To  grind  our  corn  and  cary  it  hame  agein  : 
I  pray  you  spede  us  henen  that  ye  may. 

It  shal  be  don  (quod  Simkin)  by  my  fay. 
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■vol  ye  don  while  that  it  is  in  hand  f 

i,  right  by  the  hopper  wol  I  stand, 

John)  and  seen  how  that  the  corn  gas  in. 

ir  I  never  by  my  fader  kin, 

lat  the  hopper  wagges  til  and  fra. 

i  answered ;  John,  and  wolt  thou  swa  ! 

rol  I  be  benethe  by  my  croon, 

e  how  that  the  mele  falles  adoun 

he  trogh,  that  shal  be  my  disport : 

son,  in  faith  I  may  ben  of  your  sort ; 

ill  a  miller  as  is  ye. 

miller  smiled  at  hir  nicetee, 
ought,  all  this  n*is  don  but  for  a  wile, 
renen  that  no  man  may  hem  begile, 

my  thrift  yet  shal  I  blere  hir  eie, 
1  the  sleighte  in  hir  philosophic, 
are  queinte  knakkes  that  they  make, 
ore  wol  I  stele  whan  that  I  take, 
le  of  flour  yet  wol  I  yeve  hem  bren. 
etest  elerkes  ben  not  the  wisest  men, 
lorn  to  the  wolf  thus  spake  the  mare : 
hir  art  no  count  I  not  a  tare, 
at  the  dore  he  goth  ful  prively, 
that  he  saw  his  time,  softely. 
eth  up  and  doun,  til  he  hath  found 
>rkes  hors,  ther  as  he  stood  y  bound 
I  the  mille,  under  a  levesell : 

the  hors  he  goth  him  faire  and  well, 
ripeth  of  the  bride!  right  anon. 

whan  the  hors  was  laus,  he  gan  to  gon 
i  the  fen,  ther  wilde  mares  renne, 
rth,  with  wehee,  thurgh  thick  and  thinne 
tiller  goth  again,  no  word  he  said, 
•th  his  note,  and  with  these  elerkes  plaid, 
U  hir  corn  was  faire  and  wel  y ground, 
ban  the  mele  is  sacked  and  y bound, 
[>hn  goth  out,  and  fint  his  hors  away, 
in  to  erie,  harow  and  wala  wa  I 
m  is  lost :  Alein,  for  Goddes  banes, 
i  toy  feet ;  come  of,  man,  al  at  anes : 
oar  wardein  has  his  palfrey  lorn. 

Alein  al  forgat  both  mele  and  corn  ; 
i  out  of  his  mind  his  husbandrie  : 
whilke  way  is  he  gon  f  he  gan  to  crie. 
wif  came  leping  inward  at  a  renne, 
yd  ;  Alas !  yours  hors  goth  to  the  fenne 
rilds  mares,  as  fast  as  he  may  go. 
ak  come  on  his  hand  that  bond  him  so, 
t  that  better  shuld  have  knit  the  rein. 
.  I  (quod  John)  Alein,  for  Christes  pein 
ran  thy  sword,  and  I  shal  min  alswa. 
i  wight,  God  wate,  as  is  a  ra. 
ddes  sanls  he  shal  not  scape  us  bathe. 
m  had  thou  pot  the  capel  in  the  lathe ! 
e,  Alein,  by  God  thou  is  a  fonne. 
m  sely  elerkes  han  ful  Cut  yronne 
d  the  fen,  bothe  Alein  and  eke  John : 
han  the  miller  saw  that  they  were  gon, 
f  a  bnshel  of  hir  flour  hath  take, 
id  his  wif  go  knede  it  in  a  cake, 
rd  ;  I  trow,  the  elerkes  were  aferde. 
n  a  miller  make  a  elerkes  berde, 
I  his  art.    Ye,  let  hem  gon  hir  way. 
sr  they  gon.    Ye,  let  the  children  play  : 
pet  him  not  so  lightly  by  my  croun. 
le  sely  elerkes  rennen  up  and  doun 
cepe,  kepe  ;  stand,  stand  ;  jossa,  warderere. 
istle  thou,  and  I  shal  kepe  him  here, 
ortly,  tii  that  it  was  veray  night 
)ond*  not,  though  they  did  ail  hir  might, 


Hir  capel  catch,  he  ran  alway  so  fast : 
Til  in  a  diche  they  caught  him  at  the  last. 

Wery  and  wet,  as  bestes  in  the  rain, 
Cometh  sely  John,  and  with  him  cometh  Alein. 
Alas  (quod  John)  the  day  that  I  was  borne  I 
Now  are  we  driven  til  hething  and  til  scorne. 
Our  corn  is  stolne,  men  wol  us  fonnes  calle, 
Both  the  wardein,  and  eke  our  felawes  alle, 
And  namely  the  miller,  wala  wa ! 

Thus  plaineth  John,  as  he  goth  by  the  way 
Toward  the  mille,  and  bayard  in  his  hond. 
The  miller  sitting  by  the  fire  he  fond, 
For  it  was  night,  and  forther  might  they  nought, 
But  for  the  love  of  God  they  him  besought 
Of  herberwe  and  of  ese,  as  for  hir  peny. 

The  miller  aside  agen,  if  ther  be  any, 
Swiche  as  it  is,  yet  ahull  ye  have  your  part. 
Myn  hous  is  streit,  but  ye  have  lerned  art ; 
Ye  can  by  arguments  maken  a  place 
A  mile  brode,  of  twenty  foot  of  space. 
Let  see  now  if  this  place  may  suffice, 
Or  make  it  roume  with  speche,  as  is  your  gise. 
Now,  Simond,  (said  this  John)  by  Seint  Cuthberd 
A  v  is  thou  mery,  and  that  is  faire  answerd. 
I  have  herd  say,  man  sal  take  of  twa  thinges, 
Slike  as  he  findes,  or  slike  as  he  bringes. 
But  specially  I  pray  thee,  hoste  dere, 
Gar  us  have  mete  and  drinke,  and  make  us  chere, 
And  we  sal  paien  trewely  at  the  full : 
With  empty  hand,  men  may  na  haukes  tull. 
Lo  here  our  silver  redy  for  to  spend. 

This  miller  to  the  toun  his  doughter  send 
For  ale  and  bred,  and  rosted  hem  a  goes, 
And  bond  hir  hors,  he  shuld  no  more  go  loos  : 
And  in  his  owen  chambre  hem  made  a  bedde, 
With  shetes  and  with  chalons  faire  yspredde, 
Nat  from  his  owen  bed  ten  foot  or  twelve  : 
His  doughter  had  a  bed  all  by  hireselve, 
Right  in  the  same  chambre  by  and  by  : 
It  mighte  be  no  bet,  and  cause  why, 
Ther  was  no  roumer  herberwe  in  the  place. 
They  soupen,  and  they  speken  of  solace, 
And  drinken  ever  strong  ale  at  the  best 
A  boil  ten  midnight  wente  they  to  rest. 

Wel  hath  this  miller  vermshed  his  hed, 
Ful  pale  he  was,  for-dronken,  and  nought  red. 
He  yoxeth,  and  he  speketh  thurgh  the  nose, 
As  he  were  on  the  quakke,  or  on  the  pose. 
To  bed  he  goth,  and  with  him  goth  his  wif ; 
As  any  jay  she  light  was  and  jolif, 
So  was  hire  joly  whistle  wel  ywette. 
The  cradel  at  hire  beddes  feet  was  sette, 
To  rocken,  and  to  yeve  the  child  to  souke. 
And  whan  that  dronken  was  all  in  the  crouke 
To  bedde  wente  the  doughter  right  anon, 
To  bedde  goth  Alein,  and  also  John. 
Ther  n'as  no  more  ;  nedeth  hem  no  dwale. 
This  miller  hath  so  wisly  bibbed  ale, 
That  as  an  hors  he  snorteth  in  his  slepe, 
Ne  of  his  tail  behind  he  toke  no  kepe. 
His  wif  bare  him  a  burdon  a  ful  strong  ; 
Men  might  hir  routine  heren  a  furlong. 
The  wenche  routeth  eke  par  compagnie. 

Alein  the  clerk  that  herd  this  melodie, 
He  poketh  John,  and  sayde  :  Slepest  thou  I 
Herdest  thou  ever  slike  a  song  er  now  ( 
Lo  whilke  a  complin  is  ymell  hem  alle. 
A  wilde  fire  upon  hir  bodies  falie, 
Wha  herkned  ever  slike  a  ferly  thing  ? 
Ye,  they  shall  have  the  flour  of  yvel  ending. 
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This  lange  night  ther  tides  me  no  reste. 
But  yet  na  force,  all  shal  be  for  the  beste. 
For,  John,  (sayd  he)  as  ever  mote  I  thrive, 
If  that  I  may,  yon  wenche  wol  I  swive. 
Som  esement  has  lawe  yshapen  us. 
For,  John,  ther  is  a  lawe  that  saieth  thus, 
That  if  a  man  in  o  point  be  agreved, 
That  in  another  he  shal  be  releved. 
Our  corn  is  stolne,  sothly  it  is  ua  nay, 
And  we  han  had  an  yvel  fit  to-day. 
And  sin  I  shal  have  nan  amendemont 
Again  my  losse,  I  wol  have  an  esement : 
By  Goddes  saule,  it  shal  nan  other  be. 

This  John  answered  ;  Alein,  avise  thee  : 
The  miller  is  a  perilous  man,  he  sayde. 
And  if  that  he  out  of  his  slepe  abraide, 
He  might*  don  us  bathe  a  vilanie. 
Alein  answered  ;  I  count  him  nat  a  flie. 
And  up  he  rist,  and  by  the  wenche  he  crept. 
This  wenche  lay  upright,  and  faste  slept, 
Til  he  so  nigh  was,  er  she  might  espie, 
That  it  had  ben  to  late  for  to  crie  : 
And  shortly  for  to  say,  they  were  at  on. 
Now  play,  Alein,  for  I  wol  speke  of  John. 

This  John  lith  still  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
And  to  himself  he  maketh  routh  and  wo. 
Alas !  (quod  he)  this  is  a  wicked  jape  ; 
Now  may  I  say,  that  I  is  but  an  ape. 
Yet  has  my  felaw  somwhat  for  his  harme : 
He  has  the  millers  doughter  in  his  arme  : 
He  auntred  him,  and  hath  his  nedes  spedde, 
And  I  lie  as  a  draf-sak  in  my  bedde  ; 
And  whan  this  jape  is  tald  another  day, 
I  shal  be  halden  a  daffe  or  a  cokenay : 
I  wol  arise,  and  auntre  it  by  my  fay  : 
Unhardy  is  unsely,  thus  men  say. 

And  up  he  rose,  and  softely  he  went 
Unto  the  cradel,  and  in  his  hand  it  hent, 
And  bare  it  soft  unto  his  beddes  fete. 
Sone  after  this  the  wif  hire  routing  lete, 
And  gan  awake,  and  went  hire  out  to  pisse. 
And  came  again,  and  gan  the  cradel  misse, 
And  groped  here  and  ther,  but  she  fond  non. 
Alas  !  (quod  she)  I  had  almost  misgon. 
I  had  almost  gon  to  the  clerkes  bedde. 
Ey  benedicite,  than  had  I  foule  yspedde. 
And  forth  she  goth,  til  she  the  cradel  fond. 
She  gropeth  alway  forther  with  hire  hond, 
And  fond  the  bed,  and  thoughte  nat  but  good, 
Because  that  the  cradel  by  it  stood, 
And  n'iste  wher  she  was,  for  it  was  derk,  | 
But  faire  and  wel  she  crept  in  by  the  clerk, 
And  lith  ful  still,  and  wold  han  caught  a  slepe.  | 
Within  a  while  this  John  the  clerk  up  lepe,  I 
And  on  this  goode  wif  he  laieth  on  sore  ; 
So  mery  a  fit  ne  had  she  nat  ful  yore. 
He  priketh  hard  and  dope,  as  he  were  mad. 

This  joly  lif  han  these  two  clerkes  lad, 
Til  that  the  thridde  cok  began  to  sing. 
Alein  wex  werie  in  the  morwening, 
For  he  had  swonken  all  the  longe  night, 
And  sayd  ;  Farewel,  Malkin,  my  swete  wight. 
The  day  is  come,  I  may  no  longer  bide, 
But  evermo,  wher  so  J  go  or  ride, 
I  is  thin  awen  clerk,  so  have  I  hele. 
Now,  dere  lemman,  quod  she,  go  farewele  : 
But  or  thou  go,  o  thing  I  wol  thee  tell. 
Whan  that  thou  wendest  homeward  by  the  mell, 
Right  at  the  entree  of  the  dore  behind 
Thou  ahalt  a  cake  of  half  a  bushel  find, 


That  was  ymaked  of  thin  owen  mele, 
Which  that  I  halpe  my  fader  for  to  stele. 
And  goode  lemman,  God  thee  save  and  kepe. 
And  with  that  word  she  gan  almost  to  wepe. 

Alein  uprist  and  thought,  er  that  it  daw  | 
I  woi  go  crepen  in  by  my  felaw  :  ' 
And  fond  the  cradel  at  his  hand  anon. 
By  God,  thought  he,  all  wrang  I  have  misgon  : 
My  hed  is  tottie  of  my  swink  to-night,  | 
That  maketh  me  that  I  go  nat  aright. 
I  wot  wel  by  the  cradel  I  have  misgo  ; 
Here  lith  the  miller  and  his  wif  also. 
And  forth  he  goth  a  twenty  divel  way 
Unto  the  bed,  ther  as  the  miller  lay. 
He  wend  have  cropen  by  his  felaw  John, 
And  by  the  miller  in  he  crept  anon. 
And  caught  him  by  the  nekke,  and  gan  him  shake  , 
And  sayd  ;  Thou  John,  thou  swineshed  awake 
For  Cnstes  saule,  and  here  a  noble  game  : 
For  by  that  lord  that  called  is  Seint  Jams,  I 
As  I  have  thries  as  in  this  short  night  I 
Swived  the  millers  .doughter  bolt-upright,  J 
While  thou  hast  as  a  coward  ben  agast. 

Ye,  false  harlot,  quod  the  miller,  hast  t 
A  false  traitour,  false  clerk,  (quod  he) 
Thou  ahalt  be  ded  by  Goddes  dignitee. 
Who  dorste  be  so  bold  to  disparage 
My  doughter,  that  is  come  of  swiche  linage. 
And  by  the  throte-bolle  he  caught  Alein, 
And  he  him  hent  despitously  again, 
And  on  the  nose  he  smote  him  with  his  fist ;  I 
Doun  ran  the  blodv  streme  upon  his  brest :  ! 
And  in  the  flore  with  nose  and  mouth  to-broke  i 
They  walwe,  as  don  two  pigges  in  a  poke. 
And  up  they  gon,  and  doun  again  anon, 
Til  that  the  miller  sporned  at  a  ston, 
And  doun  he  fell  backward  upon  his  wif, 
That  wiste  nothing  of  this  nice  strif : 
For  she  was  fall  aslepe  a  litel  wight 
With  John  the  clerk,  that  waked  had  all  night : 
And  with  the  fall  out  of  hire  slepe  she  braide. 
Helpe,  holy  crois  of  Bromeholme,  (she  sayde) 
In  manus  tvas,  Lord,  to  thee  I  calL 
Awake,  Simond,  the  fend  is  on  me  Call ; 
Myn  herte  is  broken  ;  helpe  ;  I  n'am  bat  ded ; 
Ther  lith  on  up  my  wombe  and  up  myn  hed. 
Helpe,  Simkin,  for  the  false  clerkes  fight 
This  John  stert  up  as  fast  as  ever  he  might, 
And  graspeth-  by  the  wall  es  to  and  fro 
To  find  a  staf,  and  she  stert  up  also, 
And  knew  the  estres  bet  than  did  this  John, 
And  by  the  wall  she  toke.a  staf  .anon  : 
And  saw  a  litel  shemering  of.  a  light. 
For  at  an  hole  in  shone  the  mone  bright,  j 
A  nd  bv  that  light  she  saw  hem  bothe  two, 
But  sikerly  she  n'iste  who  was  who,  I 
But  as  she  saw  a  white  thing  in  hire  eye.  i 
And  whan  she  gan  this  white  thing  espie,  I 
She  wend  the  clerk  had  wered  a  volupere ; 
And  with  the  staf  she  drow  ay  nere  and  nere, 
And  wend  han  hit  this  Alein  atte  full, 
And  smote  the  miller  on  the  pilled  skull, 
That  doun  he  goth,  and  cried,  harow. !  I  die. 
Thise  clerkes  bete  him  wel,  and  let  him  lie, 
And  greithen  hem,  and  take  hir  hors  anon, 
And  eke  hir  mele,  and  on  hir  way  they  gon : 
And  at  the  mille  dore  eke  they  toke  hir  cake 
Of  half  a  bushel  flour,  ful  wel  ybake. 

Thus  is  the  proude  miller  wel  ybete, 
And  hath  ylost  the  grinding  of  the  whete, 
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ied  for  the  sou  per  every  del 

n  and  of  John,  that  bete  him  wel ; 

'  is  swived,  and  his  doughter  als  ; 

che  it  is  a  miller  to  be  fals. 

erf  ore  this  proverbe  is  sayd  ful  soth, 


Him  thar  not  winnen  wel  that  evil  doth  ; 
A  gilour  ahal  himself  bcgiled  be  : 
And  God  that  siteth  hie  m  magestee 
Save  all  this  compagnie,  gret  and  smale. 
Thus  have  I  quit  the  miller  in  my  tale. 
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tke  of  London,  while  the  Reve  spake, 
e(bim  thought)  he  clawed  hire  on  the  bak  : 
juod  he)  for  Cristes  passion, 
iller  had  a  sharpe  conclusion, 
his  argument  of  herbergage. 
jrde  Salomon  m  his  lan  gage, 
kg  not  every  man  into  thin  hous, 
rberwing  by  night  is  perilous, 
ght  a  man  a  vised  for  to  be 
that  he  brought  into  his  privetee. 
to  God  so  yeve  me  sorwe  and  care, 
,  aithen  I  highte  Hodge  of  Ware, 
a  miller  bet  ysette  a-werk  ; 
.  a  jape  of  malice  in  the  derk. 
Sod  forbede  that  we  stinten  here, 
eHbre  if  ye  vouchen  sauf  to  here 
of  me  that  am  a  poure  man, 
on  tell  as  wel  as  ever  I  can 
jape  that  fell  in  our  citee. 
filiate  answerd  and  sayde  ;  I  grant  it  thee  : 
U  on,  Roger,  and  loke  that  it  be  good, 
my  a  pestee  hast  thou  letten  blood, 
uiy  a  Jacke  of  Dover  hast  thou  sold, 
kth  been  twies  hot  and  twies  cold, 
y  a  pilgrim  hast  thou  Cristes  curse, 
thy  penelee  vet  fare  they  the  werse, 
tey  ban  eten  m  thy  stoble  goos : 
thy  shop  goth  many  a  flie  loos. 
11  on,  gentil  Roger  by  thy  name, 
1 1  pray  thee  be  not  wroth  for  game  ; 
may  say  ul  soth  in  game  and  play, 
i  smyst  ful  soth,  quod  Roger,  by  my  fay  ; 
Ji  play  auads  *pel,  as  the  Fleming  saith  : 
errore,  Herry  Bailly,  by  thy  faith, 
i  not  wroth,  or  we  departen  here, 
i  that  my  tale  be  of  an  hostelere. 
theles,  I  wol  not  telle  it  yet, 
we  part,  vwis  thou  shalt  be  quit, 
erwtthal  he  lough  and  made  chere, 
yd  his  tale,  as  ye  ahul  after  here. 
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tm  wMDom  dwelt  in  our  citee, 
a  craft  of  vitaillers  was  he  : 
d  he  was,  as  goldfinch  in  the  shawe, 
i  as  a  bery,  a  propre  short  felawe  : 
>kkes  Make,  kembed  ful  fetisly. 
i  he  eoode  so  wel  and  jolily, 


That  he  was  cleped  Perkin  Revelour. 

He  was  as  ful  of  love  and  paramour, 

As  ia  the  hive  ful  of  honv  swete ; 

Wel  was  the  wenche  with  him  mighte  mete. 

At  every  bridale  would  he  sing  and  hoppe  ; 
He  loved  bet  the  taverne  than  the  shoppe. 
For  whan  ther  any  riding  was  in  Chepe, 
Out  of  the  shoppe  thider  wold  he  lepe, 
And  til  that  he  had  all  the  sight  yeein, 
And  danced  wel,  he  wold  not  come  agein ; 
And  gad  red  him  a  meinie  of  his  sort, 
To  hoppe  and  sing,  and  maken  swiche  disport : 
And  ther  they  setten  Steven  for  to  mete 
To  plaien  at  the  dia  in  swiche  a  strete. 
For  in  the  toun  ne  was  ther  no  prentis, 
That  fairer  coude  caste  a  pair  of  dis 
Than  Perkin  coude,  and  therto  he  was  fre 
Of  his  dispence,  in  place  of  privetee. 
That  fond  his  maister  wel  in  his  chaffare, 
For  often  time  he  fond  his  box  ful  bare. 

For  sothly,  a  prentis,  a  revelour, 
That  hanteth  dis,  riot  and  paramour, 
His  maister  shal  it  in  his  shoppe  abie, 
Al  have  he  no  part  of  the  minstralcie. 
For  theft  and  riot  they  ben  convertible, 
Al  can  they  play  on  giterne  or  ribible. 
Revel  and  trouth,  as  in  a  low  degree, 
Thev  ben  ful  wroth  all  day,  as  men  may  see. 

This  joly  prentis  with  his  maister  abode, 
Til  he  was  nei$h  out  of  his  prennshode, 
Al  were  he  snibbed  bothe  erly  and  late, 
And  somtirae  lad  with  revel  to  Newgate. 
But  at  the  last  his  maister  him  bethought 
Upon  a  day,  whan  he  his  paper  sought, 
Of  a  proverbe,  that  saith  this  same  word  ; 
Wel  bet  is  roten  appel  out  of  hord, 
Than  that  it  rote  alle  the  remenant : 
So  fareth  it  by  a  riotous  servant ; 
It  is  wel  lasse  harm  to  let  him  pace, 
Than  he  shende  all  the  servants  in  the  place. 
Therfore  his  maister  yaf  him  a  ouitance, 
And  bad  him  30,  with  sorwe  and  with  mesehance. 
And  thus  this  loly  prentis  had  his  leve  : 
Now  let  him  not  all  the  night  or  leve. 

And  for  ther  n'is  no  thefe  without  a  louke, 
That  helpeth  him  to  wasten  and  to  souke 
Of  that  he  briben  can,  or  borwe  may, 
Anon  he  sent  his  bed  and  his  array 
Unto  a  compere  of  his  owen  sort, 
That  loved  dis,  and  riot,  and  disport ; 
And  had  a  wif,  that  held  for  contenance 
A  shoppe,  and  swived  for  hire  sustenance. 
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Our  Hoste  saw  wel,  that  the  brighte  sonne 

The  ark  of  his  artificial  day  had  ronne 

The  fourthe  part,  and  half  an  houre  and  more  ; 

And  though  he  were  not  depe  expert  in  lore, 

He  wiste  it  was  the  eight©  and  twenty  day 

Of  April,  that  is  messager  to  May ; 

And  saw  wel  that  the  shadow  of  every  tree 

Was  as  in  lengthe  of  the  same  quantitee 

That  was  the  body  erect,  that  caused  it ; 

And  therfore  by  the  shadow  he  toke  his  wit, 

That  Phebus,  which  that  shone  so  clere  and  bright, 

Degrees  was  five  and  fourty  clombe  on  hight ; 

And  for  that  day,  as  in  that  latitude, 

It  was  ten  of  the  clok,  he  can  conclude ; 

And  sodenly  he  plight  his  nors  about©. 

Lordinzs,  quod  he,  I  warn©  you  all  this  route, 
The  fourthe  partie  of  this  day  is  gon. 
Now  for  the  lore  of  God  and  of  Seint  John 
Leseth  no  time,  as  ferforth  as  ye  may. 
Lordings,  the  time  it  wasteth  night  and  day, 
And  steleth  from  us,  what  prively  sleping, 
And  what  thurgh  negligence  in  our  waking, 
As  doth  the  streme,  that  turneth  never  again, 
Descending  fro  the  montagne  into  a  plain. 
Wel  can  Senek  and  many  a  philosophre 
Bewailen  time,  more  than  gold  in  coffre. 
For  losse  of  catel  may  recovered  be, 
But  losse  of  time  shendeth  us,  quod  he. 
It  wol  not  come  again  withouten  drede, 
No  more  than  wol  Malkins  maidenhede, 
Whan  she  hath  lost  it  in  hire  wantonnesse. 
Let  us  not  moulen  thus  in  idleness©. 

Sire  man  of  Lawe,  quod  he,  so  have  ye  blis, 
Tell  us  a  tale  anon,  as  forword  is. 
Ye  ben  submitted  thurgh  your  free  assent 
To  stonde  in  this  cas  at  ray  jugement. 
Acquiteth  you  now,  and  holdeth  your  behest ; 
Than  have  ye  don  your  devoir  at  the  lest 

Hoste,  quod  he,  de  par  dieuxjeo  assente, 
To  breken  forword  is  not  min  entente. 
Behest  is  dette,  and  I  wold  hold  it  fayn 
All  my  behest,  I  can  no  better  sayn. 
For  swiche  lawe  as  man  yeveth  another  wight, 
He  shuld  himselven  usen  it  by  right. 
Thus  wol  our  text :  but  natheles  certain 
1  can  right  now  no  thrifty  tale  sain, 
But  Chaucer  (though  he  can  but  lewedly 
On  metres  ana  on  riming  craftily) 
Hath  sayd  hem,  in  swiche  English  an  he  can, 
Of  olde  time,  as  knoweth  many  a  man. 
And  if  he  have  not  sayd  hem,  leve  brother, 
In  o  book,  he  hath  sayd  hem  in  another. 
For  he  hath  told  of  lovers  up  and  doun, 
Mo  than  Ovide  made  of  inentioun 
In  his  Epistolis,  that  ben  ful  olde. 
What  shuld  I  tellen  hem,  sin  they  ben  tolde ! 
In  youthe  he  made  of  Ceys  and  Alcyon, 
And  sithen  hath  he  spoke  of  cverich  on 
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Thise  noble  wives,  and  thise  lovers  eke. 
Who  so  that  wol  his  large  volume  seke 
Cleped  the  seintes  legend©  of  Cupide  : 
Ther  may  he  se  the  large  woundes  wide 
Of  Lucrece,  and  of  Babylon  Thisbe  ; 
The  swerd  of  Dido  for  the  false  Enee  ; 
The  tree  of  Phtllis  for  hire  Demophon  ; 
The  plaint  of  Deianire,  and  Hermion, 
Of  Adriane,  and  Ysiphilee  ; 
The  barreine  ile  standing  in  the  see  ; 
The  dreint  Leandre  for  his  fayre  Hero ; 
The  teres  of  Heleine,  and  eke  the  wo 
Of  Briseide,  and  of  Ladomia  ; 
The  crueltee  of  thee,  quene  Medea, 
Thy  litel  children  hanging  by  the  hah, 
For  thy  Jason,  that  was  of  love  so  fate. 

0  Hipermestra,  Penelope,  Alceste, 

Your  wifhood  he  commendeth  with  the  beste. 

But  certainly  no  word  ne  writeth  he 
Of  thilke  wick©  ensample  of  Ganace, 
That  loved  hire  owen  brother  smfully  ; 
(Of  all  swiche  cursed  stories  I  say  fy) 
Or  elles  of  Tyrius  Appolonius, 
How  that  the  cursed  long  Antiochus 
Beraft  his  dough ter  of  lure  maidenhede, 
That  is  so  horrible  a  tale  for  to  rede, 
Whan  he  hire  threw  upon  the  pavement 
And  therfore  he  of  ful  avisement 
N'old  never  write  in  non  of  his  sermons 
Of  swiche  unkind©  abhominatkms ; 
Ne  I  wol  nbn  reherse,  if  that  I  may. 
But  of  my  tale  how  shal  I  don  this  day  t 
Me  were  loth  to  be  likened  douteles 
To  Muses,  that  men  depe  Pierides, 
(  Metamorphosem  wot©  what  I  mene) 
But  natheles  1  recche  not  a  bene, 
Though  I  come  after  him  with  hawebake, 

1  speke  in  prose,  and  let  him  rimes  make. 
And  with  that  word,  he  with  a  sobre  ehere 
Began  his  tale,  and  sayde,  as  ye  shall  here. 
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0  scathpul  harm,  condition  of  poverte, 
With  thirst,  with  cold,  with  hunger  so  confounded, 
To  asken  helpe  thee  shameth  in  thin  herte, 
If  thou  non  ask,  so  sore  art  thou  ywonnded, 
That  veray  nede  unwrappeth  al  thy  wound  hid. 
Maugre  thin  hed  thou  must  for  indigence 
Or  stele,  or  begge,  or  borwe  thy  dispence. 

Thou  blamest  Grist,  and  sayst  ful  bitterly, 
He  misdeparteth  richesse  temporal ; 
Thy  neighebour  thou  witest  sinfully, 
And  sayst,  thou  hast  a  litel,  and  he  hath  all : 
Parfay  (sayst  thou)  somtime  he  reken  shall, 
Whan  that  his  tayl  shal  brennen  in  the  glede, 
For  he  nought  helpeth  needful  in  hir  nede. 
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what  is  the  sentence  of  the  wise, 
ten  than  hare  indigence, 
neigheboor  wol  thee  despise, 
poure,  farewel  thy  reverence, 
wise  man  take  this  sentence, 
lyes  of  poure  men  ben  wicke, 
;rfore  or  thou  come  to  that  prieke. 

>e  poure,  thy  brother  hateth  thee, 
r  frendes  fleen  fro  thee,  alas  ! 
irchants,  ful  of  wele  ben  ye, 
prudent  folk,  as  in  this  cas, 
es  ben  not  filled  with  ambes  as, 
is  cink,  that  renneth  for  your  chance ; 
masse  mery  may  ye  dance. 

i  lond  and  see  for  your  winninges, 

k  ye  knowen  all  th'estat 

ye  ben  lathers  of  tidinges, 

both  of  pees  and  of  debat : 

it  now  of  tales  desolat, 

a  marehant,  gon  in  many  a  yere, 

a  tale,  which  that  ye  ahull  here. 

is  whilom  dwelt  a  compagnie 
n  rich,  and  therto  sad  and  trewe, 
where  senten  bir  spice  rie, 
gold,  and  satins  riehe  of  hewe. 
rw  was  so  thriftly  and  so  newe, 
-  wight  hath  deintee  to  chaffare 
and  eke  to  sellen  hem  hir  ware. 

it,  that  the  maisters  of  that  sort 
n  hem  to  Rome  for  to  wende, 
r  chapmanhood  or  for  disport, 
message  wold  they  thider  sonde, 

hemself  to  Rome,  this  is  the  ende  : 
che  place  as  thought  hem  a  vantage 
teste,  they  taken  hir  herbergage. 

id  ban  these  marchants  in  that  toun 
ime,  as  fell  to  hir  plesance  : 
ell,  thai  the  excellent  renoun 
tcrourea  doughter  dame  Custance 
ras,  with  every  circumstance, 

Surrien  marchants,  in  swiche  wise 

day,  as  I  shal  you  devise. 

the  eommun  vois  of  every  man  : 
jot  of  Rome,  God  him  se, 
*  hath,  that  sin  the  world  began, 
i  wel  hire  goodnesse  as  beaute, 
swiehe  another  as  is  she  : 
rod  in  honour  hire  sustene, 

>  of  all  Europe  the  quene. 


i  high  beaute  withouten  pride, 
ithouten  grenehed  or  folie  : 
werkes  vertue  is  hire  guide  ; 
hath  slaien  in  hire  tyrannie  : 
our  of  alle  curtesie, 
is  veray  chambre  of  holinesse, 
ministre  of  firedom  for  almesse. 

lis  vois  was  soth,  as  God  is  trewe, 
purpos  let  us  turne  agein. 
bants  handon  fraught  hir  shippes  newe, 
Lhev  han  this  blisful  maiden  sein, 
ume  ben  thev  went  ful  fayn, 
r  nodes,  as  they  han  don  yore, 
n  wele,  I  can  say  you  no  more. 


Now  fell  it,  that  these  marchants  stood  in  grace 
Of  him  that  was  the  Soudan  of  Surrie : 
For  whan  they  came  from  any  strange  place 
He  wold  of  his  benigne  curtesie 
Make  hem  good  chere,  and  besily  espie 
Tidings  of  sundry  regnes,  for  to  lere 
The  wonders  that  they  mighte  seen  or  here. 

Amonges  other  thinges  specially 
These  marchants  han  him  told  of  dame  Custance 
So  gret  noblesse,  in  ernest  seriously, 
That  this  Soudan  hath  caught  so  gret  plesance 
To  han  hire  figure  in  his  remembrance, 
That  all  his  lust,  and  all  his  besy  cure 
Was  for  to  love  hire,  while  his  lif  may  dure. 

Paraventure  in  thilke  large  book, 
Which  that  men  clepe  the  heven,  ywriten  was 
With  sterres,  whan  that  he  his  birthe  took, 
That  he  for  love  shuld  han  his  deth,  alas ! 
For  in  the  sterres,  clerer  than  is  glas, 
Is  writen,  God  wot,  who  so  coud  it  rede, 
The  deth  of  every  man  withouten  drede. 

In  sterres  many  a  winter  therbeforn 
Was  writ  the  deth  of  Hector,  Achilles, 
Of  Pompey ,  Julius,  or  they  were  born ; 
The  strif  of  Thebes  ;  and  of  Hercules, 
Of  Sampson,  Turn  us,  and  of  Socrates 
The  deth  ;  but  mennes  wittes  ben  so  dull. 
That  no  wight  can  wel  rede  it  at  the  full. 

This  Soudan  for  his  prive  councel  sent, 
And  shortly  of  this  matere  for  to  pace, 
He  hath  to  hem  declared  his  entent, 
And  sayd  hem  certain,  but  he  might  have  grace 
To  han  distance,  within  a  litel  space, 
He  n'as  but  ded,  and  charged  hem  in  hie 
To  shapen  for  his  lif  som  remedie. 

Diverse  men,  diverse  thinges  saiden  ; 
They  argumentes  casten  up  and  doun  ; 
Many  a  subtil  reson  forth  they  laiden  ; 
They  speken  of  magike,  and  abusion  ; 
But  finally,  as  in  conclusion, 
Thepr  cannot  seen  in  that  non  a  vantage, 
Ne  m  non  other  way,  save  mariage. 

Than  saw  they  therin  swiche  difficultee 
By  way  of  reson,  for  to  speke  all  plain, 
Because  ther  was  swiche  diversitee 
Betwene  hir  bothe  lawes,  that  they  sayn, 
They  trowen  that  no  cristen  prince  wold  fayn 
Wedden  his  child  under  our  lawe  swete, 
That  us  was  yeven  by  Mahound  our  prophete. 

And  he  answered  :  Rather  than  I  lese 
Custance,  I  wol  be  cristened  douteles : 
I  mote  ben  hires,  I  may  non  other  chese, 
I  pray  you  hold  your  arguments  in  pees, 
Saveth  my  lif,  and  both  not  reccheles 
To  getten  hire  that  hath  my  lif  in  cure, 
For  in  this  wo  I  may  not  long  endure. 

What  nedeth  greter  dilatation  1 
I  say,  by  tretise  and  ambassatrie, 
And  by  the  popes  mediation, 
And  all  the  chirche,  and  all  the  chevalrie, 
That  in  destruction  of  Maumetrie, 
And  in  encrese  of  Cristes  lawe  dere, 
They  ben  accorded  so  as  ye  may  here  ; 
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How  that  the  Soudan  and  his  baronage, 
And  all  his  lieges  shuld  ycristened  be, 
And  he  shal  han  distance  in  mariage, 
And  certain  gold,  I  no't  what  quantitee, 
And  hereto  finden  suffisant  soretee. 
The  same  accord  is  sworne  on  eyther  side  ; 
Now,  fair  Custance,  almighty  God  thee  gide. 

Now  wolden  som  men  waiten,  as  I  gesse, 
That  I  shuld  tellen  all  the  purveiance, 
The  which  that  the  emperonr  of  his  noblesse 
Hath  shapen  for  his  doughter  dame  Custance. 
Wei  may  men  know  that  so  gret  ordinance 
May  no  man  tellen  in  a  litel  clause, 
As  was  arraied  for  so  high  a  cause. 

Bishopes  ben  shapen  with  hire  for  to  wende, 
Lordes,  ladies,  and  knightes  of  renoun, 
And  other  folk  ynow,  this  is  the  end. 
And  notified  is  thurghout  al  the  toun, 
That  every  wight  with  gret  devotioun 
Shuld  prayen  Crist,  that  he  this  manage 
Receive  in  gree,  and  spede  this  viage. 

The  day  is  comen  of  hire  departing, 
I  say  the  woful  day  fatal  is  come, 
That  ther  may  be  no  longer  tarying, 
But  forward  they  hem  dressen  all  and  some. 
Custance,  that  was  with  sorwe  all  overcome, 
Ful  pale  arist,  and  dresseth  hire  to  wende, 
For  wel  she  seth  ther  n'is  non  other  ende. 

Alas  1  what  wonder  is  it  though  she  wept  f 
That  shal  be  sent  to  straunge  nation 
Fro  frendes,  that  so  tendrely  hire  kept, 
And  to  be  bounde  under  subjection 
Of  on,  she  knoweth  not  his  condition. 
Housbondes  ben  all  good,  and  han  ben  yore, 
That  knowen  wives,  I  dare  say  no  more. 

Fader,  (she  said)  thy  wretched  child  Custance, 
Thy  yongo  doughter,  fostered  up  so  soft, 
And  ye,  ray  moder,  my  soveraine  plesance 
Over  all  thing,  (out  taken  Crist  on  loft) 
Custance  your  child  hire  recommendetn  oft 
Unto  your  grace  ;  for  I  shal  to  Surrie, 
Ne  shal  I  never  seen  you  more  with  eye. 

Alas  1  unto  the  Barbare  nation 
I  muste  gon,  sin  that  it  is  your  will : 
But  Crist,  that  starfe  for  our  redemption, 
So  yeve  me  grace  his  hestes  to  fulfill, 
I  wretched  woman  no  force  though  I  spill ; 
Women  arn  borne  to  thraldom  and  penance, 
And  to  ben  under  mannes  governance. 

1  trow  at  Troye  whan  Pirrus  brake  the  wall, 
Or  I  lion  brent,  or  Thebes  the  citee, 
Ne  at  Rome  for  the  harm  thurgh  Hanniball, 
That  Romans  hath  venqueshed  times  three, 
N'as  herd  swiche  tendre  weping  for  pitee, 
As  in  the  chambre  was  for  hire  parting, 
But  forth  she  mote,  wheder  she  wepe  or  sing. 

0  firste  moving  cruel  firmament, 
With  thy  diurnal  swegh  that  croudest  ay, 
And  hurtlest  all  from  Est  til  Occident, 
That  naturally  wold  hold  another  way ; 
Thy  crouding  set  the  heven  in  swiche  array 
Aw  the  beginning  of  this  fierce  viage, 
That  cruel  Mars  hath  slain  this  marriage. 


Infortunat  ascendent  tortuous, 
Of  which  the  lord  is  helpeles  fall,  alas ! 
Out  of  his  angle  into  the  derkest  hous. 
0  Mars,  o  Atyzar,  as  in  this  cas ; 
O  feble  Mone,  unhappy  ben  thy  pas. 
Thou  knittest  thee  ther  thou  art  not  received, 
Ther  thou  were  wel  fro  thennes  art  thou  waved. 

Imprudent  emperonr  of  Rome,  alas  I 
Was  ther  no  philosophre  in  al  thy  toun  t 
Is  no  time  bet  than  other  in  swiche  cas  t 
Of  viage  is  ther  non  electkran, 
Namely  to  folk  of  high  conditioun, 
Nat  whan  a  rote  is  of  a  birth  yknowe  t 
Alas  I  we  ben  to  lewed,  or  to  slow. 

To  ship  is  brought  this  woful  faire  maid 
Solempnely,  with  every  circumstance : 
Now  Jesu  Crist  be  with  yon  all,  she  said, 
Ther  n'is  no  more,  but  farewel  fair  Custance. 
She  peineth  hire  to  make  good  countenance, 
And  forth  I  let  hire  sayle  in  this  manere, 
And  turne  I  wol  againe  to  my  matere. 

The  mother  of  the  Soudan,  well  of  vices, 
Espied  hath  hire  sones  pleine  entente, 
How  he  wol  lete  his  olde  sacrifices : 
And  right  anon  she  for  her  oonseil  sente, 
And  they  ben  comen,  to  know  what  she  mente, 
And  whan  assembled  was  this  folk  in  fere, 
She  set  hire  doun,  and  sayd  as  ye  shul  here. 

Lordes,  (she  sayd)  ye  knowen  everieh  on, 
How  that  my  sone  in  point  is  for  to  lete 
The  holy  lawes  of  our  Alkaron, 
Yeven  by  Goddes  messager  Mahomcte : 
But  on  avow  to  grete  God  I  hete, 
The  lif  shal  rather  out  of  my  body  sterte, 
Than  Mahometes  lawe  out  of  myu  herte. 

What  shuld  us  tiden  of  this  newe  lawe 
But  thraldom  to  our  bodies  and  penance, 
And  afterward  in  helle  to  ben  drawe, 
For  we  reneied  Mahound  our  creance  1 
But,  lordes,  wol  ye  maken  assurance, 
As  I  shal  say,  assenting  to  my  lore  t 
And  I  shal  make  us  sauf  for  evermore. 

They  sworen,  and  assented  every  man 
To  live  with  hire  and  die,  and  by  hire  stood : 
And  everieh  on,  in  the  best  wise  he  can, 
To  strengthen  hire  shal  all  his  frendes  fond. 
And  she  hath  this  emprise  ytaken  in  hond, 
Which  ye  shull  heren  that  I  shal  devise, 
And  to  hem  all  she  spake  right  in  this  win. 

We  shul  first  feine  us  cristendom  to  take ; 
Cold  water  shal  not  greve  us  but  a  lite : 
And  I  shal  swiche  a  feste  and  revel  make, 
That,  as  I  trow,  I  shal  the  Soudan  quite. 
For  tho  his  wif  be  cristened  never  so  white, 
She  shal  have  nede  to  wash  away  the  rede, 
Though  she  a  font  of  water  with  hire  lede. 

O  Soudannesse,  rote  of  iniquitee, 
Virago  thou  Semyramee  the  second, 
O  serpent  under  femininitee, 
Like  to  the  serpent  depe  in  helle  ybound : 
O  feined  woman,  all  that  may  confound 
Vertue  and  innocence,  thurgh  thy  malice, 
Is  bred  in  thee,  as  nest  of  every  vice. 
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than  envious,  sin  thilke  day 
ton  were  chased  from  our  heritage, 
lowest  thou  to  woman  the  olde  way. 
ladest  Era  bring  us  in  servage, 
olt  fordon  this  cristen  mariage  : 
strument  so  (wala  wa  the  while  !> 
thou  of  women  whan  thou  wolt  begile. 

)oadanneese,whom  I  thus  blame  and  warrie, 

rely  hire  conseil  gon  hir  way : 

huld  I  in  this  tale  longer  tarie  f 

eth  to  the  Soudan  on  a  day, 

jrd  him,  that  she  wold  reneie  hire  lay, 

istendom  of  prestes  hondes  fong, 

ing  hire  she  hethen  was  so  long  ; 

min£  him  to  don  hire  that  honour, 
e  might  han  the  cristen  folk  to  fest : 
en  han  I  wol  do  my  labour, 
xian  saith,  I  wol  don  at  your  hest, 
ding,  thanked  hire  of  that  request ; 
he  was,  he  n'iste  not  what  to  say, 
;  hire  sone,  and  home  she  goth  hire  way. 

-ed  ben  these  cristen  folk  to  londe 
ie,  with  a  gret  solempne  route, 
rtily  this  Soudan  sent  his  sonde, 
Ins  mother,  and  all  the  regne  aboute, 
rd,  his  wif  was  comen  out  of  doute, 
tide  hem  for  to  riden  again  the  quene, 
war  of  his  regne  to  sustene. 

was  the  proaso,  and  riche  was  th 'array 
tens  and  Romanes  met  in  fere, 
ther  of  the  Soudan  riche  and  gay 
d  hire  with  all  so  glad  a  chere, 
mother  might  hire  doughter  dere : 
the  nexte  citee  ther  beside 
pas  solempnely  they  ride. 

hi  trow  I,  the  triumph  of  Julius, 
h  that  Lncan  maketh  swiche  a  bost, 
tiler,  or  more  curious, 
as  th'a—cmblee  of  this  blisful  host : 
lis  scorpion,  this  wicked  gost, 
idsnnms n,  for  all  hire  nattering 
der  this  ful  mortally  to  sting. 

Soudan  cometh  himself  sone  after  this 

y,  that  wonder  is  to  tell : 

leometh  hire  with  alle  joye  and  blis. 

m  in  mirth  and  joye  I  let  hera  dwell. 

it  of  this  matere  is  that  I  tell. 

hue  came,  men  thought  it  for  the  best 

rel  stmt,  and  men  go  to  hir  rest. 

ime  come  is,  this  olde  Soudan  nesse 
d  hath  the  feste  of  which  I  tolde, 
the  feste  cristen  folk  hem  dresse 
ral,  ya  bothe  yonge  and  olde. 
ay  men  fest  and  realtee  beholde, 
ntees  mo  than  I  can  you  devise, 
to  dere  they  bought  it  or  they  rise. 

leu  wo,  that  ever  art  successour 
dly  blis,  spreint  is  with  bitternesse 
e  of  the  joye  of  our  worldly  labour  : 
upieth  the  fyn  of  our  gladnesse. 
this  conseil  for  thv  sikernesse : 
ly  glade  day  have  in  thy  minde 
van  wo  of  harm,  that  cometh  behinde. 


For  shortly  for  to  tellen  at  a  word. 
The  Soudan  and  the  cristen  everich  on 
Ben  all  to-hewe,  and  stiked  at  the  bord, 
But  it  were  only  dame  distance  alone. 
This  olde  Soudannesse,  this  cursed  crone, 
Hath  with  hire  frendes  don  this  cursed  dede, 
For  she  hireself  wold  all  the  contree  lede. 

Ne  ther  was  Surrten  non  that  was  converted, 
That  of  the  conseil  of  the  Soudan  wot, 
That  he  n*as  all  to-hewe,  er  he  asterted : 
And  Custance  han  they  taken  anon  fote-hot, 
And  in  a  ship  all  stereles  (God  wot) 
They  han  hire  set,  and  bidden  hire  lerne  sayle 
Out  of  Surrie  againward  to  Itaille. 

A  certain  tresor  that  she  thither  ladde, 
And  soth  to  sayn,  vitaille  gret  plentee, 
They  han  hire  yeven,  and  clothes  eke  she  hadde, 
And  forth  she  sayleth  in  the  salte  see  : 
O  my  Custance,  ful  of  benignitee, 
O  emperoures  yonge  doughter  dere, 
He  that  is  lord  of  fortune  be  thy  stere. 


Victorious  tree  protection  of  trewe, 
That  only  worthy  were  for  to  here 
The  king  of  heven,  with  his  woundes  newe, 
The  white  lamb,  that  hurt  was  with  a  spere  ; 
Flemer  of  fendes,  out  of  him  and  here 
On  which  thy  limmes  faithfully  extenden, 
Me  kepe,  and  yeve  me  might  my  lif  to  amenden. 


Men  mighten  asken,  why  she  was  not  slain ! 
Eke  at  the  feste  who  might  hire  body  save ! 
And  I  answer  to  that  demand  again, 
Who  saved  Daniel  in  the  horrible  cave, 
Ther  every  wight,  save  he,  master  or  knave, 
Was  with  the  leon  frette,  or  he  asterte  t 
No  wight  but  God,  that  he  bare  in  his  herte. 

God  list  to  shew  his  wonderful  miracle 
In  hire,  for  we  shuld  seen  his  mighty  werkes : 
Crist,  which  that  is  to  every  harm  triacle. 
By  certain  menes  oft,  as  knowen  clerkes, 
Doth  thing  for  certain  ende,  that  ful  derke  is 
To  mannes  wit,  that  for  our  ignorance 
Ne  can  nat  know  his  prudent  purveiance. 

Now  Bith  she  was  not  at  the  feste  yslawe, 
Who  kepte  hire  fro  the  drenching  in  the  see  f 
Who  kepte  Jonas  in  the  fishes  mawe, 
Til  he  was  spouted  up  at  Ninivee  ! 
Wei  may  men  know,  it  was  no  wight  but  he 
That  kept  the  peple  Ebraike  fro  drenching, 
With  drye  feet  thurghout  the  see  passing. 


She  blesseth  hire,  and  with  ful  pitous  vois 
Unto  the  crois  of  Crist  thus  sayde  she, 
O  clere,  o  weleful  auter,  holy  crois, 
Red  of  the  lambes  blood  ful  of  pitee, 
That  wean  the  world  fro  the  old  iniquitee, 
Me  fro  the  fende,  and  fro  his  clawes  kepe, 
That  day  that  I  shal  drenchen  in  the  depe. 


Yeres  and  dayes  fleet  this  creature 
Thurghout  the  see  of  Grece,  unto  the  straite 
Of  Maroc,  as  it  was  hire  aventure  : 
On  many  a  sory  melo  now  may  she  baite, 
After  hire  deth  ful  often  may  she  waite, 
Or  that  the  wilde  waves  wol  hire  drive 
Unto  the  place  ther  as  she  shal  arive. 
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Who  bade  the  four©  spirits  of  tempest, 
That  power  han  to  anoyen  lond  and  see, 
Both  north  and  south,  and  also  west  and  est, 
Anoyen  neyther  see,  ne  lond,  ne  tree  f 
Sothly  the  commander  of  that  was  he 
That  fro  the  tempest  ay  this  woman  kepte, 
As  wel  whan  she  awoke  as  whan  she  slepte. 

Wher  might  this  woman  mete  and  drinke  have  f 
Three  yere  and  more,  how  lasteth  hire,  vitaille  t 
Who  fed  the  Egyptian  Mary  in  the  cave 
Or  in  desert  f  no  wight  bat  Crist  tan*  faille. 
Five  thousand  folk  it  was  as  gret  marvaille 
With  loves  five  and  fishes  two  to  fede : 
God  sent  his  foyson  at  hire  grete  nede. 

She  driveth  forth  into  our  Ocean 
Thurghout  our  wide  see,  til  at  the  last 
Under  an  hold,  that  nempnen  I  ne  can, 
Fer  in  Northumberlond,  the  wave  hire  cast, 
And  in  the  sand  hire  ship  stiked  so  fast, 
That  thennes  wolde  it  not  in  all  a  tide  : 
The  wille  of  Crist  was  that  she  shulde  abide. 

I       The  constable  of  the  castle  doun  is  fare 

I    To  seen  this  wrecke,  and  al  the  ship  he  sought, 

And  fond  this  wery  woman  ful  of  care ; 
I    He  fond  also  the  tresour  that  she  brought : 
I    In  hire  langage  mercy  she  besought, 
!    The  lif  out  of  hire  bodv  for  to  twinne, 

Hire  to  deliver  of  wo  that  she  was  inne. 

A  maner  Latin  corrupt  was  hire  speche, 
But  algate  therby  was  she  understonde. 
The  constable,  whan  him  list  no  longer  seche, 
This  woful  woman  brought  he  to  the  londe. 
I    She  kneleth  doun,  and  thanketh  Goddes  sonde  ; 
But  what  she  waa,  she  wolde  no  man  seye 
For  foule  ne  faire,  though  that  she  shulde  deye. 

She  said,  she  was  so  mased  in  the  see, 
That  she  forgate  hire  minde,  by  hire  trouth. 
The  constable  hath  of  hir  so  gret  pitee 
And  eke  his  wif,  that  they  wepen  for  routh  : 
She  was  so  diligent  withouten  slouth 
To  serve  and  plesen  everich  in  that  place, 
That  all  hire  love,  that  loken  in  hire  face. 

The  constable  and  dame  Hermegild  his  wif 
Were  payenes,  and  that  contree  every  wher  ; 
But  Hermegild  loved  distance  as  hire  lif ; 
And  distance  hath  so  long  sojourned  ther 
In  orisons,  with  many  a  bitter  tere, 
Til  Jesu  hath  converted  tburgh  his  grace 
Dame  Hermegild,  constablesse  of  that  place. 

In  all  that  lond  no  cristen  dorste  route  ; 
All  cristen  folk  ben  fled  fro  that  contree 
Thurgh  payenes,  that  conquereden  all  aboute 
The  plages  of  the  North  by  lond  and  see. 
To  Wales  fled  the  cristianitee 
Of  olde  Bretons,  dwelling  in  this  ile  ; 
Ther  was  hir  refuge  for  the  mene  while. 

But  yet  n'ere  cristen  Bretons  so  exiled, 
That  ther  n'ere  som  which  in  hir  privitee 
Honoured  Crist,  and  hethen  folk  begiled  ; 
And  neigh  the  castle  swiche  ther  dwelten  three : 
That  on  of  hem  was  blind,  and  might  not  see, 
But  it  were  with  thilke  eyen  of  his  minde, 
With  which  men  mowen  see  whan  they  ben  blinde. 


Bright  was  the  Sonne,  as  in  that  sommers  day, 
For  which  the  constable  and  his  wif  also 
And  distance,  han  ytake  the  righte  way 
Toward  the  see,  a  furlong  way  or  two. 
To  plaien,  and  to  romen  to  and  fro  ; 
And  in  hir  walk  this  blinde  man  they  mette, 
Croked  and  olde,  with  eyen  fast  yahette. 

In  the  name  of  Crist  (cried  this  blinde  Breton) 
Dame  Hermegild,  yeve  me  my  sight  again. 
This  lady  wexe  afraied  of  that  soun, 
Lest  that  hire  husbond,  shortly  for  to  sain. 
Wold  hire  for  Jesu  Cristes  love  have  shun, 
Til  Custance  made  hire  bold,  and  bad  hire  werest 
The  will  of  Crist,  as  doughter  of  holy  cherehe. 

The  constable  wexe  abashed  of  that  tight, 
And  sayde';  What  amounteth  all  this  fare ! 
distance  answerd ;  Sire,  it  m  Cristes  might, 
That  helpeth  folk  out  of  the  iendes  snare  ; 
And  so  ferforth  she  gan  our  lay  declare, 
That  she  the  constable,  erthat  it  were  eve, 
Converted,  and  on  Crist  made  him  beleve. 

This  constable  was  not  lord  of  the  place 
Of  which  I  speke,  ther  as  he  Custance  fond, 
But  kept  it  strongly  many  a  winter  space, 
Under  Alia,  king  of  Northumberlond, 
That  was  ful  wise,  and  worthy  of  his  hood 
Againe  the  Scottes,  as  men  may  wel  here ; 
But  tourne  I  wol  againe  to  my  matere. 

Sathan,  that  ever  us  waiteth  to  begfle, 

Saw  of  distance  all  hire  perfectioan, 

And  cast  anon  how  he  might  quite  hire  while, 

And  made  a  yonge  knight,  that  dwelt  in  that  tow, 

Love  hire  so  bote  of  foule  affectioun, 

That  veraily  him  thought  that  he  shuld  spille, 

But  he  of  hire  might  ones  han  his  wille. 

He  woeth  hire,  but  it  availeth  nought, 
She  wolde  do  no  sinne  by  no  wey  : 
And  for  despit,  he  compassed  his  thought 
To  maken  hire  on  shameful  deth  to  dey. 
He  waiteth  whan  the  constable  m  away, 
And  prively  upon  a  night  he  erepte 
In  Hermegilde8  chambre  while  she  slepte. 

Wery,  forwaked  in  hire  orisons, 
Slepeth  Custance,  and  Hermegilde  also. 
This  knight,  thurgh  Sathanas  temptations, 
All  softely  is  to  the  bed  ygo, 
And  cut  the  throte  of  Hermegilde  atwo, 
And  layd  the  blody  knif  by  dame  Custance, 
And  went  his  way,  ther  God  yeve  him  mischance. 

Sone  after  cometh  this  constable  home  again, 
And  eke  Alia,  that  king  was  of  that  lond, 
And  saw  his  wife  despitously  yslain, 
For  which  ful  oft  he  wept  and  wrong  his  bond ; 
And  in  the  bed  the  blody  knif  he  fond 
By  dame  Custance,  alas  1  what  might  she  say  I 
For  veray  wo  hire  wit  was  all  away. 

To  king  Alia  was  told  all  this  mischance, 
And  eke  the  time,  and  wher,  and  in  what  wist, 
That  in  a  ship  was  fonden  this  Custance, 
As  here  before  ye  han  herd  me  devise : 
The  kinges  herte  of  pitee  gan  agrtse. 
Whan  he  saw  so  benigne  a  creature 
Falle  in  disese  and  in  misa venture. 
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the  lamb  toward  his  deth  is  brought, 

this  innocent  beforn  the  king  : 

>  knight,  that  hath  this  treson  wrought, 

ire  in  hond  that  she  hath  don  this  thing  : 

;les  ther  was  gret  murmuring 

le  peple,  and  sayn  they  cannot  gesse 

had  don  so  gret  a  wickednesse. 

?y  han  seen  hire  ever  so  vertuous, 
ig  Hermegild  right  as  hire  lif : 
ire  witnesse  everich  in  that  hous, 
hat  Hermegild  slow  with  his  knif  : 
il  king  hath  caught  a  gret  motif 
itneas,  and  thought  he  wold  enqueie 
this  cas,  trouthe  for  to  lere. 

Custance,  thou  hast  no  champion, 
n  canst  thou  not,  so  wala  wa  ! 
tat  starf  for  our  redemption, 
I  Sathan,  and  yet  lith  ther  he  lay, 
strange  champion  this  day  : 
f  Crist  on  thee  miracle  kithe, 
n  gilt  thou  shalt  be  slaine  as  swithe. 

hire  doun  on  knees,  and  thus  she  ssvde ; 

God,  that  savedest  Susanne 
blame,  and  thou  merciful  mayde, 
iene,  doughter  to  seint  Anne, 
bos  child  angels  singen  Osanne, 
1  teles  of  this  felonie, 
r  be,  or  elles  shal  I  die. 

e  not  seen  somtime  a  pale  face 
i  prees)  of  him  that  hath  ben  lad 
is  deth,  wher  as  he  geteth  no  grace, 
he  a  colour  in  his  face  hath  had, 
iten  know  him  that  was  so  bestad, 
all  the  faces  in  that  route, 

,  and  loketh  hire  aboute. 


m  living  in  prosperitee, 

t,  and  ye  ladies  everich  on, 

jm  routhe  on  hire  adversitee  ; 

roores  doughter  stant  alone  ; 

no  wight  to  whom  to  make  hire  mono  ; 

eal,  that  stondest  in  this  drede, 

iiy  frendes  in  thy  grete  nede. 

Ua  kins  hath  swiche  compassioun, 

herte  is  fulfilled  of  pitee, 

bis  eyen  ran  the  water  doun. 

ily  do  fecche  a  book,  quod  he  ; 

is  knight  wol  sweren,  how  that  she 

an  slow,  yet  wol  we  us  arise, 

at  we  wol  that  shal  ben  our  justice. 

on  book,  written  with  Evangiles, 
and  on  this  book  he  swore  anon 

was,  and  in  the  mene  whiles 
him  smote  upon  the  nekke  bone, 
a  he  fell  at  ones  as  a  stone  : 

his  eyen  brost  out  of  his  face 
A  every  body  in  that  place. 

was  herd,  in  general  audience, 
1;  Thou  hast  desclandred  gilules 
hter  of  holy  chirche  in  high  presence  ; 
t  thou  don,  and  yet  hold  I  my  pees, 
ervaille  agast  was  all  the  prees, 


I  folk  thev  stonden  everich  on 
9  of  wreche,  i 


ave  Custance  alone. 


Gret  was  the  drede  and  eke  the  repentance 
Of  hem  that  hadden  wronge  suspection 
Upon  this  sely  innocent  Custance ; 
And  for  this  miracle,  in  conclusion, 
And  by  Custances  mediation, 
The  king,  and  many  another  in  that  place, 
Converted  was,  thanked  be  Cristes  grace. 

This  false  knight  was  slain  for  his  untrouthe 
By  iugement  of  Alia  hastily  ; 
And  yet  Custance  had  of  his  deth  gret  routhe ; 
And  after  this  Jesus  of  his  mercy 
Made  Alia  wedden  ful  solempnely 
This  holy  woman,  that  is  so  bright  and  shene, 
And  thus  hath  Crist  ymade  Custance  a  quene. 

But  who  was  woful  (if  I  shal  not  lie) 
Of  this  wedding  but  Donegild  and  no  mo, 
The  kinges  mother,  ful  of  tyrannie  f 
Hire  thoughte  hire  cursed  herte  brast  atwo  ; 
She  wolde  not  that  hire  sone  had  do  so  ; 
Hire  thoughte  a  despit,  that  he  shulde  take 
So  strange  a  creature  unto  his  make. 

Me  list  not  of  the  chaf  ne  of  the  stre 
Maken  so  long  a  tale,  as  of  the  corn. 
What  shulde  I  tellen  of  the  realtee 
Of  this  manage,  or  which  cours  goth  beforn, 
Who  bloweth  in  a  trompe  or  in  an  horn ! 
The  fruit  of  every  tale  is  for  to  say  ; 
They  ete  and  drinke,  and  dance,  and  sing,  and  play. 

They  gon  to  bed,  as  it  was  skill  and  right, 
For  though  that  wives  ben  ful  holy  thinges, 
They  mosten  take  in  patience  a  night  ^ 
Swiche  maner  necessaries,  as  ben  plesinges 
To  folk  that  han  y  wedded  hem  with  ringes, 
And  lay  a  lite  hir  holinesse  aside 
As  for  the  time,  it  may  no  bet  betide. 

On  hire  he  gat  a  knave  childe  anon, 

And  to  a  bishop,  and  his  constable  eke 

He  toke  his  wif  to  kepe,  whan  he  is  gon 

To  Scotland  ward,  his  fomen  for  to  seke. 

Now  faire  Custance,  that  is  so  humble  and  meke, 

So  long  is  gon  with  childe  til  that  still 

She  halt  hue  chambre,  abiding  Cristes  will. 

The  time  is  come,  a  knave  child  she  be  re  ; 
Mauricius  at  the  fontstone  they  him  calle. 
This  constable  doth  forth  come  a  messager, 
And  wrote  unto  his  king  that  cleped  was  Alle, 
How  that  this  blisful  tiding  is  befalle, 
And  other  tidings  spedeful  for  to  say. 
He  hath  the  lettre,  and  forth  he  goth  hi*  way. 

This  messager,  to  don  his  a  vantage, 
Unto  the  kinges  mother  rideth  swithe, 
And  salueth  hire  ful  faire  in  his  Ian  gage. 
Madame,  quod  he,  ye  may  be  glad  and  blithe, 
And  thanken  God  an  hundred  thousand  sithe  ; 
My  lady  quene  hath  child,  withouten  doute, 
To  joye  and  blisse  of  all  this  regne  aboute. 

Lo  here  the  lettre  seled  of  this  thing, 
That  I  most  bere  in  all  the  hast  I  may : 
If  ye  wol  ought  unto  your  sone  the  king, 
I  am  your  servant  bo  the  night  and  day. 
Donegilde  answerd,  As  now  at  this  time  nay  ; 
But  here  I  wol  all  night  thou  take  thy  rest, 
To-morwe  wol  I  say  thee  what  me  lest. 
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This  meanger  drank  sadly  ale  and  wine, 
And  stolen  were  his  lettres  prively 
Out  of  his  box,  while  he  slept  as  a  swine  ; 
And  contrefeted  was  ful  subtillv 
Another  lettre,  wrought  ful  sinfully, 
Unto  the  king  directe  of  this  matere 
Fro  his  constable,  as  ye  shal  after  here. 

This  lettre  spake,  the  quene  delivered  was 
Of  so  horrible  a  fendliche  creature, 
That  in  the  castle  non  so  hardy  was 
That  any  while  dorste  therein  endure  : 
The  mother  was  an  elfe  by  aventure 
Ycome,  by  charmes  or  by  sorcerie, 
And  everich  man  hateth  hire  compagnie. 

Wo  was  this  king  whan  he  this  lettre  had  sein, 
But  to  no  wight  he  told  his  sorwes  sore, 
But  of  his  owen  hand  he  wrote  again  ; 
Welcome  the  sonde  of  Crist  for  evermore 
To  me,  that  am  now  lerned  in  this  lore  : 
Lord,  welcome  be  thy  lust  and  thy  plesancc, 
My  lust  I  put  all  in  thyn  ordinance. 

Kepeth  this  child,  al  be  it  foule  or  faire, 
And  eke  my  wif,  unto  min  home  coming  : 
Crist  whan  him  list  may  senden  me  an  heire, 
More  agreable  than  this  to  my  liking. 
This  lettre  he  seled,  prively  weping, 
Which  to  the  messager  was  taken  sone, 
And  forth  he  goth,  ther  is  no  more  to  done. 

O  messager,  fulfilled  of  dronkenesse, 
Strong  is  thy  broth,  thy  limmes  faltren  ay, 
And  thou  bewreiest  alle  secrenesse  ; 
Thy  mind  is  lorne,  thou  janglest  as  a  jay  ; 
Thy  face  is  tourned  in  a  new  array  ; 
Ther  dronkenesse  regneth  in  any  route, 
Ther  is  no  conseil  hid  withouten  doute. 

0  Donegild,  I  ne  have  non  English  digne 
Unto  thy  malice,  and  thy  tirannie  : 
And  therfore  to  the  fende  I  thee  resigne, 
Let  him  enditen  of  thy  traitorie. 
Fy  mannish,  fy  ;  o  nay  by  God  I  lie  ; 
Fy  fendliche  spirit,  for  I  dare  wel  telle, 
Though  thou  here  walke,  thy  spirit  is  in  helle. 

This  messager  cometh  fro  the  king  again, 
And  at  the  kinges  modres  court  he  light, 
And  she  was  of  this  messager  ful  fayn, 
And  plesed  him  in  all  that  ever  she  might. 
He  dranke,  and  wel  his  girdel  underpight ; 
He  slepeth,  and  he  snoreth  in  his  gise 
All  night,  until  the  sonne  gan  arise. 

Eft  were  his  lettres  stolen  everich  on, 
And  contrefeted  lettres  in  this  wise. 
The  king  commanded  his  constable  anon 
Up  peine  of  hanging  and  of  high  jewisc, 
That  he  ne  shulde  sofifren  in  no  wiso 
Custance  within  his  regne  for  to  abide 
Three  dales,  and  a  quarter  of  a  tide  ; 

But  in  the  same  ship  as  he  hire  fond, 
Hire  and  hire  yonge  sone,  and  all  hire  gere 
He  shulde  put,  and  croude  hire  fro  the  lond, 
And  charge  hire,  that  she  never  eft  come  there. 
0  my  distance,  wel  may  thy  ghost  have  fere, 
And  sleping  in  thy  dreme  ben  in  penance, 
Whan  Donegild  cast  all  this  ordinance. 


This  messager  on  morwe  whan  he  awoke, 
Unto  the  castel  halt  the  nexte  way ; 
And  to  the  constable  he  the  lettre  toke  ; 
And  whan  that  he  this  pitous  lettre  Bey, 
Ful  oft  he  sayd  alas,  and  wala  wa  ; 
Lord  Crist,  quod  he,  how  may  this  world  endure  t 
So  ful  of  sinne  is  many  a  creature. 

0  mighty  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  will, 
Sin  thou  art  rightful  juge,  how  may  it  be 
That  thou  wolt  soffren  innocence  to  spill, 
And  wicked  folk  regne  in  prosperitee  t 
A  good  Custance,  alas !  so  wo  is  me, 
That  I  mote  be  thy  turmentour,  or  dey 
On  shames  deth,  ther  is  non  other  wey. 

Wepen  both  yong  and  old  in  al  that  place, 
Whan  that  the  king  this  cursed  lettre  sent : 
And  Custance  with  a  dedly  pale  face 
The  fourthe  day  toward  the  ship  she  went : 
But  natheles  she  taketh  in  good  entent 
The  will  of  Crist,  and  kneting  on  the  strond 
She  sayde,  Lord,  ay  welcome  be  thy  send. 

He  that  me  kepte  fro  the  false  blame, 
While  I  was  in  the  lond  amonges  you, 
He  can  me  kepe  fro  harme  and  eke  fro  shame 
In  the  salt  see,  although  I  se  not  how  : 
As  strong  as  ever  he  was,  he  is  yet  now, 
In  him  trust  I,  and  in  his  mother  dere, 
That  is  to  me  my  sail  and  eke  my  stere. 

Hire  litel  child  lay  weping  in  hire  arm, 
And  kneling  pitously  to  him  she  said, 
Pees,  litel  sone,  I  wol  do  thee  no  harm  - 
With  that  hire  couverchief  of  hire  bed  she  braid, 
And  over  his  litel  even  she  it  laid, 
And  in  hire  arme  she  lulleth  it  ful  fast, 
And  into  the  heven  hire  eyen  up  she  cast 

Mother,  quod  she,  and  mayden  bright  Marie, 
Soth  is,  that  thurgh  womannes  eggement 
Mankind  was  lorne,  and  damned  ay  to  die, 
For  which  thy  child  was  on  a  crois  yrent : 
Thy  blisful  eyen  saw  all  his  torment. 
Than  is  ther  no  comparison  betweue 
Thy  wo,  and  any  wo  man  may  sustene. 

Thou  saw  thy  child  yslain  before  thin  eyeo, 
And  yet  now  Hveth  my  litel  child  parfay : 
Now,  lady  bright,  to  whom  all  won;  u  crien, 
Thou  glory  of  womanhed,  thou  mire  may, 
Thou  haven  of  refute,  bright  sterre  of  day, 
Rew  on  my  child,  that  of  thy  gentUlesse 
Rewest  on  every  rewful  in  distresse. 

O  litel  chUd,  alas  !  what  is  thy  gilt, 
That  never  wroughtest  sinne  as  yet  parde ! 
Why  wol  thin  harde  father  have  thee  spilt ! 
O  mercy,  dere  constable,  (quod  she) 
As  let  my  litel  child  dwell  here  with  thee : 
And  if  thou  darst  not  saven  him  fro  blame, 
So  kisse  him  ones  in  his  fadres  name. 

Therwith  she  loketh  backward  to  the  lond, 
And  saide  ;  Farewel,  housbond  routheles  1 
And  up  she  rist,  and  walketh  doun  the  strond 
Toward  the  ship,  hire  foloweth  all  the  prees : 
And  ever  she  praieth  hire  child  to  hold  his  pees, 
And  taketh  hire  leve,  and  with  an  holy  entent 
She  blesseth  hire,  and  into  the  ship  she  went 
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tilled  was  the  ship,  it  is  no  drede, 
idantly  for  hire  a  ful  long  space  : 
ther  necessaries  that  shuid  nede 
id  ynow,  heried  be  Goddes  grace  : 
ind  and  wether,  almighty  God  purchace, 
ring  hire  home,  I  can  no  better  say, 
i  the  see  she  driveth  forth  hire  way. 

i  the  king  cometh  home  sone  after  this 
lis  cartel,  of  the  which  I  told, 
sketh  wher  his  wif  and  his  child  is  ; 
instable  gan  about  his  herte  cold, 
lainlv  all  the  matere  he  him  told 
han  herd,  I  can  tell  it  no  better, 
bewed  the  king  his  sele  and  his  letter  ; 

I  sayde  ;  Lord,  as  ye  commanded  me 
ine  of  deth,  so  have  I  don  certain. 
lcasager  tormented  was,  til  he 
beknowe,  and  tellen  plat  and  plain, 
tght  to  ni^ht  in  what  place  he  had  lain  . 
has  by  wit  and  subtil  enqnering 

tied  was  by  whom  this  harm  gan  spring. 

hand  was  knowen  that  the  lettre  wrote, 

II  the  venime  of  this  cursed  dede ; 
t  what  wise,  certainly  I  n'ot. 
Sect  is  this,  that  Alia  out  of  drede 
oder  slew,  that  moun  men  plainly  rede, 
tat  she  traitour  was  to  hire  ligeance  : 
sndeth  this  old  Donegild  with  meschance. 


>  that  this  Alia  night  and  day 
ii  for  his  wif  and  for  his  child  also, 
is  no  tonge  that  it  tellen  may. 
vw  wol  I  agen  to  distance  go, 
leteth  in  the  see  in  peine  and  wo 
'ere  and  more,  as  liked  Cristes  sonde, 
it  hire  ship  approched  to  the  londe. 

ter  an  hethen  castel  at  the  last, 

lich  the  name  in  mv  text  I  not  find) 

ice  and  eke  hire  child  the  see  up  cast. 

hty  God,  that  saved  all  mankind, 

on  distance  and  on  hire  child  som  mind, 

alien  is  in  hethen  hond  eftsone 

nt  to  spill,  as  I  shal  tell  you  sone. 

m  fro  the  castel  cometh  ther  many  a  wight 

area  on  this  ship,  and  on  Custauce  : 

lortly  fro  the  castel  on  a  night, 

irdes  steward  (God  yeve  him  meschance) 

sf,  that  had  relieved  our  creance, 

into  the  ship  alone,  and  said,  he  wolde 

emman  be,  whether  she  wolde  or  n'olde. 

was  this  wretched  woman  tho  begon, 
rhilde  cried,  and  she  cried  pitously  : 
lisful  Mary  halpe  hire  right  anon, 
hh  hire  strogling  wel  and  mightily 
leef  fell  over  bord  al  sodenly, 
a  the  see  he  drenched  for  vengeance, 
has  hath  Crist  unwemmed  kept  Custauce. 

m]e  last  of  luxurie,  lo  thin  ende, 
ily  that  thou  faintest  mannes  mind, 
erailv  thou  wolt  his  body  shende. 
le  of  thy  werk,  or  of  thy  lustes  blind, 
iplahung :  how  many  may  men  find, 
lot  for  werk  som  time,  but  for  th'entent 
d  this  sinne,  ben  other  slain  or  ahent. 


How  may  this  weke  woman  han  the  strength 
Hire  to  defend  again  this  renegate  ! 

0  Golias,  unmesurable  of  length, 

How  mighte  David  maken  thee  so  mate  ! 
So  yonge.  and  of  armure  so  desolate, 
How  dorst  he  loke  upon  thy  dredful  face ! 
Wel  may  men  seen  it  was  but  Goddes  grace. 

Who  yaf  Judith  corage  or  hardinesse 
To  sleen  him  Holofernes  in  his  tent, 
And  to  deliver  out  of  wretchednesse 
The  peple  of  God  f  I  say  for  this  entent, 
That  right  as  God  spirit  of  vigour  sent 
To  hem,  and  saved  hem  out  of  meschance, 
So  sent  he  might  and  vigour  to  distance. 

Forth  goth  hire  ship  thurghout  the  narwe  mouth 
Of  Jubaltare  and  Septe,  driving  alway, 
Somtime  West,  and  somtime  North  and  South, 
And  somtime  Est,  ful  many  a  wery  day  : 
Til  Cristes  moder  (blessed  be  she  ay) 
Hath  shapen  thurgh  hire  endeles  goodnesse 
To  make  an  end  of  all  hire  hevinease. 

Now  let  us  stint  of  distance  but  a  throw, 
And  speke  we  of  the  Romane  emperour, 
That  out  of  Surrie  hath  by  lettres  knowe 
The  slaughter  of  cristen  folk,  and  dishonour 
Don  to  his  doughter  by  a  false  traitour, 

1  mene  the  cursed  wicked  Soudannesse. 
That  at  the  feet  let  sleen  both  more  and  lesse. 

For  which  this  emperour  hath  sent  anon 
His  senatour,  with  real  ordinance, 
And  other  lordes,  God  wote,  many  on, 
On  Surriens  to  taken  high  vengeance  : 
They  brennen,  sleen,  ana  bring  hem  to  meschance 
Ful  many  a  day :  but  shortly  this  is  th'ende, 
Homward  to  Rome  they  shapen  hem  to  wende. 

This  senatour  repaireth  with  victorie 
To  Rome  ward  sayling  ful  really, 
And  met  the  ship  driving,  as  saith  the  storie, 
In  which  distance  sitteth  ful  pitously  : 
Nothing  ne  knew  he  what  she  was,  ne  why 
She  was  in  swiche  array,  ne  she  wil  sey 
Of  hire  estat,  though  that  she  shnlde  dey. 

He  bringeth  hire  to  Rome,  and  to  his  wif 
He  yaf  hire,  and  hire  yonge  sone  also  : 
And  with  the  senatour  she  lad  hire  lit 
Thus  can  our  lady  bringen  out  of  wo 
Woful  distance,  and  many  another  mo : 
And  longe  time  dwelled  she  in  that  place, 
In  holy  werkes  ever,  as  was  hire  grace. 

The  senatoures  wif  her  aunte  was, 
But  for  all  that  she  knew  hire  never  the  more  : 
I  wol  no  longer  tarien  in  this  cas, 
But  to  king  Alia,  which  I  spake  of  yore, 
That  for  his  wif  wepeth  and  siketh  sore, 
I  wol  returne,  and  let  I  wol  Custauce 
Under  the  senatoures  governance. 

King  Alia,  which  that  had  his  moder  slain, 
Upon  a  day  fell  in  swiche  repentance, 
That  if  I  shortly  tellen  shal  and  plain, 
To  Rome  he  cometh  to  receive  his  penance, 
And  putte  him  in  the  popes  ordinance 
lu  high  and  low,  and  Jesu  Crist  besought, 
Foryeve  his  wicked  werkes  that  he  had  wrought 
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The  fame  anon  thnrghout  the  toun  is  born, 
How  Alia  king  shal  come  on  pilgrimage, 
By  herbergeours  that  wenten  him  beforn, 
For  which  the  senatour,  as  was  usaj^e, 
Rode  him  againe,  and  many  of  his  linage, 
As  wel  to  shewen  his  high  magnificence, 
As  to  don  any  king  a  reverence. 

Gret  chere  doth  this  noble  senatonr 
To  king  Alia,  and  he  to  him  also  ; 
Everich  of  hem  doth  other  gret  honour  ; 
And  so  befell,  that  in  a  day  or  two 
This  senatonr  is  to  king  Alia  go 
To  fest,  and  shortly,  if  I  shal  not  lie, 
distances  sone  went  in  his  compagnie. 

Som  men  wold  sain  at  requeete  of  Cnstance 
This  senatonr  hath  lad  this  child  to  feste  : 
I  may  not  tellen  every  circumstance, 
Be  as  be  may,  ther  was  he  at  the  leste : 
But  soth  is  this,  that  at  his  mothers  heste 
Beforn  Alia,  during  the  metes  space, 
The  child  stood,  loking  in  the  kinges  face. 

This  Alia  king  hath  of  this  child  gret  wonder, 
And  to  the  senatour  he  said  anon, 
Whos  is  that  (aire  child  that  stondeth  yonder  1 
I  no't,  quod  he,  by  God  and  by  Seint  John  ; 
A  moder  he  hath,  but  fader  hath  he  non, 
That  1  of  wote  :  but  shortly  in  a  stound 
He  told  Alia  how  that  this  child  was  found. 

But  God  wot,  quod  this  senatour  also, 
So  vertuous  a  liver  in  all  my  lif 
Ne  saw  I  never,  as  she,  ne  herd  of  mo 
Of  worldly  woman,  maiden,  widewe  or  wif : 
I  dare  wel  sayn  hire  hadde  lever  a  knif 
Thurghout  hire  brest,  than  ben  a  woman  wikke, 
Ther  is  no  man  coude  bring  hire  to  that  prikke. 

Now  was  this  child  as  like  unto  distance 
As  possible  is  a  creature  to  be  : 
This  Alia  hath  the  face  in  remembrance 
Of  dame  distance,  and  theron  mused  he, 
If  that  the  childes  moder  were  aught  she 
That  is  his  wif,  and  prively  he  signte, 
And  sped  him  fro  the  table  that  he  mighte. 

Parfay,  thought  he,  fantome  is  in  min  hed. 
I  ought  to  derae  of  skilful  jugement, 
That  in  the  salte  see  my  wif  is  ded. 
And  afterward  he  made  his  argument ; 
What  wot  I,  if  that  Crist  have  hider  sent 
My  wif  by  see,  as  wel  as  he  hire  lent 
To  my  contree,  fro  thennes  that  she  went ! 

And  after  noon  home  with  the  senatour 
Goth  Alia,  for  to  see  this  wonder  chance. 
This  senatour  doth  Alia  gret  honour, 
And  hastily  he  sent  after  Cnstance  : 
But  trusteth  wel,  hire  luste  not  to  dance. 
Whan  that  she  wiste  wherfore  was  that  sonde, 
Unnethe  upon  hire  feet  she  mighte  stonde. 

Whan  Alia  saw  his  wif,  faire  he  hire  grette, 
And  wept,  that  it  was  routhe  for  to  see, 
For  at  the  Urate  look  he  on  hire  sette 
He  knew  wel  veraily  that  it  was  she  : 
And  she  for  sorwe,  as  domb  stant  as  a  tree  : 
So  was  hire  hertc  shette  in  hire  distresse, 
Whan  she  remembered  his  unkindenesse. 


Twies  she  swouneth  in  his  owen  sight, 
He  wepeth  and  him  excuseth  pitously : 
Now  God,  quod  he,  and  all  his  halwes  bright 
So  wisly  on  my  soule  as  have  mercy, 
That  of  youre  harme  as  gil teles  am  I, 
As  is  Maurice  my  sone,  so  like  your  face, 
Elles  the  fend  me  fetche  out  of  this  place. 

Long  was  the  sobbing  and  the  bitter  peine, 
Or  that  hir  woful  hertes  mighten  oese, 
Gret  was  the  pitee  for  to  here  hem  pleine, 
Thurgh  whiche  pleintes  gan  hir  wo  enerese. 
I  pray  you  all  my  labour  to  relese, 
I  may  not  tell  hir  wo  until  to-morwe, 
I  am  so  wery  for  to  speke  of  sorwe. 

But  finallv,  whan  that  the  soth  is  wist, 
That  Alia  gilteles  was  of  hire  wo, 
I  trow  an  hundred  times  han  they  kist, 
And  swiche  a  blisse  is  ther  betwix  hem  two, 
That  save  the  joye  that  lasteth  evermo, 
Ther  is  non  like,  that  any  creature 
Hath  seen  or  shal,  while  that  the  world  may  dure. 

Tho  praied  she  hire  husbood  mekely 
In  releef  of  hire  longe  pitous  pine, 
That  he  wold  pray  hire  fader  specially, 
That  of  his  magestee  he  wold  eneline 
To  vouchesauf  som  day  with  him  to  dine : 
She  praied  him  eke,  he  ahulde  by  no  way 
Unto  hire  fader  no  word  of  hire  say. 

Som  men  wold  sayn,  how  that  the  child  Maurice 
Doth  this  message  until  this  emperour : 
But  as  I  gesse,  Alia  was  not  so  nice, 
To  him  that  is  so  soveraine  of  honour, 
As  he  that  is  of  cristen  folk  the  flour, 
Send  any  child,  but  it  is  bet  to  deme 
He  went  himself,  and  so  it  may  wel  seme. 

This  emperour  hath  granted  gentilly 
To  come  to  dinner,  as  he  him  besought* : 
And  wel  rede  I,  he  loked  besily 
Upon  this  child,  and  on  his  doughter  thought. 
Alia  goth  to  his  inne,  and  as  him  ought 
Arraied  for  this  feste  in  every  wise, 
As  ferforth  as  his  conning  may  suffice, 

The  morwe  came,  and  Alia  gan  him  dresse, 
And  eke  his  wif,  this  emperour  to  mete : 
And  forth  they  ride  in  joye  and  in  gUunesn, 
And  whan  she  saw  hire  fader  in  the  strata, 
She  light  adoun  and  falleth  him  to  fete. 
Fader,  quod  she,  your  yonge  child  distance 
Is  now  ful  clene  out  of  your  remembrance. 

I  am  your  doughter,  your  distance,  quod  she, 
That  whilom  ye  han  sent  into  Surrie ; 
It  am  I,  fader,  that  in  the  salte  see 
Was  put  alone,  and  dampned  for  to  die. 
Now,  goode  fader,  I  you  mercy  erie, 
Send  me  no  more  into  non  hethenesse, 
But  thanketh  my  lord  here  of  his  kindenesse. 

Who  can  the  pitous  joye  tellen  all 
Betwix  hem  thre,  sin  they  ben  thus  ymette  t 
But  of  my  tale  make  an  ende  I  shal, 
The  day  goth  fast,  I  wol  no  longer  lette. 
Thise  glade  folk  to  dinner  ben  ysette, 
In  joy  and  blisse  at  mete  I  let  hem  dwell, 
A  thousand  fold  wel  more  than  I  can  tell. 
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THE  MAN  OP  LA  WES  TALE. 


This  child  Maurice  was  si  then  emperour 
Hade  by  the  pope,  and  lived  cristenly. 
To  Cristas  chirche  did  he  gret  honour : 
But  1  let  all  his  storie  passen  by, 
Of  distance  is  my  tale  specially, 
in  the  olde  Romane  gestes  men  may  find 
Manner*  lif,  I  here  it  not  in  mind. 

This  king  Alia,  whan  he  his  time  sey, 
With  his  distance,  his  holy  wif  so  swete, 
To  Engkmd  ben  they  come  the  righte  wey, 
Ther  as  they  lire  in  jove  and  in  quiete. 
Bat  litel  while  it  lasteth  I  yon  hete, 
Joye  of  this  world  for  time  wol  not  abide, 
Fro  day  to  night  it  changeth  as  the  tide. 

Who  lived  ever  in  swiche  delite  o  day, 
That  him  ne  meved  other  conscience, 
Or  ire,  or  talent,  or  som  kin  affray, 
Envie,  or  pride,  or  passion,  or  offence  1 
I  ne  say  bat  for  this  end  this  sentence, 
That  litel  while  in  joye  or  in  plesance 
Lasteth  the  bliase  of  Alia  with  distance. 


For  deth,  that  taketh  of  hie  and  low  his  rente, 
Whan  passed  was  a  yere,  even  as  I  geese, 
Out  of  this  world  this  king  Alia  he  hente, 
For  whom  distance  hath  fol  gret  hevinesse. 
Now  let  as  praien  God  his  soule  blesse : 
And  dame  distance,  finally  to  sav. 
Toward  the  toun  of  Rome  goth  hire  way. 

To  Rome  is  come  this  holy  creature, 
And  findeth  ther  hire  frendes  hole  and  sound  : 
Now  is  she  scaped  all  hire  aventure  : 
And  whan  that  she  hire  fader  hath  yfound, 
Doun  on  hire  knees  falleth  she  to  ground, 
Weping  for  tenderness©  in  herte  blithe 
She  herieth  God  an  hundred  thousand  sithe. 

In  vertue  and  in  holy  almesse  dede 
They  liven  alle,  and  never  asonder  wende  ; 
Till  deth  departeth  hem,  this  lif  they  lede : 
And  fareth  now  wel,  my  tale  is  at  an  ende. 
Now  Jesu  Crist,  that  of  his  might  may  sende 
Joye  after  wo,  governe  us  in  his  grace, 
And  kepe  us  alle  that  ben  in  this  place. 


THE  WIF  OF  BATHES  TALE. 


THE  WIF  OF  BATHES  PROLOGUE. 

ExrzmizKCB,  though  non  auctoritee 
Were  in  this  world,  is  right  ynough  for  me 
To  speke  of  wo  that  is  in  manage  : 
For,  larding*,  sin  I  twelf  yere  was  of  age, 
(Thanked  be  God  that  is  eterne  on  live) 
Hasboodes  at  chirche  dore  have  I  had  five, 
(If  I  so  often  might  han  wedded  be) 
And  all  ware  worthy  men  in  hir  degree. 

Bat  me  was  told,  not  longe  time  agon  is, 
That  sithen  Crist  ne  went  never  but  onis 
To  wedding,  in  the  Cane  of  Galilee, 


That  by  that  Qke  ensample  taught  he  me, 
That  I  ne  shulde  wedded  be  but  ones. 
Loyherkeeke,  which  a  aharpe  word  for  the  nones, 
Beside  a  weUe  Jean,  God  and  man, 
Snake  in  reprefe  of  the  Samaritan : 
Thou  hast  yhadde  live  husbonds,  sayde  he  ; 
And  thilke  man,  that  now  hath  wedded  thee, 
Is  not  thyn  hnsbond  :  thus  said  he  certain  ; 
What  that  be  ment  therby,  I  can  not  sain. 
Bet  that  I  aake,  why  that  the  fifthe  man 
Was  non  hnsbond  to  the  Samaritan  f 
How  many  might  she  have  in  manage  T 
Yet  herd  I  never  tellen  in  min  age 
Upon  this  nomnbre  diffinitioun ; 
Men  may  devine,  and  glosen  up  and  doun. 

Bat  wel  I  wot,  expresse  withouten  lie 
God  bad  as  for  to  wex  and  multiplie  ; 
That  gentil  text  can  I  wel  understond. 
Eke  wel  I  wot,  he  myd,  that  min  husbond 
Shvld  leva  fader  and  moder,  and  take  to  me ; 
Bat  of  no  nomnbre  mention  made  he, 
Of  bigamie  or  of  oetogamie ; 
Why  ahold  man  than  spake  of  it  vilanie  f 


Lo  here  the  wise  King  Dan  Salomon, 
I  trow  he  hadde  wives  mo  than  on, 
(As  wolde  God  it  leful  were  to  me 
To  be  refreshed  half  so  oft  as  he) 
Which  a  gift  of  God  had  he  for  alle  his  wives  ? 
No  man  hath  swiche,  that  in  this  world  on  live  is. 
God  wot,  this  noble  king,  as  to  my  witte, 
The  firste  night  had  many  a  mery  fitte 
With  eche  of  hem,  so  wel  was  him  on  live. 
Blessed  be  God  that  I  have  wedded  five, 
Welcome  the  sixths  whan  that  ever  he  shall* 
For  sith  I  wol  not  kepe  me  chaste  in  all, 
Whan  min  husbond  is  fro  the  world  ygon, 
Som  cristen  man  shal  wedden  me  anon. 
For  than  the  apostle  saith,  that  I  am  f re 
To  wedde,  a'  goddes  half,  wher  it  liketh  me. 
He  saith,  that  to  be  wedded  is  no  sinne  ; 
Better  is  to  be  wedded  than  to  brinne. 

What  rekketh  me  though  folk  say  vilanie 
Of  shrewed  Lantech,  and  his  bigamie  f 
I  wot  wel  Abraham  was  an  holy  man, 
And  Jacob  eke,  as  fer  as  ever  I  can, 
And  eche  of  hem  had  wives  mo  than  two, 
And  many  another  holy  man  also. 
Wher  can  ye  seen  in  any  maner  age 
That  highe  God  defended  manage 
By  expresse  word  t   I  pray  you  telleth  me, 
Or  wher  commanded  he  virginitee  1 

I  wot  as  wel  as  ye,  it  is  no  drede, 
The  apostle,  whan  he  spake  of  maidenhede, 
He  said,  that  precept  therof  had  he  non  : 
Men  may  oonseille  a  woman  to  ben  on, 
But  conseilling  is  no  commandement ; 
He  put  it  in  our  owen  jugement. 

For  hadde  God  commanded  maidenhede, 
Than  had  he  dampned  wedding  out  of  drede  ; 
And  certes,  if  ther  were  no  sede  ysowe, 
Virginitee  than  wherof  ahold  it  growe  1 
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Poule  dorste  not  commanden  at  the  lest 
A  thing,  of  which  his  maister  yaf  non  hest. 
The  dart  is  sette  up  for  virgin i tee, 
Catch  who  so  may,  who  renneth  best  let  see. 
But  this  word  is  not  take  of  every  wight, , 
But  ther  as  God  wol  yeve  it  of  his  might. 
I  wot  wel  that  the  apostle  was  a  maid, 
But  natheles,  though  that  he  wrote  and  said, 
He  wold  that  every  wight  were  swiche  as  he, 
All  n'is  but  conseil  to  virginitee. 
And  for  to  ben  a  wif  he  yaf  me  leve, 
Of  indulgence,  so  n'is  it  non  repreve 
To  wedden  me,  if  that  my  make  die, 
Withoute  exception  of  bigamie  ; 
All  were  it  good  no  woman  for  to  touche, 
(He  ment  as  in  his  bed  or  in  his  couche) 
For  peril  is  both  fire  and  tow  to  assemble ; 
Ye  know  what  this  ensample  may  resemble. 

This  is  all  and  som,  he  held  virginitee 
More  parfit  than  wedding  in  freeltee : 
(Freeltee  clepe  I,  but  if  that  he  and  she 
Wold  lede  hir  lives  all  in  chastitee} 
I  graunt  it  wel,  I  have  of  non  envie, 
Who  maidenhed  preferre  to  bigamie  ; 
It  liketh  hem  to  be  clene  in  body  and  gost  : 
Of  min  estat  I  wol  not  maken  boat. 

For  wel  ye  know,  a  lord  in  his  houshold 
Ne  hath  nat  every  vessell  all  of  gold  : 
Som  ben  of  tree  ;  and  don  hir  lord  service. 
God  clepeth  folk  to  him  in  sondry  wise, 
And  everich  hath  of  God  a  propre  gift, 
Som  this,  som  that,  as  that  him  liketh  shift. 
Virginitee  is  gret  perfection, 
And  continence  eke  with  devotion  : 
But  Crist,  that  of  perfection  is  welle, 
Ne  bade  not  every  wight  he  shulde  go  sellc 
All  that  he  had,  and  yeve  it  to  the  poure, 
And  in  swiche  wise  folow  him  and  his  lore  : 
He  spake  to  hem  that  wold  live  parfitly, 
And,  lord  in gs,  (by  your  leve)  that  am  nat  I ; 
I  wol  bestow  the  flour  of  all  myn  age 
In  th'  actes  and  the  fruit  of  mariage. 

Tell  me  also,  to  what  conclusion 
Were  membres  made  of  generation, 
And  of  so  parfit  wise  a  wight  y wrought  t 
Trusteth  me  wel,  they  were  nat  made  for  nought. 
Glose  who  so  wol,  and  say  bothe  up  and  doun, 
That  they  were  made  for  purgatioun 
Of  urine,  and  of  other  thinges  smalc, 
And  eke  to  know  a  female  from  a  male  : 
And  for  non  other  cause !  say  ye  no  f 
The  experience  wot  wel  it  is  not  so. 
So  that  the  clerkes  be  not  with  me  wroth, 
I  say  this,  that  they  maked  ben  for  both, 
{    This  is  to  sayn,  for  office,  and  for  ese 
Of  engendrure,  ther  we  not  God  displese. 
Why  shuld  men  elles  in  hir  bookes  sette, 
That  man  shal  yelden  to  his  wif  hire  dette  ? 
Now  wherwith  shuld  he  make  his  payement, 
If  he  ne  used  his  sely  instrument  I 
Than  were  they  made  upon  a  creature 
To  purge  urine,  and  eke  for  engendrure. 

But  I  say  not  that  every  wight  is  hold, 
That  hath  swiche  harneis  as  1  to  you  told, 
To  gon  and  usen  hem  in  engendrure  ; 
Than  shuld  men  take  of  chastitee  no  cure. 
Crist  was  a  maide,  and  shapen  as  a  man, 
And  many  a  seint,  sith  that  this  world  began, 
Yet  lived  they  ever  in  parfit  chastitee. 
I  n'ill  envie  with  no  virginitee. 


Let  hem  with  bred  of  pored  whete  be  fed, 

And  let  us  wives  eten  barly  bred. 

And  yet  with  barly  bred,  Mark  tellen  can. 

Our  Lord  Jesu  refreshed  many  a  man. 

In  swiche  estat  as  God  hath  cleped  us, 

I  wol  persever,  I  n'am  not  precious, 

In  wifhode  wol  I  use  min  instrument 

As  frely  as  my  maker  hath  it  sent. 

If  I  be  dangerous  God  yeve  me  sorwe, 

Min  husbond  shal  it  have  both  even  and  morwe, 

Whan  that  him  list  come  forth  and  pay  his  dette. 

An  husbond  wol  I  have,  I  wol  not  lette, 

Which  shal  be  both  my  dettour  and  my  thrall, 

And  have  his  tribulation  withall 

Upon  his  flesh,  while  that  I  am  his  wif. 

I  have  the  power  during  all  my  lif 

Upon  his  propre  body,  and  nat  he  ; 

Right  thus  the  apostle  told  it  unto  me, 

And  bad  our  husbonds  for  to  love  as  wel ; 

All  this  sentence  me  liketh  every  del. 

Up  stert  the  pardoner,  and  that  anon  ; 
Now,  dame,  quod  he,  by  God  and  by  Seint  John, 
Ye  ben  a  noble  prechour  in  this  ess. 
I  was  about  to  wed  a  wif,  alas ! 
What  T  shuld  I  bie  it  on  my  flesh  so  dere  f 
Yet  had  I  lever  wed  no  wif  to-yere. 

Abide,  quod  she,  my  tale  is  not  begonne. 
Nay,  thou  shalt  drinken  of  another  tonne 
Er  that  I  go,  shal  savour  worse  than  ale. 
And  whan  that  I  have  told  thee  forth  my  tale 
Of  tribulation  in  mariage, 
Of  which  I  am  expert  in  all  min  ace, 
(This  is  to  sayn,  myself  hath  ben  the  whippe} 
Than  maiest  thon  chesen  wheder  thou  woJl  appa 
Of  thilke  tonne,  that  I  shal  abroche. 
Beware  of  it,  er  thou  to  neigh  approche. 
For  I  shal  tell  ensamples  mo  than  ten : 
Who  so  that  n'ill  beware  by  other  men 
By  him  shal  other  men  corrected  be : 
Thise  same  wordes  writeth  Ptholomee, 
Rede  in  his  Almageste,  and  take  it  there. 

Dame,  I  wold  pray  you,  if  your  will  it  were, 
Sayde  this  pardoner,  as  ye  began, 
Tell  forth  your  tale,  and  spare  th  for  no  man, 
And  techeth  us  yonge  men  of  your  practtke. 

Gladly,  quod  she,  sin  that  it  may  yon  like. 
But  that  I  pray  to  all  this  compagnie, 
If  that  I  speke  after  my  fantasie, 
As  taketh  not  a  greefe  of  that  I  say, 
For  min  entente  is  not  but  for  to  play. 

Now,  sires,  than  wol  I  tell  yon  forth  my  tale. 
As  ever  mote  I  drinken  win  or  ale 
I  shal  say  soth,  the  husbondes  that  I  had 
As  three  of  hem  were  good,  and  two  were  bad. 
The  three  were  goode  men  and  riehe  and  olde. 
Unethes  mighten  they  the  statute  holde, 
In  which  that  they  were  bounden  unto  me. 
Ye  wot  wel  what  I  mene  of  this  parde. 
As  God  me  helpe,  I  laugh  whan  that  I  thinke, 
How  pitously  a-night  I  made  hem  swinke, 
But  bv  my  fay,  I  tolde  of  it  no  store: 
They  had  me  yeven  hir  lond  and  hir  tresore, 
Me  neded  not  do  longer  diligence 
To  win  hir  love,  or  don  hem  reverence. 
They  loved  me  so  wel  by  God  above, 
That  I  ne  tolde  no  deintee  of  hir  love. 
A  wise  woman  wol  besie  hire  ever  in  on 
To  geten  hir  love,  ther  as  she  hath  non. 
But  sith  I  had  hem  holly  in  min  hond, 
And  that  they  hadde  yeven  me  all  hir  lond, 
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luld  I  taken  kepe  hem  for  to  plese, 
rere  for  my  profit,  or  min  ese  f 
m  so  a-werke  by  my  fay, 
iny  a  night  they  songen  wala  wa. 
on  was  not  fet  for  hem,  I  trow, 
n  men  have  in  Essex  at  Donmow. 
led  hem  bo  wel  after  my  la  we, 
le  of  hem  ful  blisful  was  and  fawe 
$en  me  gay  thinges  fro  the  feyre. 
►re  ful  glade  whan  I  spake  hem  fayre, 
1  it  wot,  I  chidde  hem  spitously. 
rkeneth  how  I  bare  me  proprely. 
ise  wires,  that  can  onderstond, 
nl  ye  speke,  and  bere  hem  wrong  on  hond, 
'  so  boldeiy  can  ther  no  man 
and  lien  as  a  woman  can. 
ot  this  by  wives  that  ben  wise, 
be  whan  they  hem  misavise.) 
wif  if  that  she  can  hire  good, 
■en  hem  on  hond  the  cow  is  wood, 
en  witnesse  of  hire  owen  mayd 
ssent :  bat  herkeneth  how  I  sayd. 
4de  kaynard,  is  this  thin  any  t 
my  neigheboures  wif  so  gay  ! 
onoored  over  al  wher  she  goth, 
home,  I  have  no  thrifty  cloth, 
ost  thou  at  my  neigheboures  hous ! 

0  faire !  art  thou  so  amorous ! 

3 wriest  thou  with  our  maide  1  benedicite, 
e  lechour,  let  thy  japes  be. 
if  I  have  a  gossib,  or  a  frend, 
iten  silt)  thou  chidest  as  a  fend, 

1  wi&e  or  play  unto  his  hous. 
oomest  home  as  dronken  as  a  mous, 
idlest  on  thy  benche,  with  evil  prefc  : 
.yst  to  me,  it  is  a  gret  meschiefe 

a  poure  woman,  for  costage  : 
iiat  she  be  riche  of  high  parage, 
iyst  thou,  that  it  is  a  tourmentrie 
«  hire  pride  and  hire  melancolie. 
that  she  be  (aire,  thou  veray  knave, 
tyst  that  every  holour  wol  hire  have, 
y  no  while  in  chastitee  abide, 
assailled  upon  every  side, 
tyst  som  folk  desire  us  for  richesse, 

*  our  shape,  and  som  for  our  f aim  esse, 
n,  for  she  can  other  sins  or  dance, 

in  for  sentillesse  and  daUance, 

*  hire  hondes  and  hire  armes  smale  : 
*h  all  to  the  devil  by  thy  tale, 
tyst,  men  may  not  kepe  a  castel  wal, 
so  long  assailled  be  over  al. 

that  she  be  foul,  thou  sayst,  that  she 
h  every  man  that  she  may  see ; 
a  spaniel,  she  wol  on  him  lepe, 
may  finden  som  man  hire  to  chepe. 
so  grey  goos  goth  ther  in  the  lake, 
st  thou)  tnat  wol  ben  without©  a  make, 
fit,  it  is  an  hard  thing  for  to  welde 
;,  that  no  man  wol,  his  thankes,  helde. 
sayst  thou,  lorel,  whan  thou  gost  to  bed, 
U  no  wise  man  nedeth  for  to  wed, 
nan  that  eotendeth  unto  heven. 
ilde  thonder  dint  and  firy  leven 
ly  welked  nekke  be  to-broke, 
sayst,  that  dropping  houses,  and  eke  smoke, 
iding  wives  maken  men  to  flee 
air  owen  hous  ;  a,  benedicite, 
ileth  swiche  an  old  man  for  to  chide ! 
sayst,  we  wives  wol  our  vices  hide, 


Til  we  be  fast,  and  than  we  wol  hem  she  we. 
Wel  may  that  be  a  proverbe  of  a  shrewe. 

Thou  sayst,  that  oxen,  asses,  hors,  and  houndes, 
They  ben  assaied  at  diverse  stoundes, 
Basines,  lavoures,  or  that  men  hem  bie, 
Spones,  stooles,  and  all  swiche  husbondrie, 
And  so  ben  pottes,  clothes,  and  aray, 
But  folk  of  wives  maken  non  assay, 
Til  they  ben  wedded,  olde  dotard  shrewe  ! 
And  than,  sayst  thou,  we  wol  our  vices  shewe. 

Thou  sayst  also,  that  it  displeseth  me, 
But  if  that  thou  wolt  preisen  my  beautee, 
And  but  thou  pore  alway  upon  my  face, 
And  clepe  me  fairs  dame  in  everv  place  ; 
And  but  thou  make  a  feste  on  thilke  day 
That  I  was  borne,  and  make  me  fresh  and  gay ; 
And  but  thou  do  to  my  norice  honour, 
And  to  my  chamberere  within  my  bour, 
And  to  my  faders  folk,  and  myn  allies ; 
Thus  sayst  thou,  olde  barel  ful  of  lies. 

And  yet  also  of  our  prentts  J  an  kin, 
For  his  crispe  here,  shining  as  gold  so  fin, 
And  for  he  squiereth  me  both  up  and  doun, 
Yet  hast  thou  caught  a  false  suspection  : 
I  wol  him  nat,  though  thou  were  ded  to-morwe. 

But  tell  me  this,  why  hidest  thou  with  sorwe 
The  keies  of  thy  chest  away  fro  me  f 
It  is  my  good  as  wel  as  thin  parde. 
What,  wenest  thou  make  an  idiot  of  our  dame  ? 
Now  by  that  Lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Jarae, 
Thou  shalt  nat  bothe,  though  that  thou  were  wood, 
Be  maister  of  my  body  and  of  my  good, 
That  on  thou  shalt  forgo  maugre  thin  eyen. 
What  helpeth  it  of  me  to  enquere  and  spien^ 
I  trow  thou  woldest  locke  me  in  thy  cheste. 
Thou  shuldest  say,  Fayr  wif,  go  wher  thee  leste  ; 
Take  your  disport ;  1  wol  nat  leve  no  tales ; 
I  know  you  for  a  trewe  wif,  dame  Ales. 

We  love  no  man,  that  taketh  kepe  or  charge 
Wher  that  we  son,  we  wol  be  at  our  large. 
Of  alle  men  yblessed  mote  he  be 
The  wise  astrologien  Dan  Ptholomee, 
That  sayth  this  proverbe  in  his  Almageste : 
Of  alle  men  his  wisdom  is  higheste, 
That  rekketh  not  who  hath  the  world  in  hond. 

By  this  proverbe  thou  shalt  wel  onderstond, 
Have  thou  ynough,  what  thar  thee  rekke  or  care 
How  merily  that  other  folkes  fare  T 
For  certes,  olde  dotard,  by  your  leve, 
Ye  shullen  have  queint  right  ynough  at  eve. 
He  is  to  gret  a  nigard  that  wol  werne 
A  man  to  light  a  candel  at  his  lanterne  ; 
He  shal  have  never  the  lease  light  parde. 
Have  thou  ynough,  thee  thar  not  plainen  thee. 

Thou  sayst  also,  if  that  we  make  us  gay 
With  clothing  and  with  precious  array, 
That  it  is  peril  of  our  chastitee. 
And  yet,  with  sorwe,  thou  enforcest  thee, 
And  sayst  thise  wordes  in  the  apostles  name  : 
In  habit  made  with  chastitee  and  shame 
Ye  women  shul  appareile  you,  (quod  he) 
And  nat  in  tressed  here,  and  gay  perrie, 
As  perles,  ne  with  gold,  ne  clothes  riche. 

After  thy  text,  ne  after  thy  rubriche 
I  wol  not  work  as  mochel  as  a  gnat. 

Thou  sayst  also,  I  walke  out  like  a  cat ; 
For  who  so  wolde  senge  the  cattes  skin, 
Than  wol  the  cat  wel  dwellen  in  hire  in  ; 
And  if  the  cattes  skin  be  sleke  and  gay, 
She  wol  nat  dwellen  in  hous  half  a  day, 
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But  forth  she  wol,  or  any  day  be  dawed, 
To  shew  hire  skin,  and  gon  a  caterwawed. 
This  is  to  say,  if  I  be  gay,  sire  shrewe, 
I  wol  renne  out,  my  borel  for  to  shewe. 
Sire  olde  fool,  what  helpeth  thee  to  spien  1 
Though  thou  pray  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyen 
To  be  my  wardecorps,  as  he  can  best, 
In  faith  he  shal  not  kepe  me  but  me  lest : 
Yet  coude  I  make  his  berd,  so  mote  I  the. 

Thou  sayest  eke,  that  ther  ben  thinges  three, 
Which  thinges  gretly  troublen  all  this  erthe, 
And  that  no  wight  ne  may  endure  the  ferthe : 
0  lefe  sire  shrewe,  Jesu  short  thy  lif. 

Yet  prechest'thou.  andsayBt,  an  hateful  wif 
Yrekened  is  for  on  of  thise  meschances. 
Be  ther  non  other  maner  resemblances 
That  ye  may  liken  your  parables  to, 
But  if  a  sely  wif  be  on  of  tho  t 

Thou  likenest  eke  womans  love  to  helle, 
To  barrien  lond,  ther  water  may  not  dwelle. 

Thou  likenest  it  also  to  wilde  fire  ; 
The  more  it  brenneth,  the  more  it  hath  desire 
To  consume  every  thing,  that  brent  wol  be. 

Thou  sayest,  right  as  wormes  shende  a  tre, 
Right  so  a  wif  destroieth  hir  husbond  ; 
This  knowen  they  that  ben  to  wives  bond. 

Lordings,  right  thus,  as  ye  han  understood, 
Bare  I  stifly  mm  old  husbondes  on  bond, 
That  thus  they  saiden  in  hir  dronkennesse  ; 
And  all  was  false,  but  as  I  toke  witnesse 
On  Jankin,  and  upon  my  nece  also. 

0  Lord,  the  peine  I  did  hem,  and  the  wo, 
Ful  gilteles,  by  Goddes  swete  pine  ; 

For  as  an  hors,  I  coude  bite  and  whine ; 

1  coftde  plain,  and  I  was  in  the  gilt, 
Or  elles  oftentime  I  had  ben  spilt. 

I     Who  so  first  cometh  to  the  mill,  first  grint ; 

j     I  plained  first,  so  was  our  werre  ystint 
They  were  ful  glad  to  excusen  hem  ful  blive 
Of  thing,  the  which  they  never  agilt  hir  live. 
Of  wenches  wold  I  beren  hem  on  hond, 
Whan  that  for  sike  unnethes  might  they  stond, 
Yet  tikeled  I  his  herte  for  that  he 
Wend  that  I  had  of  him  so  gret  chiertee  : 
I  swore  that  all  my  walking  out  by  night 
Was  for  to  espien  wenches  that  he  digh't : 
Under  that  colour  had  I  many  a  mirth. 
For  all  swiche  wit  is  yeven  us  in  our  birth  ; 
Deceite,  weping,  spinning,  God  hath  yeven 
To  women  kindly,  while  that  they  may  liven. 
And  thus  of  o  thins  1  may  avaunten  me, 
At  th'ende  I  hod  the  beter  in  eche  degree, 
By  sleight  or  force,  or  by  som  maner  thing, 
As  by  continual  murmur  or  grutching, 
Namely  a-bed,  ther  hadden  they  meschance, 

:     Ther  wold  I  chide,  and  don  hem  no  plesance  : 

I     I  wold  no  lenger  in  the  bed  abide, 

|     If  that  I  felt  his  arme  over  my  side, 
Til  he  had  made  his  raunson  unto  me, 

,     Than  wold  I  soffre  him  do  his  nice  tee. 

|     And  therfore  every  man  this  tale  I  tell, 
Winne  who  so  may,  for  all  is  for  to  sell : 

i     With  empty  hond  men  may  no  haukes  lure, 
For  winning  wold  I  all  his  lust  endure, 
And  maken  me  a  feined  appetit, 
And  yet  in  bacon  had  I  never  del  it : 
That  maked  me  that  ever  I  wold  hem  chide. 
For  though  the  pope  had  sitten  hem  beside, 
I  wold  not  spare  hem  at  hir  owen  bord, 
For  by  my  trouthe  I  quitte  hem  word  for  word. 


As  help©  me  veray  God  omnipotent, 
Tho  I  right  now  shuld  make  my  testament, 
I  ne  owe  hem  not  a  word,  that  it  n'is  quit, 
I  brought  it  so  abouten  by  my  wit, 
That  they  must  yeve  it  up,  as  for  the  best, 
Or  elles  had  we  never  ben  in  rest. 
For  though  he  loked  as  a  wood  leon, 
Yet  shuld  he  faille  of  his  conclusion. 

Than  wold  I  say,  now,  goode  lefe,  take  kepe, 
How  mekely  loketh  Wilkin  oure  shepe  1 
Come  ner  my  spouse,  and  let  me  ba  thy  cheke. 
Ye  shulden  be  al  patient  and  meke, 
And  han  a  swete  spiced  conscience, 
Sith  ye  so  preche  of  Jobes  patience.' 
Suffreth  alway,  sin  ye  so  wel  can  preche, 
And  but  ye  do,  certain  we  shal  you  teche 
That  it  is  faire  to  han  a  wif  in  pees. 
On  of  us  two  moste  bowen  doutelees  : 
And,  sith  a  man  is  more  resonable 
Than  woman  is,  ye  mosten  ben  suffrable. 
What  aileth  you  to  grutchen  thus  and  groae? 
Is  it  for  ye  wold  have  my  queint  alone  I 
Why  take  it  all :  lo,  have  it  every  deL 
Peter,  I  shrew  you  but  ye  love  it  weL 
For  if  I  wolde  sell  my  belle  chose, 
I  coude  walke  as  fresshe  as  is  a  rose, 
But  I  wol  kepe  it  for  your  owen  toth. 
Ye  be  to  blame,  by  God,  I  say  yon  soth. 

Swiche  maner  wordes  hadden  we  on  hond. 
Now  wol  I  speken  of  my  fourthe  husbond. 

My  fourthe  husbonde  was  a  revellour, 
This  is  to  sayn,  he  had  a  paramour, 
And  I  was  yonge  and  ful  of  ragerie, 
Stibborne  and  strong,  and  ioly  as  a  pie. 
Tho  coude  I  dancen  to  an  barpe  smale, 
And  sing  ywis  as  any  nightingale, 
Whan  I  had  dronke  a  draught  of  swete  wine. 
Metellius,  the  foule  cherle,  the  swine, 
That  with  a  staf  beraf t  his  wif  hire  lif 
For  she  drank  wine,  though  I  had  ben  his  wif, 
Ne  shuld  he  not  have  daunted  me  fro  drinke : 
And  after  wine  of  Venus  most  I  thinke. 
For  al  so  siker  as  cold  engendretb  hayl, 
A  likerous  mouth  most  han  a  likerons  tayL 
In  woman  vinolent  is  no  defence, 
This  knowen  lechours  by  experience. 

But,  lord  Crist,  whan  that  it  remembreth  me 
Upon  my  youth,  and  on  my  jolitee. 
It  tikleth  me  about  myn  herte-rote. 
Unto  this  day  it  doth  myn  herte  bote, 
That  I  have  had  my  world  as  in  my  time. 
But  age,  alas  !  that  all  wol  envenime, 
Hath  me  beraft  my  beau  tee  and  my  pith  : 
Let  go,  farewel,  the  devil  go  therwith. 
The  flour  is  gon,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  tell, 
The  bren,  as  I  best  may,  now  moste  I  sell. 
But  yet  to  be  right  mery  wol  I  fond. 
Now  forth  to  tellen  of  my  fourthe  husbond. 

I  say,  I  had  in  herte  gret  despit, 
That  he  of  any  other  had  del  it ; 
But  he  was  quit  by  God  and  by  Seint  Joee : 
I  made  him  of  the  same  wood  a  croce, 
Not  of  my  body  in  no  foule  manere, 
But  certainly  I  made  folk  swiche  chere, 
That  in  his  owen  grese  I  made  him  frie 
For  anger,  and  for  veray  jalousie. 
By  God,  in  erth  I  was  his  purgatorie, 
For  which  I  hope  his  soule  be  in  glorie. 
For,  God  it  wote,  he  sate  ful  oft  and  songe, 
Whan  that  bis  sho  ful  bitterly  him  wronge. 
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is  no  wight,  save  God  and  he,  that  wiste 
r  a  wise  how  sore  that  I  him  t wiste. 
whan  I  came  fro  Jerusalem, 
i  y grave  under  the  rode-beem  : 
s  tombe  not  so  curious 
the  sepulcre  of  him  Darius, 
hat  Appellee  wrought  so  sotelly. 
.  wast  to  bury  hem  preciously. 

farewel,  God  give  his  soule  rest, 
>w  in  his  grave  and  in  his  chest. 
>f  my  fifthe  husbonde  wol  I  telle  : 
his  soule  never  come  in  helle. 

was  he  to  me  the  moste  shrew, 
e  I  on  my  ribbes  all  by  rew, 
r  shal,  unto  min  ending  day. 
ur  bed  he  was  so  fresh  and  gay, 
rwithall  he  coude  so  wel  me  glose, 
lat  he  wolde  han  my  belle  chose, 
ough  he  had  me  bet  on  every  bon, 
e  win  a^en  my  love  anon. 
[  love  him  the  bet,  for  he 
lis  love  so  dangerous  to  me. 
men  han,  if  that  I  shal  not  lie, 
uatere  a  queinte  fantasie. 
rhat  thing  we  may  nat  lightly  have, 
r  wol  we  cry  all  day  and  crave. 

us  thing,  and  that  desiren  we  ; 
i  us  last,  and  thanne  wol  we  flee, 
oger  uttren  we  all  our  chaffare  ; 
es  at  market  maketh  dere  ware, 
Tet  chepe  is  holden  at  litel  prise  ; 
•weth  every  woman  that  is  wise, 
the  husbonde,  God  his  soule  blesse, 
bat  I  toke  for  love  and  no  richesse, 
ime  was  a  clerk  of  Oxenforde, 

left  scole,  and  went  at  home  at  borde 
r  gossib,  dwelling  in  oure  toun  : 
e  hire  soule,  hire  name  was  Alisoun. 
w  my  herte  and  all  my  privetee, 

our  parish  preest,  so  mote  I  the. 
bewried  I  my  conseil  all ; 
my  husbond  pissed  on  a  wall, 
.  thing  that  shuld  have  cost  his  lif, 
and  to  another  worthy  wif, 
ay  nece,  which  that  I  loved  wel, 
ave  told  his  conseil  every  del. 

did  ral  often,  God  it  wote, 
de  his  face  ful  often  red  and  hote 
iy  shame,  and  blamed  himself,  for  he 

to  me  so  gret  a  privetee. 
>  befell  that  ones  in  a  Lent, 
i  times  I  to  my  gossib  went, 

yet  I  loved  to  be  gay, 
to  walke  in  March,  April,  and  May 
us  to  hous,  to  heren  sondry  tales) 
ikin  clerk,  and  my  gossib  dame  Ales, 
yself,  into  the  feldes  went, 
bond  was  at  London  all  that  Lent ; 
b  better  leiser  for  to  pleie, 
to  see,  and  eke  for  to  be  seie 
folk ;  what  wist  I  wher  my  grace 
pen  for  to  be,  or  in  what  place  ? 

made  I  my  visitations 
es,  and  to  processions, 
lings  eke,  and  to  thise  pilgrimages, 
s  of  miracles,  and  manages, 
ed  upon  my  gay  skarlet  gites. 
irmes,  ne  thise  mothes,  ne  thise  mites 
r  paraille  frett  hem  never  a  del, 
t  thou  why  t  for  they  were  used  wel. 


Now  wol  I  tellen  forth  what  happed  me : 
I  say,  that  in  the  feldes  walked  we, 
Till  trewely  we  had  swiche  daliance 
This  clerk  and  I,  that  of  my  purveance 
I  spake  to  him,  and  said  him  how  that  he, 
If  I  were  widewe,  shulde  wedden  me. 
For  certainly,  I  say  for  no  bobance, 
Yet  was  I  never  without  purveance 
Of  manage,  ne  of  other  thinges  eke : 
I  hold  a  mouses  wit  not  worth  a  leke, 
That  hath  but  on  hole  for  to  sterten  to, 
And  if  that  faille,  than  is  all  ydo. 

I  bare  him  on  hond  he  had  enchanted  me ; 
(My  dame  taughte  me  that  subtil  tee) 
And  eke  I  sayd,  I  mette  of  him  all  night, 
He  wold  han  slain  me,  as  I  lay  upright, 
And  all  my  bed  was  full  of  veray  blood  ; 
But  yet  I  nope  that  ye  shuln  do  me  good  : 
For  blood  betokeneth  gold,  as  me  was  taught. 
And  al  was  false,  I  dremed  of  him  right  naught, 
But  as  I  folwed  ay  my  dames  lore, 
As  wel  of  that  as  of  other  thinges  more. 

But  now,  sire,  let  me  see,  what  shall  I  sain  f 
A  ha,  by  God  I  have  my  tale  again. 
Whan  that  my  fourthe  husbonde  was  on  bere, 
I  wept  algate  and  made  a  sory  chere, 
As  wives  moten,  for  it  is  the  usage  ; 
And  with  my  coverchefe  covered  my  visage  ; 
But,  for  that  I  was  purveyed  of  a  make, 
I  wept  but  smal,  and  that  I  undertake. 
To  chirche  was  myn  husbond  born  a-morwe 
With  neigheboures  that  for  him  maden  sorwe, 
And  Jankin  oure  clerk  was  on  of  tho : 
As  helpe  me  God,  whan  that  I  saw  him  go 
After  the  bere,  me  thought  he  had  a  paire 
Of  legges  and  of  feet,  so  clene  and  faire, 
That  all  my  herte  I  yave  unto  his  hold. 
He  was,  I  trow,  a  twenty  winter  old, 
And  I  was  fourty,  if  I  shal  say  soth, 
But  yet  I  had  alway  a  coltcs  toth. 
Gat-tothed  I  was,  and  that  became  me  wele, 
I  had  the  print  of  Seinte  Venus  sele. 
As  helpe  me  God,  I  was  a  lusty  on, 
And  faire,  and  riche,  and  yonge,  and  wel  begon : 
And  trewely,  as  min  husbondes  tolden  me, 
I  had  the  beste  queint  that  mighte  be. 
For  certes  I  am  all  venerian 
In  feling,  and  my  herte  is  marcian  : 
Venus  me  yave  my  lust  and  likerousnesse, 
And  Mars  yave  me  my  sturdy  hardinesse. 
Min  ascendent  was  Taure,  and  Mars  therinne  : 
Alas,  alas,  that  ever  love  was  sinne  ! 
I  folwed  ay  min  inclination 
By  vertue  of  my  constellation  : 
That  made  me  that  I  coude  nat  withdraw 
My  chambre  of  Venus  from  a  good  felaw. 
Yet  have  I  Martes  merke  upon  my  face, 
And  also  in  another  privee  place. 
For  God  so  wisly  be  my  salvation, 
I  loved  never  by*  no  discretion, 
But  ever  folwed  min  appetit, 
All  were  he  shorte,  longe,  blacke,  or  white, 
I  toke  no  kepe,  so  that  he  liked  me, 
How  poure  he  was,  ne  eke  of  what  degree 

What  shuld  I  save  ?  but  at  the  monthes  ende 
This  joly  clerk  Jankin,  that  was  so  hende, 
Hath  wedded  me  with  gret  solempnitee, 
And  to  him  yave  1  all  the  lond  and  fee, 
That  ever  was  me  yeven  therbefore  : 
But  afterward  repented  me  ful  sore. 
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He  n'olde  suffre  nothing  of  my  list. 
By  God  be  unote  me  ones  with  his  fist, 
For  that  I  root  oat  of  his  book  a  lefe, 
That  of  the  stroke  myn  ere  wex  al  dufe. 
Stibborne  I  was,  as  is  a  leonesse, 
And  of  my  tonge  a  veray  jangleresse, 
And  walke  I  wold,  as  I  had  don  beforn, 
Fro  hous  to  hous,  although  he  had  it  sworn  : 
For  which  he  oftentimes  wolde  preche,  • 
And  me  of  olde  Romaine  gestes  teche. 

How  he  Sulpitius  Gallus  left  his  wif. 
And  hire  forsoke  for  terme  of  all  his  I  if, 
Not  but  for  open.hedcd  he  hire  say 
Loking  out  at  his  dore  upon  a  day. 

Another  Romaine  told  he  me  by  name, 
That,  for  his  wif  was  at  a  sommer  game 
Without  his  weting,  he  forsoke  hire  eke. 

And  than  wold  he  upon  his  Bible  seke 
That  ilke  proverbe  of  Ecclesiaste, 
Wher  he  commandeth,  and  forbedeth  faste, 
Man  shal  not  suffer  his  wif  go  roule  aboute. 

Than  wold  he  say  right  thus  withouten  doute : 
Who  so  that  bildeth  his  hous  all  of  salwes, 
And  pricketh  his  blind  hors  over  the  falwes, 
And  suffereth  his  wif  to  go  seken  halwes, 
Is  worthy  to  be  honged  on  the  galwes. 

But  all  for  nought,  I  sette  not  an  hawe 
Of  his  proverbes,  ne  of  his  olde  sawe  ; 
Ne  I  wold  not  of  him  corrected  be. 
I  hate  hem  that  my  vices  tellen  me, 
And  so  do  mo  of  us  (God  wote)  than  I. 
This  made  him  wood  with  me  all  utterly  ; 
1  n'olde  not  forbere  him  in  no  cas. 

Now  wol  I  say  you  soth  by  Seint  Thomas, 
Why  that  I  rent  out  of  his  book  a  lefe, 
For  which  he  smote  me,  so  that  I  was  defe. 

He  had  a  book,  that  gladly  night  and  day 
For  his  disport  he  wolde  it  rede  alway, 
He  cleped  it  Valerie,  and  Thcophrast, 
And  with  that  book  he  lough  alway  ful  fast. 
And  eke  ther  was  a  clerk  somtime  at  Rome, 
A  cardinal,  that  highte  Seint  Jerome, 
That  made  a  book  again  Jovinian, 
Which  book  was  ther,  and  eke  Tertullian, 
Crisippus,  Trotula,  and  Helowis, 
That  was  abbesse  not  fer  fro  Paris  ; 
And  eke  the  parabolas  of  Salomon, 
Ovides  art,  and  bourdes  many  on  ; 
And  alle  thise  were  bonden  in  o  volume. 
And  every  night  and  day  was  his  custume 
(Whan  he  had  leiser  and  vacation 
From  other  worldly  occupation) 
To  reden  in  this  book  of  wikked  wives. 
He  knew  of  hem  mo  legendes  and  mo  lives, 
Than  ben  of  goode  wives  in  the  Bible. 

For  trusteth  wel,  it  is  an  impossible, 
That  any  clerk  wol  speken  good  of  wives, 
(But  if  it  be  of  holy  seintes  lives) 
Ne  of  non  other  woman  never  the  mo. 
Who  peinted  the  leon,  telleth  me,  who  ? 
By  God,  if  wimmen  hadden  written  stories, 
As  clerkes  ban,  within  hir  oratories, 


They  wold  have  writ  of  men  more  wikkednesse, 
Than  all  the  merke  of  Adam  may  redresse. 
The  children  of  Mercury  and  of  Venus 
Ben  in  hir  werking  ful  contrarious. 
Mercury  loveth  wisdom  and  science, 
And  Venus  loveth  riot  and  dispence. 
And  for  hir  divers  disposition, 
Eche  falleth  in  others  exaltation. 
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As  thus,  God  wote,  Mercury  is  desolat  ! 

In  Pisces,  wher  Venus  is  exaltat, 

And  Venus  falleth  wher  Mercury  is  reised. 

Therfore  no  woman  of  no  clerk  is  preised. 

The  clerk  whan  he  is  old,  and  may  nought  do  I 

Of  Venus  werkes  not  worth  bis  old  sho, 

Than  sitteth  he  doun,  and  writeth  in  his  dotage, 

That  wimmen  cannot  kepe  hir  manage. 

But  now  to  purpos,  why  I  tokle  thee,  | 

That  I  was  beten  for  a  book  parde. 

Upon  a  night  Jankin,  that  was  our  aire, 
Red  on  his  book,  as  he  sate  by  the  fire, 
Of  Eva  first,  that  for  hire  wikkednesse 
Was  all  mankinde  brought  to  wretcbednesse, 
For  which  that  Jeau  Crist  himself  was  slain, 
That  bought  us  with  his  herte-blood  again.  i 

Lo  here  exprcsse  of  wimmen  may  ye  find, 
That  woman  was  the  losse  of  all  mankind. 

Tho  redde  he  me  how  Sampson  lost  his  beres 
Sleping,  his  lemman  kitte  hem  with  hire  ahem, 
Thurgh  whiche  treson  lost  he  both  his  eyen.  ' 

Tho  redde  he  me,  if  that  I  shal  not  hen, 
Of  Hercules,  and  of  his  Deianire, 
That  caused  him  to  set  himself  a-fire. 

Nothing  forgat  he  the  care  and  the  wo,  j 
That  Socrates  had  with  his  wives  two ;  | 
How  Xantippa  cast  pisse  upon  his  bed. 
This  sely  man  sat  still,  as  he  were  ded,  1 
He  wiped  his  hed,  no  more  dorst  he  sain, 
But,  er  tlie  thonder  stint  ther  cometh  rain. 

Of  Pasiphae,  that  was  the  queue  of  Crete,  | 
For  shrewednesse  him  thought  the  tale  swefte. 
Fie,  speke  no  more  (it  is  a  grisely  thing) 
Of  hire  horrible  lust  and  hire  liking. 

Of  Clitemnestra  for  hire  lecherie  i 
That  falsely  made  hire  hnsbond  for  to  die, 
He  redde  it  with  ful  good  devotion.  ! 

He  told  me  eke,  for  what  occasion  | 
Amphiorax  at  Thebes  lost  his  lif :  > 
My  hnsbond  had  a  legend  of  his  wif 
Eriphile,  that  for  an  ouche  of  gold 
Hath  prively  unto  the  Grekes  told,  ! 
Wher  that  hire  husbond  hidde  him  in  a  place,  1 
For  which  he  had  at  Thebes  sory  pace. 

Of  Lima  told  he  me,  and  of  Lucie :  i 
They  bothe  made  hir  husbondes  for  to  die,  I 
That  on  for  love,  that  other  was  for  hate.  1 
Lima  hire  husbond  on  an  even  late 
Empoysoned  hath,  for  that  she  was  his  lb : 
Lucia  likerous  loved  hire  husbond  so, 
That  for  he  shuld  alway  upon  hire  thinke, 
She  yave  him  swiche  a  maner  love-drinke, 
That  he  was  ded  er  it  were  by  the  morwe : 
And  thus  algates  husbondes  hadden  sorwe. 

Than  told  he  me,  how  on  Latumeus 
Complained  to  his  felaw  Arias,  i 
That  in  his  gardin  growed  swiche  a  tree, 
On  which  he  said  how  that  his  wives  three  I 
Honged  hemself  for  hertes  despitous. 
O  leve  brother,  quod  this  Arius,  i 
Yeve  me  a  plant  of  thilke  blessed  tree,  1 
And  in  my  gardin  planted  shal  it  be. 

Of  later  date  of  wives  hath  he  redde, 
That  som  han  slain  hir  husbonds  in  hir  bedde,  , 
And  let  hir  lechour  dight  hem  all  the  night,  \ 
While  that  the  corps  lay  in  the  flore  upright :  i 
And  som  han  driven  nailes  in  hir  brain,  ' 
While  that  they  slepe,  and  thus  they  han  hem  slain : 
Som  han  hem  yeven  poyson  in  hir  drink : 
He  spake  more  harm  than  herte  may  bethinke. 
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terwithall  he  knew  of  mo  proverbes, 
this  world  their  growen  gras  or  heroes, 
(quod  he)  thin  habitation 
&  leon,  or  a  foule  dragon, 
h  a  woman  using  for  to  chide, 
(quod  he)  high  in  the  roof  abide, 
h  an  angry  woman  doun  in  the  nous, 
i  so  wikked  and  contrarious  : 
en,  that  hir  husbonds  loven  ay. 
yd,  a  woman  cast  hire  shame  away, 
e  east  of  hire  smock  ;  and  forthermo, 
romaa,  bat  she  be  chast  also, 
gold  ring  in  a  sowes  nose, 
oude  wene,  or  who  coude  suppose 
bat  in  min  herte  was,  and  the  pine  ? 
n  I  saw  he  n'olde  never  fine 

on  this  cnrsed  book  all  night, 
j  three  lores  have  I  plight 
s  book,  right  as  he  redde,  and  eke 
T  fist  so  toke  him  on  the  cheke, 
ure  fire  he  fell  bakward  adoun. 
p  sterte,  as  doth  a  wood  leoun, 

his  fist  he  smote  me  on  the  bed, 
le  flore  I  lay  as  1  were  ded. 
i  he  saw  how  stille  that  I  lay, 
gast,  and  wold  have  fled  away, 

last  out  of  my  swough  1  brayde. 
ou  slain  me,  false  theef !    I  sayde, 
ay  lond  thus  hast  thou  mordred  me  ! 
ied,  yet  wol  I  kissen  thee. 

he  came,  and  kneled  faire  adoun, 

e  ;  dere  suster  Alisoun, 

me  God  I  shal  thee  never  smite  : 

,ve  don  it  is  thyself  to  wite, 

t  me,  and  that  I  thee  beseke. 

•ftsones  I  hitte  him  on  the  cheke, 

e  ;  theef,  thus  much  am  I  awreke. 

I  die,  I  may  no  longer  spoke. 

the  last,  with  moehel  care  and  wo 

acceded  by  ourselven  two  : 

e  all  the  bridel  in  min  bond 

e  governance  of  hous  and  lond, 

m  tonge,  and  of  his  hond  also, 

>  htm  brenne  his  book  anon  right  tho. 

tan  that  I  had  gotten  unto  me 

ie  all  the  soverainetee, 

he  sayd,  min  owen  trewe  wif, 

e  list,  the  terme  of  all  thy  lif, 

honour,  and  kepe  eke  mm  estat ; 
;  day  we  never  had  debat 

me  so,  I  was  to  him  as  kinde, 
f  fro  Denmark  unto  Inde, 
trewe,  and  so  was  he  to  me  : 
God  that  sit  in  majestee 
lis  soule,  for  his  mercy  dere. 
[  say  my  tale  if  ye  wol  here, 
re  lough  whan  he  had  herd  all  this  : 
s,  quod  he,  so  have  1  ioye  and  blis, 
ong  preamble  of  a  tale, 
an  the  Sompnour  herd  the  frere  gale, 
this  Sompnour)  Goddes  armes  two, 
>1  entermete  him  evermo  : 
men,  a  (lie  and  eke  a  frere 
i  every  dish  and  eke  matere. 
(est  thou  of  preambulattoun  ! 
able  or  trot ;  or  pees,  or  go  sit  doun  : 
st  our  disport  in  this  matere. 
ttbou  so,  Sire  Sompnour !  quod  the  frere ; 
y  faith  I  shal,  er  that  I  go, 
KMBpnour  swiche  a  tale  or  two, 


That  all  the  folk  shal  laughen  in  this  place. 

Now  elles,  frere,  I  wol  beshrewe  thy  face, 
(Quod  this  Sompnour)  and  I  beshrewe  me, 
But  if  I  telle  tales  two  or  three 
Of  freres,  or  I  come  to  Sidenborne, 
That  1  shal  make  thin  herte  for  to  morne  : 
For  wel  I  wot  thy  patience  is  gon. 

Our  hoste  cried  ;  pees,  and  that  anon  ; 
And  sayde  ;  let  the  woman  tell  hire  tale. 
Ye  fare  as  folk  that  dronken  ben  of  ale. 
Do,  dame,  tell  forth  your  tale,  and  that  is  best 

Al  redy,  sire,  quod  she,  right  as  you  lest, 
If  I  have  licence  of  this  worthy  frere. 

Yes,  dame,  quod  he,  tell  forth,  and  I  wol  here. 
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In  olde  dayes  of  the  king  Artour, 

Of  which  that  Bretons  speken  gret  honour, 

All  was  this  lond  fulfilled  of  faerie  ; 

The  Elf- queue,  with  hire  joly  oompagnie, 

Danced  ful  oft  in  many  a  grene  mede. 

This  was  the  old  opinion  as  I  rede  ; 

I  speke  of  many  hundred  yeres  ago  ; 

But  now  can  no  man  see  non  elves  mo, 

For  now  the  grete  charitee  and  prayeres 

Of  limitoures  and  other  holy  freres, 

That  serchen  every  land  and  every  streme, 

As  thikke  as  motes  in  the  sonne-beme, 

Blissing  halles,  chambres,  kichenes,  and  boures 

Citees  and  burghes,  castles  highe  and  toures, 

Thropes  and  bernes,  shepenes  and  dairies, 

This  maketh  that  ther  ben  no  faeries : 

For  ther  as  wont  to  walken  was  an  elf, 

Ther  walketh  now  the  limitour  himself, 

In  undermeles  and  in  morweninges, 

And  sayth  his  Matinee  and  his  holy  thinges, 

And  he  goth  in  his  limitatioun. 

Women  may  now  go  safely  up  and  doun, 

In  every  bush,  and  under  every  tree, 

Ther  is  non  other  incubus  but  he, 

And  he  ne  will  don  hem  no  dishonour. 

And  so  befell  it,  that  this  king  Artour 
Had  in  his  hous  a  lusty  bachelor, 
That  on  a  day  came  riding  fro  river : 
And  happed,  that,  alone  as  she  was  borne, 
He  saw  a  maiden  walking  him  beforne, 
Of  which  maid  he  anon,  maugre  hire  hed, 
By  veray  force  beraft  hire  maidenhed : 
For  which  oppression  was  swiche  clamour, 
And  swiche  pursuite  unto  the  king  Artour, 
That  damned  was  this  knight  for  to  he  ded 
By  cours  of  lawe,  and  shuld  have  lost  his  hod, 
(Paraventure  swiche  was  the  statute  tho,) 
But  that  the  quene  and  other  ladies  mo 
So  longe  praieden  the  king  of  grace, 
Til  he  his  lif  him  granted  in  the  place, 
And  yaf  him  to  the  quene,  all  at  hire  will 
To  chese  whether  she  wold  him  save  or  spill. 

The  quene  thanketh  the  king  with  al  hire  might ; 
And  after  i  his  thus  spake  she  to  the  knight, 
Whan  that  she  saw  hire  time  upon  a  day. 

Thou  standest  yet  (quod  she;  in  swiche  array, 
That  of  thy  lif  yet  hast  thou  no  seuretee ; 
I  grant  thee  lif,  if  thou  canst  tellen  me, 
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What  thing  is  it  that  women  most  desiren  : 

Beware,  and  kepe  thy  nekke-bone  from  yren. 

And  if  thou  canst  not  tell  it  me  anon, 

Yet  wol  I  yeve  thee  leve  fop  to  gon 

A  twelremonth  and  a  day,  to  seke  and  lere 

An  answer  snffisant  in  this  matere. 

And  senretee  wol  I  have,  or  that  thoo  pace, 

Thy  body  for  to  yelden  in  this  place. 

Wo  was  the  knight,  and  sorweraily  he  siketh  ; 
But  what  1  he  may  not  don  all  as  him  liketh. 
And  at  the  last  he  chese  him  for  to  wende, 
And  come  agen  right  at  the  yeres  ende 
With  swiche  answer,  as  God  wold  him  purvay : 
And  taketh  his  lere,  and  wendeth  forth  his  way. 

He  seketh  every  hous  and  every  place, 
Wher  as  he  hopeth  for  to  finden  grace, 
To  lernen  what  thing  women  loven  moste  : 
But  he  ne  ooude  ariven  in  no  coste, 
Wher  as  he  mighte  find  in  this  matere 
Two  creatures  according  in  fere. 
Som  saiden,  women  loven  best  richesse, 
Som  saiden  honour,  som  saiden  jolinesse, 
Som  riche  array,  som  saiden  lust  a-bedde, 
And  oft  time  to  be  wide  we  and  to  be  wedde. 

Some  saiden,  that  we  ben  in  herte  most  esed 
Whan  that  we  ben  yflatered  and  ypreised. 
He  goth  ful  nigh  the  sothe,  I  wol  not  lie  ; 
A  man  shal  winne  us  best  with  flaterie  ; 
And  with  attendance,  and  with  besinesse 
Ben  we  y limed  bothe  more  and  lease. 

And  som  men  saiden,  that  we  loven  best 
For  to  be  free,  and  do  right  as  us  lest, 
And  that  no  man  reprove  us  of  our  vice, 
But  say  that  we  ben  wise,  and  nothing  nice. 
For  trewely  ther  n'is  non  of  us  all, 
If  any  wight  wol  claw  us  on  the  gall, 
That  we  n'ill  kike,  for  that  he  saith  us  soth 
Assay,  and  he  shal  find  it,  that  so  doth. 
For  be  we  never  so  vicious  withinne, 
We  wol  be  holden  wise  and  dene  of  sinne. 

And  som  saiden,  that  gret  delit  han  we 
For  to  be  holden  stable  and  eke  secre, 
And  in  o  purpos  stedfastly  to  dwell, 
And  not  bewreyen  thing  that  men  us  tell. 
But  that  tale  is  not  worth  a  rake-stele. 
Parde  we  women  connen  nothing  hele, 
Witnesse  on  Mida ;  wol  ye  here  the  tale  t 

Ovide,  amonges  other  t hinges  smale, 
Said,  Mida  had  under  his  longe  heres 
Growing  upon  his  hed  two  asses  eres  ; 
The  whiche  vice  he  hid,  as  he  beste  might, 
Ful  subtilly  from  every  mannes  sight, 
That,  save  his  wif,  ther  wist  of  it  no  mo  ; 
He  loved  hire  most,  and  trusted  hire  also  ; 
He  praied  hire,  that  to  no  creature 
She  n'olde  tellen  of  his  disfigure. 

She  swore  him,  nay,  for  all  the  world  to  winne, 
She  n'olde  do  that  vilanie,  ne  sinne, 
To  make  hire  husbond  han  so  foule  a  name  : 
She  n'olde  not  tell  it  for  hire  owen  shame. 
But  natheles  hire  thoushte  that  she  dide, 
That  she  so  longe  shuld  a  conseil  hide  ; 
Hire  thought  it  swal  so  sore  aboute  hire  herte, 
That  nedely  som  word  hire  must  asterte  ; 
And  sith  she  dorat  nat  telle  it  to  no  man, 
Doun  to  a  mareis  faste  by  she  ran, 
Til  she  came  ther,  hire  herte  was  a- fire  : 
And  as  a  bitore  bumbleth  in  the  mire, 
She  laid  hire  mouth  unto  the  water  doun. 
Bewrey  me  not,  thou  water,  with  thy  soun, 


Quod  she,  to  thee  I  tell  it,  and  no  mo, 
Min  husbond  hath  long  asses  eres  two. 
Now  is  min  herte  all  hole,  now  is  it  out, 
I  might  no  lenger  kepe  it  out  of  dout. 
Here  may  ye  see,  though  we  a  tune  abide, 
Yet  out  it  moste,  we  can  no  conseil  hide. 
The  remenant  of  the  tale,  if  ye  wol  here, 
Redeth  Ovide,  and  ther  ye  may  it  lere. 

This  knight,  of  which  my  tale  is  specially, 
Whan  that  he  saw  he  might  not  come  therby, 
(This  is  to  sayn,  what  women  loven  most) 
Within  his  brest  ful  sorweful  was  his  goat. 
But  home  he  goth,  he  mighte  not  sojourne, 
The  day  was  come,  that  horn  ward  must  he  torn 
And  in  his  way,  it  happed  him  to  ride 
In  all  his  care,  under  a  forest  aide, 
Wheras  he  saw  upon  a  dance  go 
Of  ladies  foure  and  twenty,  and  yet  mo* 
Toward  this  ilke  dance  he  drow  fnl  yerne, 
In  hope  that  he  som  wisdom  shulde  lerne ; 
But  certainly,  er  he  came  fully  there, 
Y vanished  was  this  dance,  he  n'iste  not  wher ; 
No  creature  saw  he  that  bare  lif, 
Save  on  the  grene  he  saw  sitting  a  wif, 
A  fouler  wight  ther  may  no  man  devise. 
Againe  this  knight  this  olde  wif  no  arise, 
And  said  ;  sire  knight,  here  forth  ne  lith  no  wa 
Tell  me  what  that  ye  seken  by  tout  fay. 
Paraventure  it  may  the  better  be : 
Thise  olde  folk  con  mochel  thing,  quod  she. 

My  leve  mother,  quod  this  knight,  certain, 
I  n'am  but  ded,  but  if  that  I  can  sain, 
What  thing  it  is  that  women  most  desire : 
Coude  ye  me  wisse,  I  wold  quite  wel  your  hire. 
Plight  me  thy  trouthe  here  in  myn  bond,  quod  si 
The  nexte  thing  that  I  requere  of  thee 
Thou  shalt  it  do,  if  it  be  in  thy  might. 
And  I  wol  tell  it  you  or  it  be  night. 

Have  here  my  trouthe,quod  the  knight,  I  graunl 

Thanne,  quod  she,  I  dare  me  wel  avaunte, 
Thy  lif  is  sauf,  for  I  wol  stond  therby, 
Upon  my  lif  the  quene  wol  say  as  I  : 
Let  see,  which  is  the  proudest  of  hem  afte, 
That  wereth  on  a  kerchef  or  a  oalle, 
That  dare  sayn  nay  of  that  I  shal  yon  teche. 
Let  us  go  forth  withouten  lenger  speche. 

Tho  rowned  she  a  pistel  in  nis  ere, 
And  bad  him  to  be  glad,  and  have  no  fere. 

Whan  they  ben  comen  to  the  court,  this  knig 
Said,  he  had  hold  his  day,  as  he  had  higbt, 
And  redy  was  his  answer©,  as  he  saide. 
Ful  many  a  noble  wif,  and  many  a  maide, 
And  many  a  widewe,  for  that  they  ben  wise, 
(The  quene  hireself  sitting  as  a  justice) 
Assembled  ben,  his  answer  for  to  here, 
And  afterward  this  knight  was  bode  appere. 

To  every  wight  commanded  was  silence, 
And  that  the  knight  shuld  tell  in  audience, 
What  thing  that  worldly  women  loven  best. 
This  knight  ne  stood  not  still,  as  doth  a  best, 
But  to  this  question  anon  answerd 
With  manly  vois,  that  all  the  court  it  herd. 

My  liege  lady,  generally,  quod  he, 
Women  desiren  to  han  soverainetee, 
As  well  over  hir  husbond  as  hir  love, 
And  for  to  ben  in  maistrie  him  above. 
This  is  your  most  desire,  though  ye  me  kill©, 
Doth  as  you  list,  I  am  here  at  your  wille. 

In  all  the  court  ne  was  ther  wif  ne  maide, 
Ne  widewe,  that  contraried  that  he  saide, 
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he  was  worthy  to  han  his  lif. 

th  that  word  up  stert  this  olde  wif, 

at  the  knight  saw  sitting  on  the  grene. 

lod  she,  my  soveraine  lady  quene, 

our  court  depart,  as  doth  me  right 

this  answer  onto  this  knight, 

1  he  plight©  me  his  trouthe  there, 

thing  I  wold  of  him  requere, 
t  do,  if  it  lay  in  his  might, 
is  court  than  pray  I  thee,  sire  knight, 

that  thou  me  take  unto  thy  wif, 
iron  wost,  that  I  have  kept  thy  lif : 
Use,  amy  nay  upon  thy  fay. 
ight  answered,  alas  and  wala  wa ! 
it  wel  that  swiche  was  my  behest, 
es  love  as  chese  a  new  request : 
ay  good,  and  let  my  body  go. 
in,  quod  she,  I  shrewe  us  bothe  two. 
h  that  I  be  olde,  foule,  and  pore, 
•r  all  the  metal  ne  the  ore, 
r  erthe  is  grave,  or  lith  above, 
wif  I  were  and  eke  thy  love. 
» f  quod  he,  nay,  my  dampnation. 
t  any  of  my  nation 
r  so  foule  disparaged  be. 

*  nought ;  the  end  is  this,  that  he 
>d  was,  he  nedes  must  hire  wed, 
h  this  olde  wif,  and  goth  to  bed. 
lden  aom  men  sayn  paraventure, 
ly  negligence  I  do  no  cure 

fou  the  joye  and  all  the  array, 

e  feste  was  that  ilke  day. 

h  thing  shortly  answeren  I  shal : 

was  no  joye  ne  feste  at  al, 
but  hevmesse  and  mochel  sorwe : 
y  he  wedded  hire  on  the  morwe, 
.y  after  hid  him  as  an  oule, 

him,  his  wif  loked  so  foule. 

*  the  wo  the  knight  had  in  his  thought 
was  with  his  wif  a-bed  ybrought, 

ih,  and  he  turneth  to  and  fro. 

*  wif  lay  smiling  evermo, 

O  dere  husbond,  benedictie, 
try  knight  thus  with  his  wif  as  ye ! 

*  la  we  of  king  Artoures  hous  t 
night  of  his  thus  dangerous ! 
owen  love,  and  eke  your  wif, 
which  that  saved  hath  your  lif, 
i  yet  did  I  you  never  unright. 

ve  thus  with  me  this  firste  night  f 
ike  a  man  had  lost  his  wit. 

fgilif  for  Goddes  love  tell  it, 
ben  amended,  if  I  may. 
d  f  quod  this  knight,  aJas !  nay,  nay, 
ben  amended  never  mo  ; 
o  lothly,  aud  so  olde  also, 
>  eomen  of  so  low  a  kind, 
wonder  is  though  I  walwe  and  wind  ; 
Sod,  min  herte  wolde  brest 
]uod  she,  the  cause  of  your  unrest  ? 
tinly,  ouod  he,  no  wonder  is. 
e,  quod  she,  I  coude  amend  all  this, 
list,  er  it  were  dayes  three, 
□lighten  bere  you  unto  me. 
ye  speken  of  swiche  gentillesse, 
snded  out  of  old  richesse, 
are  shullen  ye  be  gentilmen  ; 
t>gance  n'is  not  worth  an  hen. 
10  thai  is  most  vertuous  alway, 
apcrt,  and  most  entendeth  ay 


To  do  the  gen  til  dedes  that  he  can, 
And  take  him  for  the  gretest  gentilman. 
Crist  wol  we  claime  of  him  our  gentillesse, 
Not  of  our  elders  for  hir  old  richesse. 
For  though  they  yeve  us  all  hir  heritage, 
For  which  we  claime  to  ben  of  high  parage, 
Yet  may  they  not  bequethen,  for  no  thing, 
To  non  of  us,  hir  vertuous  living, 
That  made  hem  gentilmen  called  to  be, 
And  bade  ub  folwen  hem  in  swiche  degree. 

Wel  can  the  wise  poet  of  Florence, 
That  highte  Dant,  speken  of  this  sentence : 
Lo,  in  swiche  maner  rime  is  Dantes  tale. 

Ful  selde  up  riseth  by  his  branches  smale 
Prowesse  of  man,  for  God  of  his  goodnesse 
Wol  that  we  claime  of  him  our  gentillesse : 
For  of  our  elders  may  we  nothing  claime 
But  temporel  thing,  that  man  may  hurt  and  maime. 

Eke  every  wight  wot  this  as  wel  as  I, 
If  gentillesse  were  planted  naturelly 
Unto  a  certain  linage  doun  the  line, 
Prive  and  apert,  than  wold  they  never  fine 
To  don  of  gentillesse  the  faire  office, 
They  mighten  do  no  vilanie  or  vice. 

Take  fire  and  bere  it  into  the  derkest  hous 
Betwix  this  and  the  mount  of  Caucasus, 
And  let  men  shette  the  dores,  and  go  thenne, 
Yet  wol  the  fire  as  faire  lie  and  brenne 
As  twenty  thousand  men  might  it  behold  ; 
His  office  natural  ay  wol  it  hold, 
Up  peril  of  my  lif,  til  that  it  die. 

Here  may  ye  see  wel,  how  that  genterie 
Is  not  annexed  to  possession, 
Sith  folk  ne  don  hir  operation 
Alway,  as  doth  the  fire,  lo,  in  his  kind. 
For  God  it  wot,  men  moun  ful  often  find 
A  lordes  sone  do  shame  and  vilanie. 
And  he  that  wol  han  pria  of  his  genterie, 
For  he  was  boren  of  a  gentil  hous, 
And  had  his  elders  noble  and  vertuous, 
And  n'ill  himselven  do  no  gentil  dedes, 
Ne  folwe  his  gontil  auncestrie,  that  ded  is, 
He  n'is  not  gentil,  be  he  duk  or  erl ; 
For  vilains  sinful  dedes  make  a  cherl. 
For  gentillesse  n'is  but  the  renomee 
Of  thin  auncestres,  for  hir  high  bountee. 
Which  is  a  strange  thing  to  thy  persone : 
Thy  gentillesse  cometh  fro  God  alone. 
Than  cometh  our  veray  gentillesse  of  grace, 
It  was  no  thing  bequethed  us  with  our  place. 

Thinketh  how  noble,  as  saith  Valerius, 
Was  thilke  Tullius  Hostilius. 
That  out  of  poverte  rose  to  high  noblesse. 
Redeth  Senek,  and  redeth  eke  Boece, 
Ther  ahull  ye  seen  expresse,  that  it  no  dred  is, 
That  he  is  gentil  that  doth  gentil  dedis. 
And  therfore,  leve  husbond,  I  thus  conclude; 
Al  be  it  that  min  auncestres  weren  rude, 
Yet  may  the  highe  God,  and  so  hope  I, 
Granten  me  grace  to  liven  vertuously  : 
Than  am  I  gentil,  whan  that  I  beginne 
To  liven  vertuously,  and  weiven  sinne. 

And  ther  as  ye  of  poverte  me  reprove, 
The  highe  God,  on  whom  that  we  beleve, 
In  wilful  poverte  chese  to  lede  his  lif : 
And  certes,  every  man,  maiden,  or  wif 
May  understond,  that  Jesus  heven  king 
Ne  wold  not  chese  a  vicious  living. 

Glad  poverte  is  an  honest  thing  certain. 
This  wol  Senek  and  other  clerkcs  sain. 
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Who  so  that  halt  him  paid  of  his  poverte, 
I  hold  him  rich,  al  had  he  Dot  a  aherte. 
He  that  coveiteth  is  a  poure  wight, 
For  he  wold  ban  that  is  not  in  his  might. 
But  he  that  nought  hath,  ne  coveiteth  to  have, 
Is  riche,  although  ye  hold  him  bat  a  knave. 
Veray  poverte  is  sinne  proprely. 

Juvenal  saith  of  poverte  merily  : 
The  poure  man  whan  he  goth  by  the  way, 
Beforn  the  theves  he  may  sing  and  play. 
Poverte  is  hateful  good  ;  and,  as  I  geese, 
A  ful  gret  bringer  out  of  besinesse  ; 
A  gret  aroender  eke  of  sapience 
To  him,  that  taketh  it  in  patience. 
Poverte  is  this,  although  it  seme  elenge, 
Possession  that  no  wight  wol  challenge. 
Poverte  ful  often,  whan  a  man  is  low, 
Maketh  his  God  and  eke  himself  to  know  : 
Poverte  a  spectakel  is,  as  thinketh  me, 
Thurgh  which  he  may  his  veray  frendes  see. 
And  therfore,  sire,  sin  that  I  you  not  greve, 
Of  my  poverte  no  more  me  repreve. 

Now,  sire,  of  elde,  that  ye  repreven  me  : 
And  certes,  sire,  though  non  auctoritee 
Were  in  no  book,  ye  gentiles  of  honour 
Sain,  that  men  shuld  an  olde  wight  honour, 
And  clepe  him  fader,  for  your  gentUlesse  ; 
And  auctours  shal  I  finden,  as  I  geese. 

Now  thir  ye  sain  that  I  am  foule  and  old, 
Than  drede  ye  not  to  ben  a  cokewold. 
For  filthe,  and  elde  also,  so  mote  1  the, 
Ben  grete  wardeins  upon  chastitee. 
But  natheles,  sin  I  know  your  delit, 
I  shal  fulfill  your  worldly  appetit. 

Chese  now  (quod  she)  on  of  thise  thinges  twey, 
To  han  me  foule  and  old  til  that  I  dey, 
And  be  to  you  a  trewe  humble  wif, 
And  never  vou  displese  in  all  my  lif : 
Or  elles  wol  ye  han  me  yonge  and  faire, 
And  take  your  aventure  of  the  repaire, 


That  shal  be  to  your  hous  because  of  me, 

Or  in  som  other  place  it  may  wel  be  f 

Now  chese  yourselven  whether  that  you  liketh. 

This  knight  aviseth  him,  and  sore  siketh, 
But  at  the  last  he  said  in  this  manere  ; 

My  lady  and  my  love,  and  wif  so  dere, 
I  put  me  in  your  wise  governance, 
Cheseth  yourself  which  may  be  moat  plesance 
And  most  honour  to  you  and  me  also, 
I  do  no  force  the  whether  of  the  two : 
For  as  you  liketh,  it  sufficeth  me. 

Than  have  I  got  the  maisterie,  quod  she, 
Sin  I  may  chese  and  governe  as  me  lest. 
Ye  certes,  wif,  quod  he,  I  hold  it  best. 

Kisse  me,  quod  she,  we  be  no  longer  wrothe, 
For  by  my  trouth  I  wol  be  to  you  bothe, 
This  is  to  sayn,  ye  bothe  faire  and  good. 
I  pray  to  God  that  I  mote  sterven  wood. 
But  I  to  you  be  al  so  good  and  trewe, 
As  ever  was  wif,  sin  that  the  world  was  new* ; 
And  but  I  be  to-morwe  as  faire  to  seen, 
As  any  lady,  emperioe,  or  quene, 
That  is  betwix  the  Est  and  eke  the  West, 
Doth  with  my  lif  and  deth  right  as  you  lest 
Cast  up  the  curtein,  loke  how  that  it  is. 

And  whan  the  knight  saw  veraOyall  tins, 
That  she  so  faire  was,  and  so  yonge  therto, 
For  ioye  he  hent  hire  in  his  armee  two : 
His  herte  bathed  in  a  bath  of  blisse, 
A  thousand  time  a-row  he  gan  hire  kisse : 
And  she  obeyed  him  in  every  thing, 
That  mighte  don  him  plesance  or  Eking. 
And  thus  they  live  unto  hir  lives  ende 
In  parfit  joye,  and  Jesu  Crist  us  sende 
Husbondes  meke  and  yonge,  and  fressh  a-faed, 
And  grace  to  overlive  hem  that  we  wed. 

And  eke  I  pray  Jesus  to  short  hir  lives, 
That  wol  not  be  governed  by  hir  wives. 
And  old  and  angry  nigards  of  dispence, 
God  send  hem  sone  a  veray  pestilence. 
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This  worthy  limitour,  this  noble  Frere, 
He  made  alway  a  maner  louring  chere 
Upon  the  Sompnour,  but  for  honestee 
No  vilains  word  as  yet  to  him  spake  he  : 
But  at  the  last  he  said  unto  the  wif ; 
Dame,  (quod  he)  God  yeve  you  right  good  lif, 
Ye  have  here  touched,  all  so  mote  I  the, 
In  scole  matere  a  ful  gret  difficultee. 
Ye  han  said  mochel  thing  right  wel,  I  say  : 
But,  dame,  here  as  we  riden  by  the  way, 
Us  nedeth  not  to  speken  but  of  game, 
And  let  auctoritees  in  Goddes  name 
To  preching,  and  to  scole  eke  of  clergie. 
.    But  if  it  like  unto  this  coropagnie, 
I*  wol  you  of  a  Sompnour  tell  a  game  ; 
Parde  ye  may  wel  knowen  by  the  name, 


That  of  a  Sompnour  may  no  good  be  said  ; 
1  pray  that  non  of  you  be  evil  apaid  ; 
A  Sompnour  is  a  renner  up  and  doun 
With  mandements  for  fornicatioun, 
And  is  ybete  at  every  tonnes  ende. 

Tho  spake  our  hoste  ;  A,  sire,  ye  shuld  benhewk 
And  curteis,  as  a  man  of  your  estat, 
In  compagnie  we  wiln  have  no  debet : 
Telleth  your  tale,  and  let  the  Sompnour  be. 
Nay,  quod  the  Sompnour,  let  him  say  by  me 
What  so  him  list ;  whan  it  cometh  to  my  lot, 
By  God  I  shal  him  quiten  every  grot. 
I  shal  him  tellen  which  a  gret  honour 
It  is  to  be  a  flatering  limitour, 
And  eke  of  many  another  maner  crime, 
Which  nedeth  not  rehersen  at  this  time, 
And  his  office  I  shal  him  tell  ywis. 
Our  hoste  answered  ;  pees,  no  more  of  this. 
And  afterward  he  said  unto  the  Frere, 
Tell  forth  your  tale,  min  owen  maister  dere. 
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ler  was  dwelling  in  my  contree 
dken,  a  man  of  nigh  degree, 
ly  did  execution 
ag  of  fornication, 
xaft,  and  eke  of  bauderie, 
tion,  and  avouterie, 
Kreres,  and  of  testaments, 
ts,  and  of  lack  of  sacraments, 
and  of  simonie  also  ; 
lechoors  did  he  gretest  wo  ; 
len  singen,  if  that  they  were  hent  ; 
titheres  weren  foule  yshent, 
tone  wold  upon  hem  plaine, 
t  astert  hem  no  pecunial  peine, 
tithes,  and  smale  offering, 
he  peple  pitously  to  sing  ; 
bishop  bent  hem  with  his  crook 
n  in  the  archedekens  book  ; 
he  thurgh  his  jurisdiction 
Ion  on  hem  correction, 
a  Sompnour  redy  to  his  hond, 
v  was  non  in  Englelond  ; 
ly  he  had  his  espiaille, 
tit  him  wel  wher  it  might  ought  availle. 
spare  of  lechours  on  or  two, 
him  to  foure  and  twenty  mo. 
h  this  Sompnour  wood  be  as  an  hare, 
i  harlotrie  I  wol  not  spare, 
n  oat  of  hir  correction, 
of  us  no  jurisdiction, 
ihul  hare,  terme  of  all  hir  lives. 

0  ben  the  women  of  the  stives, 
Sompnour,  yput  out  of  our  cure. 

tth  mischance  and  with  misaventure, 
said,  and  let  him  tell  his  tale. 

h  forth,  and  let  the  Sompnour  gale, 

h  not,  min  owen  maister  dere. 

be  theef,  this  Sompnour,  quod  the  frere, 

y  baudea  redy  to  his  hond, 

take  to  lure  in  Englelond, 

him  all  the  secree  that  they  knewe, 

cquaintance  was  not  come  of  newe  ; 

en  his  approvers  prively. 

himself  a  gret  profit  therby : 

er  knew  not  alway  what  he  wan. 

n  mandement,  a  lewed  man 
aompne,  up  peine  of  Cristes  curse, 
were  inly  glad  to  fille  his  purse, 

en  him  gret  festes  at  the  nale. 

t  as  Judas  hadde  purses  smale 

a  theef,  right  swiche  a  theef  was  he, 

er  hadde  but  half  his  duetee. 

if  1  shal  yeven  him  his  laud) 

rod  eke  a  Sompnour,  and  a  baud. 

1  eke  wenches  at  his  retenue, 
ther  that  sire  Robert  or  sire  Hue, 
?,  or  Rauf,  or  who  so  that  it  were 
by  hem,  they  told  it  in  his  ere. 

i  the  wenehe  and  he  of  on  assent, 
rold  fecche  a  feined  mandement, 
pne  hem  to  the  chapitre  bothe  two, 
the  man,  and  let  the  wenche  go. 
Id  he  say ;  frend,  I  shal  for  thy  sake 
$  thee  oat  of  oure  lettres  blake  ; 
r  no  more  as  in  this  cas  travaille ; 
frend  thar  I  may  thee  availle. 


Certain  he  knew  of  briboures  many  mo, 
Than  possible  is  to  tell  in  yeres  two : 
For  in  this  world  n'is  dogge  for  the  bowe, 
That  can  an  hurt  dere  from  an  hole  yknowe, 
Bet  than  this  Sompnour  knew  a  slie  lechour, 
Or  an  avoutrer,  or  a  paramour : 
And  for  that  was  the  fruit  of  all  his  rent, 
Therfore  on  it  he  set  all  his  entent 
And  so  befell,  that  ones  on  a  day 
This  Sompnour,  waiting  ever  on  his  pray, 
Rode  forth  to  sorapne  a  widewe,  an  olde  ribibe, 
Feining  a  cause,  for  he  wold  nan  a  bribe. 
And  happed  that  he  saw  beforn  him  ride 
A  gay  yeman  under  a  forest  side  : 
A  bow  he  bare,  and  arwes  bright  and  kene, 
He  had  upon  a  courtepy  of  grene, 
An  hat  upon  his  hcd  with  frenges  blake. 
Sire,  quod  this  Sompnour,  haile  and  wel  stake. 
Welcome,  quod  he,  and  every  good  felaw ; 
Whider  ridest  thou  under  this  grene  shaw  t 
(Saide  this  yeman)  wolt  thou  fer  to-day  ! 

This  Sompnour  him  answerd,  and  saide,  nay. 
Here  faste  by  (quod  he)  is  min  entent 
To  riden,  for  to  reisen  up  a  rent, 
That  longeth  to  my  lordes  duetee. 

A,  art  thou  than  a  baillif  t   Ye,  quod  he. 
(He  dorste  not  for  veray  filth  and  shame 
Say  that  he  was  a  Sompnour,  for  the  name.) 

De  par  dieux,  quod  this  yeman,  leve  brother, 
Thou  art  a  baillif,  and  I  am  another. 
I  am  unknowen,  as  in  this  contree. 
Of  thin  acquaintance  I  wol  prayen  thee, 
And  eke  of  brotherhed,  if  that  thee  list. 
I  have  gold  and  silver  lying  in  ray  chist ; 
If  that  thee  hap  to  come  in  to  our  shire, 
Al  shal  be  thin,  right  as  thou  wolt  desire. 

Grand  mercy,  quod  this  Sompnour,  by  my  faith. 
Everich  in  others  hond  his  trouthe  laith, 
For  to  be  sworne  brethren  til  they  dey. 
In  daliaunce  they  riden  forth  and  pley. 

This  Sompnour,  which  that  was  as  ful  of  jangles, 
As  ful  of  venime  ben  thise  wariangles, 
And  ever  enquering  upon  every  thing, 
Brother,  quod  he,  wher  is  now  your  dwelling, 
Another  day  if  that  I  shuld  you  seche ! 

This  yeman  him  answerd  in  softe  speche  ; 
Brother,  quod  he,  fer  in  the  North  contree, 
Wheras  I  hope  somtime  I  shal  thee  see. 
Or  we  depart  I  shal  thee  so  wel  wisse, 
That  of  min  hous  ne  shalt  thou  never  misse. 

Now  brother,  quod  this  Sompnour,  I  you  pray, 
Teche  me,  while  that  we  riden  by  the  way, 
(Sith  that  ye  ben  a  baillif  as  am  1) 
Som  subtil  tee,  and  tell  me  faithfully 
In  min  office  how  I  may  moste  winne. 
And  spareth  not  for  conscience  or  for  sinne, 
But,  as  my  brother,  tell  me  how  do  ye. 

Now  by  my  trouthe,  brother  min,  said  he, 
As  I  shal  tellen  thee  a  faithful  tale. 
My  wages  ben  ful  streit  and  eke  ful  smale ; 
My  lord  is  hard  to  me  and  dangerous. 
And  min  office  is  ful  laborious  ; 
And  therfore  by  extortion  I  leve, 
Forsoth  I  take  all  that  men  wol  me  yeve. 
Algates  by  sleigh te  or  by  violence 
Fro  yere  to  yere  I  win  all  my  dispence ; 
I  can  no  better  tellen  faithfully. 

Now  certes,  (quod  this  Sompnour)  so  fare  I ; 
I  spare  not  to  taken,  God  it  wote, 
But  if  it  be  to  hevy  or  to  hote. 
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What  I  may  gete  in  conseil  prively, 
No  maner  conscience  of  that  have  I. 
N'ere  min  extortion,  I  might  not  liven, 
Ne  of  swiche  japes  wol  I  not  be  shriven. 
Stomak  ne  conscience  know  I  non  ; 
I  shrew  thise  shrifte-faders  everich  on. 
Wei  be  we  met  by  God  and  by  Seint  Jame. 
But  leve  brother,  tell  me  than  thy  name, 
Quod  this  Sompnour.    Right  in  this  mene  while 
This  yeman  gan  a  litel  for  to  smile. 

Brother,  qnod  he,  wolt  thou  that  I  thee  telle ! 
I  am  a  fend,  my  dwelling  is  in  helle, 
And  here  I  ride  about  mv  pourchasing, 
To  wote  wher  men  wol  give  me  any  thing. 
My  pourchas  is  th'effect  of  all  my  rente. 
Loke  how  thou  ridest  for  the  same  entente 
To  winnen  good,  thou  rekkest  never  how, 
Right  so  fare  I,  for  riden  wol  I  now 
Unto  the  worldes  ende  for  a  praye. 

A,  quod  this  Sompnour,  benedicite,  what  say  ye  t 
I  wend  ye  were  a  yeman  trewely. 
Ye  have  a  mannes  shape  as  wel  as  I. 
Have  ye  than  a  figure  determinat 
In  helle,  ther  ve  ben  in  your  estat  f 

Nay  certainly,  quod  he,  ther  have  we  non, 
But  whan  us  liketh  we  can  take  us  on, 
Or  elles  make  you  wene  that  we  ben  shape 
Somtime  like  a  man,  or  like  an  ape  ; 
Or  like  an  angel  can  I  ride  or  go  ; 
It  is  no  wonder  thing  though  it  be  so, 
A  lousy  jogelour  can  deceiven  thee, 
And  parde  yet  can  I  more  craft  than  he. 

Why,  quod  the  Sompnour,  ride  ye  than  or  gon 
In  sondry  shape,  and  not  alway  in  on  1 

For  we,  quod  he,  wol  us  swiche  forme  make, 
As  most  is  able  our  preye  for  to  take. 

What  maketh  you  to  han  al  this  labour  t 

Ful  many  a  cause,  leve  sire  Sompnour, 
Saide  this  fend.    But  alle  thing  hath  time  ; 
The  day  is  short,  and  it  is  passed  prime, 
And  yet  ne  wan  I  nothing  in  this  day  ; 
1  wol  entend  to  winning,  if  I  may, 
And  not  entend  our  thinges  to  declare : 
For,  brother  min,  thy  wit  is  al  to  bare 
To  understand,  although  I  told  hem  thee. 
But  for  thou  axest,  why  labouren  we  : 
For  somtime  we  be  God  dee  instruments, 
And  raenes  to  don  his  commandements, 
Whan  that  him  list,  upon  his  creatures, 
In  divers  actes  and  in  divers  figures  : 
Withouten  him  we  have  no  might  certain, 
If  that  him  list  to  stonden  theragain. 
And  somtime  at  our  praiere  han  we  leve, 
Only  the  body,  and  not  the  soule  to  greve  : 
Witnesse  on  Job,  whom  that  we  diden  wo. 
And  somtime  han  we  might  on  bothe  two, 
This  is  to  sain,  on  soule  and  body  eke. 
And  somtime  be  we  suffered  for  to  seke 
Upon  a  man,  and  don  bis  soule  unreste 
And  not  his  body,  and  all  is  for  the  beste. 
Whan  he  withstandeth  our  temptation, 
It  is  a  cause  of  his  salvation, 
A 1  be  it  that  it  was  not  our  entente 
He  shuld  be  sauf,  but  that  we  wold  him  hente. 
And  somtime  be  we  servants  unto  man, 
As  to  the  archebishop  Seint  Dunstan, 
And  to  the  apostle  servant  eke  was  I. 

Yet  tell  me,  quod  this  Sompnour,  faithfully, 
Make  ye  you  newe  bodies  thus  alway 
Of  elements  t   The  fend  answered,  nay  : 


Somtime  we  feine,  and  somtime  we  arise 
With  dede  bodies,  in  ful  sondry  wise, 
And  speke  as  renably,  and  fairs,  and  wel, 
As  to  the  Phitonesse  did  Samuel : 
And  yet  wol  som  men  say  it  was  not  he. 
I  do  no  force  of  your  divinitee. 
But  o  thing  warne  I  thee,  I  wol  not  jape, 
Thou  wolt  algates  wete  how  we  be  shape: 
Thou  shalt  hereafterward,  my  brother  dere. 
Come,  wher  thee  nedeth  not  of  me  to  lere, 
For  thou  shalt  by  thin  owen  experience 
Conne  in  a  chaiere  rede  of  this  sentence, 
Bet  than  Virgile,  while  he  was  on  live, 
Or  Dant  also.   Now  let  us  riden  blive, 
Fer  I  wol  holden  compagnie  with  thee, 
Til  it  be  so  that  thou  forsake  me. 

Nay,  quod  this  Sompnour,  that  shal  never  betide. 
I  am  a  yeman  knowen  is  ful  wide ; 
My  trouthe  wol  I  hold,  as  in  this  cat. 
For  though  thou  were  the  devil  Sathtnts, 
My  trouthe  wol  I  hold  to  thee,  my  brother, 
As  I  have  sworne,  and  echo  of  us  to  other, 
;  For  to  be  trewe  brethren  in  this  ems, 
And  bothe  we  gon  abouten  our  pourchas, 
Take  thou  thy  part,  what  that  men  wol  thee  yeve, 
And  I  shal  min,  thus  may  we  bothe  leve. 
And  if  that  any  of  us  have  more  than  other, 
Let  him  be  trewe,  and  part  it  with  his  brother. 

I  graunte,  quod  the  devil,  by  my  fay. 
And  with  that  word  they  riden  forth  hir  way, 
And  right  at  entring  of  the  tonnes  ende, 
To  which  this  Sompnour  shope  him  for  to  wenaV, 
They  saw  a  cart,  that  charged  was  with  hay, 
Which  that  a  carter  drove  forth  on  his  way. 
Depe  was  the  way,  for  which  the  carte  stood : 
The  carter  smote,  and  cried  as  he  were  wood, 
Heit  scot,  heit  brok,  what  spare  ye  for  the  stones  t 
The  fend  (quod  he)  you  fecche  body  and  bones, 
As  ferforthly  as  ever  ye  were  foled, 
So  mochel  wo  as  I  have  with  you  tholed. 
The  devil  have  al,  bothe  hors,  and  cart,  and  hay. 

The  Sompnour  sayde,  here  shal  we  have  a  pray ; 
And  nere  the  fend  he  drow,  as  nought  ne  were, 
Ful  prively,  and  rouned  in  his  ere  : 
Herken  my  brother,  herken,  by  thy  faith, 
Herest  thou  not,  how  that  the  carter  saith  ! 
Hent  it  anon,  for  he  hath  yeve  it  thee, 
Both  hay  and  cart,  and  eke  his  caples  three. 

Nay,  quod  the  devil,  God  wot,  never  a  del, 
It  is  not  his  entente,  trust  thou  me  wel, 
Axe  him  thyself,  if  thou  not  trowest  me, 
Or  elles  stint  a  while  and  thou  shalt  see. 

This  carter  thakketh  his  hors  upon  the  croupe, 
And  they  begonne  to  drawen  and  to  stoupe. 
Heit  now,  quod  he,  ther  Jesu  Crist  you  blesse, 
And  all  his  hondes  werk,  both  more  and  lease : 
That  was  wel  twight,  min  owen  liard  boy, 
I  pray  God  save  thy  body  and  Seint  Eloy. 
Now  is  my  cart  out  of  the  slough  parde. 

Lo,  brother,  quod  the  fend,  what  told  I  thee  I 
Here  may  ye  seen,  min  owen  dere  brother, 
The  cherl  spake  o  thing,  but  he  thought  another. 
Let  us  go  forth  abouten  our  viage  ; 
Here  win  1  nothing  upon  this  cariage. 

Whan  that  they  comen  som  what  out  of  tons, 
This  Sompnour  to  his  brother  gan  to  roune  ; 
Brother,  quod  he,  here  woneth  an  old  rebekke, 
That  had  almost  as  lefe  to  lese  hire  nekke, 
As  for  to  yeve  a  peny  of  hire  good. 
I  wol  have  twelf  pens  though  that  she  be  wood, 
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I  somone  hire  to  our  office  ; 

,  God  wot,  of  hire  know  I  no  rice. 

thou  canst  not,  as  in  this  contree, 

thy  cost,  take  here  ensample  of  me. 
Sompnour  clappeth  at  the  widewes  gate  ; 
it,  he  aayd,  thou  olde  very  trate  ; 
boa  hast  som  frere  or  preest  with  thee, 
clappeth  1  said  this  wif,  benedicite, 
e  yon,  sire,  what  is  your  swete  will  1 
b,  quod  he,  of  somons  here  a  bill. 
b  of  cursing,  loke  that  thou  be 
re  before  the  archedekenes  knee, 
ere  to  the  court,  of  certain  thinges. 
ord,  quod  she,  Crist  Jesu,  king  of  kinges, 

helpe  me,  as  I  ne  may. 
•en  aike,  and  that  ful  many  a  day. 
t>t  go  so  fer  (quod  she)  ne  ride, 
s  ded,  so  priketh  it  in  my  side, 
ot  axe  a  libel,  sire  Sompnour, 
were  ther  by  my  procuratour 
ie  thing  as  men  wold  apposen  me  f 
[uod  this  Sompnour,  pay  anon,  let  see, 
sns  to  me,  and  I  wol  thee  acquite. 

>  profit  ban  therby  but  lite : 
ter  hath  the  profit  and  not  I. 
.  and  let  me  riden  hastily  ; 

>  twelf  pens,  I  may  no  longer  tarie. 
pens,  quod  she,  now  lady  Seinte  Marie 
helpe  me  out  of  care  and  sinne, 

e  world  though  that  I  shuld  it  winne, 

1  not  twelf  pens  within  my  hold, 
en  wel  that  I  am  poure  and  old ; 
or  almesse  upon  me  poure  wretche. 
tan,  quod  he,  the  foule  fend  me  fetche, 
i  excuse,  though  thou  shuldest  be  spilt 

quod  she,  God  wot,  I  have  no  gilt 
e,  quod  he,  or  by  the  swete  Seinte  Anne 

here  away  thy  newe  panne 
J,  which  tl)OU  owest  me  of  old, 
at  thou  madest  thyn  husbond  cokewold, 
t  home  for  thy  correction, 
iest,  quod  she,  by  my  salvation, 
'  never  or  now,  widow  ne  wif, 

unto  your  court  in  all  my  lif ; 


Ne  never  I  n'as  but  of  my  body  trewo. 
Unto  tbo  devil  rough  and  blake  of  hewe 
Yeve  I  thy  body  and  my  panne  also. 

And  whan  the  devil  herd  hire  cursen  so 
Upon  hire  knees,  he  sayd  in  this  manere ; 

Now,  Mabily,  min  owen  moder  dere, 
Is  this  your  will  in  ornevt  that  ye  sey  ! 

The  devil,  quod  she,  so  fetche  him  or  he  dey, 
And  panne  and  all,  but  he  wol  him  repent 

Nay,  olde  stot,  that  is  not  min  entent, 
Quod  this  Sompnour,  for  to  repenten  me 
For  any  thing  that  I  have  had  of  thee  ; 
I  wold  I  had  thy  smok  and  every  cloth. 

Now  brother,  quod  the  devil,  be  not  wroth  ; 
Thy  body  and  this  panne  ben  min  by  right. 
Thou  shalt  with  me  to  helle  yet  to-night, 
Wher  thou  shalt  knowen  of  our  privetee 
More  than  a  maister  of  divinitee. 

And  with  that  word  the  foule  fend  him  hent 
Body  and  soule,  he  with  the  devil  went, 
Wher  as  thise  Sorapnours  han  hir  heritage  ; 
And  God  that  maked  after  his  image 
Mankinde,  save  and  gido  us  all  and  some, 
And  lene  this  Sompnour  good  man  to  become. 

Lordings,  I  coude  have  told  you, (quod  this  frere) 
Had  I  had  leiser  fur  this  Sompnour  here, 
After  the  text  of  Crist,  and  Poule,  and  John, 
And  of  oure  other  doctours  many  on, 
Swiche  peines,  that  your  hertes  might  agriso, 
Al  be  it  so,  that  no  tonge  may  devise, 
Though  that  I  might  a  thousand  winter  telle, 
The  peines  of  thilke  cursed  houa  of  helle. 
But  for  to  kepe  us  fro  that  cursed  place, 
Waketh,  and  prayeth  Jesu  of  his  grace, 
So  kepe  us  fro  the  temptour  Sathanas. 
Herkneth  this  word,  beware  as  in  this  cas. 
The  leon  sit  in  his  awaite  alway 
To  sle  the  innocent,  if  that  he  may. 
Disposeth  ay  your  hertes  to  withstood 
The  fend,  that  you  wold  maken  thral  and  bond  ; 
He  may  not  tempten  you  over  your  might, 
For  Crist  wol  be  your  champion  and  your  knight ; 
And  prayeth,  that  this  Sompnour  him  repent 
Of  his  misdedes,  or  that  the  fend  him  hent 
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opnour  in  his  stirops  high  he  stood, 
s  Frere  his  herte  was  so  wood, 
i  an  aspen  leef  he  quoke  for  ire  : 
>  quod  he,  but  o  thing  I  desire, 
leehe,  that  of  your  curtesie, 
in  herd  this  false  Frere  lie, 
'the  me,  I  may  my  tale  telle.  . 
'rere  bosteth  that  he  knoweth  helle, 
i  it  wot,  that  is  but  litel  wonder, 
nd  fendes  ben  but  litel  asonder. 
irde,  ye  han  often  time  herd  telle, 
t  a  Frere  ravished  was  to  helle 


In  spirit  ones  bv  a  visioun, 
And  as  an  angel  lad  him  up  and  doun, 
To  shewen  him  the  peines  that  ther  were, 
In  all  the  place  saw  he  not  a  Frere, 
Of  other  folk  he  saw  ynow  in  wo. 

Unto  this  angel  spake  the  Frere  tho  ; 
Now,  sire,  quod  he,  han  Freres  swiche  a  grace, 
That  non  of  hem  shal  comen  in  this  place  f 

Yes,  quod  this  angel,  many  a  millioun  : 
And  unto  Sathanas  he  lad  hun  doun. 
(And  now  hath  Sathanas,  saith  he,  a  tayl 
Broder  than  of  a  carrike  is  the  aayl) 
Hold  up  thy  tayl,  thou  Sathanas,  quod  he, 
Shew  forth  thin  ere,  and  let  the  Frere  see 
Wher  is  the  nest  of  Freres  in  this  place. 
And  er  than  half  a  furlong  way  of  space, 
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Right  so  as  bees  out  swarmen  of  an  hire, 
Out  of  the  devils  ers  ther  gonnen  drive 
A  twenty  thousand  Freres  on  a  route. 
And  thurghout  hell  they  swarmed  al  aboute, 
And  com  agen,  as  fast  as  they  may  gon, 
And  in  his  ers  they  crepen  everich  on  : 
He  clapt  his  tayl  agen,  and  lay  ful  stilL 

This  Frere,  whan  he  loked  had  his  fill 
Upon  the  torments  of  this  sory  place, 
His  spirit  God  restored  of  his  grace 
Into  his  body  agen,  and  he  awoke  ; 
But  natheles  for  fere  yet  he  quoke, 
So  was  the  devils  en  ay  in  his  mind, 
That  is  his  heritage  of  veray  kind. 

God  save  you  alle,  save  this  cursed  frere  ; 
My  prologue  wol  I  end  in  this  manere. 
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LoRDiNOS,  ther  is  in  Yorkshire,  as  I  gesso, 
A  mersh  contree  y called  Holdernease, 
In  which  ther  went  a  limitour  aboute 
To  preche,  and  eke  to  beg,  it  is  no  doute. 
And  so  befell  that  on  a  day  this  frere 
Had  preched  at  a  chirche  in  his  manere, 
And  specially  aboven  every  thing 
Excited  he  the  peple  in  his  preening 
To  trentals,  and  to  veve  for  Goddes  sake, 
Wherwith  men  mighten  holy  houses  make, 
Ther  as  divine  service  is  honoured, 
Not  ther  as  it  is  wasted  and  devoured, 
Ne  ther  it  nedeth  not  for  to  be  yeven, 
As  to  possessioners,  that  mowen  leven 
(Thanked  be  God)  in  wele  and  abundance. 
Trentals,  sayd  he,  deliveren  fro  penance 
Hir  frendes  soules,  as  wel  olde  as  yonge, 
Ye,  whan  that  they  ben  hastily  ysonge, 
Not  for  to  hold  a  preest  jolif  and  gay, 
He  singeth  not  but  o  masse  on  a  day. 
Delivereth  out  (quod  he)  anon  the  soules. 
Ful  hard  it  is,  with  fleshhook  or  with  oules 
To  ben  yclawed,  or  to  bren  or  bake  : 
Now  spede  you  hastily  for  Cristes  sake. 

And  whan  this  frere  had  said  all  his  entent, 
With  qui  cum  patre  forth  his  way  he  went. 
Whan  folk  in  chirche  had  yeve  him  what  hem  lest, 
He  went  his  way,  no  longer  wold  he  rest. 
With  scrippe  and  tipped  staf,  ytucked  hie  : 
In  every  hous  he  gan  to  pore  and  prie, 
And  begged  mele  and  chese,  or  elles  corn. 
His  felaw  had  a  staf  tipped  with  horn, 
A  pair  of  tables  all  of  ivory, 
And  a  pointel  ypolished  fetisly, 
And  wrote  alway  the  names,  as  he  stood, 
Of  alle  folk  that  yave  hem  any  good, 
Askaunce  that  he  wolde  for  hem  preye. 
Yeve  us  a  bushel  whete,  or  malt,  or  reye, 
A  Goddes  kichel,  or  a  trippe  of  chese, 
Or  elles  what  you  list,  we  may  not  chese  ; 
A  Goddes  halfpeny,  or  a  masse  peny  ; 
Or  yeve  us  of  your  braun,  if  ye  nave  any, 
A  dagon  of  your  blanket,  leve  dame, 
Our  suster  dere,  (lo  here  I  write  your  name) 
Bacon  or  beef,  or  swiche  thing  as  ye  find. 

A  sturdy  harlot  went  hem  ay  behind, 
That  was  hir  hostes  man,  aud  bare  a  sakke, 
And  what  men  yave  hem,  laid  it  on  his  bakke. 


And  whan  that  he  was  out  at  dore,  anon 
He  planed  away  the  names  everich  on, 
That  he  before  had  written  in  his  tables : 
He  served  hem  with  nifles  and  with  fables. 

Nay,ther  thouliest,  thou  Sompnour,  quod  the  frere. 
Pees,  quod  our  hoste,  for  Cristes  moder  dere, 
Tell  forth  thy  tale,  and  spare  it  not  at  all 
So  thrive  I,  quod  this  Sompnour,  so  I  shall. 
So  long  he  went  fro  hous  to  hous,  til  he 
Came  to  an  hous,  ther  he  was  wont  to  be 
Refreshed  more  than  in  a  hundred  places. 
Sike  lay  the  husbond  man,  whos  that  the  phet  n, 
Beared  upon  a  coucbe  low  he  lay  : 
Deus  hie,  quod  he,  O  Thomas  trend,  good  day, 
Sayde  this  frere  all  curtbly  and  toft. 
Thomas,  quod  he,  God  yelde  it  too,  Ibl  oft 
Have  I  upon  this  benche  faren  JU  wele, 
Here  have  I  eten  many  a  mery  nele. 
And  fro  the  benche  he  drove  away  the  eat, 
And  laied  adoun  his  potent  and  his  hat. 
And  eke  his  scrip,  and  set  himself  adoun : 
His  felaw  was  ywalked  into  toun 
Forth  with  his  knave,  into  that  hostelrie, 
Wher  as  he  shope  him  tbilke  night  to  lie. 

O  dere  maister,  quod  this  sike  man, 
How  have  ye  faren  sin  that  March  began ! 
I  saw  you  not  this  fourtene  night  and  more. 

God  wot,  quod  he,  laboured  have  I  ful  son, 
And  specially  for  thy  salvation 
Have  I  sayd  many  a  precious  orison, 
And  for  our  other  frendes,  God  hem  blesse. 
I  have  this  day  ben  at  your  ebirehe  at  incase, 
And  said  a  sermon  to  my  simple  wit, 
Not  all  after  the  text  of  holy  writ, 
For  it  is  hard  to  you,  as  I  suppose. 
And  therefore  wol  I  teche  vou  ay  the  gtose. 
Glosing  is  a  ful  glorious  thing  certain, 
For  letter  sloth,  so  as  we  clerkes  sain. 
Ther  have  I  taught  hem  to  be  charitable, 
And  spend  hir  good  ther  it  is  resonable. 
And  ther  I  saw  our  dame,  a,  wher  is  she  I 
Yonder  1  trow  that  in  the  yard  she  be, 
Sayde  this  man,  and  she  wol  come  anon. 

Ey  maister,  welcome  be  ye  by  Seint  John, 
Sayde  this  wif,  how  faro  ye  hertily  1 
This  frere  ariseth  up  ful  curtisly, 
And  hire  embraceth  in  his  annes  narwe, 
And  kisseth  hire  swete,  and  chirketh  as  a  sparwe 
With  his  lippes  :  dame,  quod  he,  right  wel, 
As  he  that  is  your  servant  every  del. 
Thanked  be  God,  that  you  yaf  soule  and  lif, 
Yet  saw  I  not  this  day  so  faire  a  wif 
In  all  the  chirche,  God  so  save  me. 

Ye,  God  amende  defautes,  sire,  quod  she, 
Algates  welcome  be  ye,  by  my  fay. 

Grand  mercy,  dame,  that  nave  I  found  alway. 
But  of  your  grete  goodnesee,  by  your  leve, 
I  wolde  pray  you  that  ye  not  you  greve, 
I  wol  with  Thomas  speke  a  litel  throw : 
Thise  curates  ben  so  negligent  and  slow 
To  gropen  tendrely  a  conscience. 
In  shrift,  in  preching  is  my  diligence 
And  study,  in  Peters  wordes  and  in  Ponies, 
I  walke  and  fisshe  Cristen  mennes  soules, 
To  yeld  our  Lord  Jesu  his  propre  rent ; 
To  Bprede  bis  word  is  sette  all  min  entent. 

Now  by  your  faith,  o  dere  sire,  quod  she, 
Chideth  him  wel  for  Seinte  Charitee. 
He  is  ay  angry  as  is  a  pissemire, 
Though  that  he  have  all  that  he  can  desire, 
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Though  I  him  wrie  a-night,  and  make  him  warm, 
And  over  him  lay  my  leg  and  eke  rain  arm, 
He  groneth  as  our  bore,  lith  in  our  stie : 
Other  disport  of  him  right  non  have  I, 
I  may  not  plese  him  in  no  maner  cas. 

0  Thomas,  jeo  vous  die*  Thomas,  Thomas, 
This  maketh  the  fend,  this  muste  ben  amended. 
Ire  is  a  thing  that  high  God  hath  defended, 
And  therof  wol  I  speke  a  word  or  two. 

Now,  maister,  quod  the  wif,  er  that  I  go, 
What  wol  ye  dine !   I  wol  go  theraboute. 

Now,  dame,  quod  he,  jeo  vous  die  sanx  doute, 
Have  I  nat  of  a  capon  but  the  liver, 
And  of  your  white  bred  nat  but  a  shiver, 
And  after  that  a  rosted  pigges  hed, 
( But  I  ne  wolde  for  me  nobeest  were  ded) 
Than  had  I  with  you  homly  suffisance. 
I  am  a  man  of  litel  sustenance. 
My  spirit  hath  his  fostring  in  the  Bible. 
My  body  is  ay  so  redy  and  so  penible 
To  waken,  that  my  stomak  is  destroied. 
Ipray  you,  dame,  that  ye  be  nought  annoied, 
Though  I  so  frendly  you  my  conseil  shewe  ; 
By  God  I  nold  have  told  it  but  a  fewe. 

Now,  aire,  quod  she,  but  o  word  er  I  go. 
My  child  is  ded  within  thise  wekes  two, 
Sone  after  that  ye  went  out  of  this  toun. 

His  deth  saw  I  by  revelatioun, 
Sayde  this  frere,  at  home  in  our  dortour. 
I  dare  wel  sain,  that  er  than  half  an  hour 
After  his  deth,  I  saw  him  borne  to  blisse 
In  mm  aviakm,  so  God  me  wisse. 
So  did  our  sextein,  and  our  fermerere, 
That  han  ben  trewe  freres  fifty  yere  ; 
They  may  now,  God  be  thanked  of  his  lone, 
Maken  hir  jubilee,  and  walke  alone. 
And  up  I  arose,  and  all  our  covent  eke, 
With  many  a  tere  trilling  on  our  cheke, 
Withouten  noise  or  clatering  of  belles, 
Te  deum  was  our  song,  and  nothing  elles, 
Ssve  that  to  Crist  I  bade  an  orison, 
Thanking  him  of  my  revelation. 
For,  sire  and  dame,  trusteth  me  right  wel, 
Our  orisons  ben  more  effectuel, 
And  more  we  seen  of  Cristes  secree  thinges, 
Than  borel,  folk  although  that  they  be  kinges. 
We  live  in  poverte,  and  in  abstinence, 
And  borel  folk  in  richesse  and  dispence 
Of  mete  and  drinke,  and  in  hir  foule  delit. 
We  han  this  worldes  lust  all  in  despit. 
Lazar  and  Dives  liveden  diversely, 
And  divers  guerdon  hadden  they  therby. 
Who  so  wol  pray,  he  must  fast  and  be  clene, 
And  (at  his  soule,  and  make  his  body  lene. 
We  fare,  as  sayth  the  apostle  ;  cloth  and  food 
Soffieeth  us,  though  they  be  not  ful  good. 
The  elenenesse  and  the  fasting  of  us  freres, 
Maketh  that  Crist  accepteth  our  praieres. 

Lo,  Moises  forty  dales  and  forty  night 
Fasted,  er  that  the  high  God  ful  of  might 
Spake  with  him  in  the  mountagne  of  Sinay  : 
with  empty  wombe  of  fasting  many  a  day, 
Received  he  the  lawe,  that  was  writen 
With  Goddes  finger  ;  and  Eli,  wel  ye  when, 
In  mount  Oreb,  er  he  had  any  speche 
With  highe  God,  that  is  our  lives  leche, 
He  fasted  long,  and  was  in  contemplance. 

Aaron,  that  had  the  temple  in  governance, 
And  eke  the  other  preestes  everich  on, 
uuo  the  temple  whan  the>  shulden  gon 


To  praien  for  the  peple,  and  do  servise, 
They  n'olden  drinken  in  no  maner  wise 
No  drinke,  which  that  might  hem  dronken  make, 
But  ther  in  abstinence  pray  and  wake, 
Lest  that  they  deiden :  take  heed  what  I  say- 
But  they  be  sobre  that  for  the  peple  pray — 
Ware  that  I  say — no  more :  for  it  suffice  th. 
Our  Lord  Jesu,  as  holy  writ  deviseth, 
Yave  us  ensample  of  fasting  and  praieres: 
Therfore  we  mendiants,  we  sely  freres, 
Ben  wedded  to  poverte  and  continence, 
To  charitee,  humblesse,  and  abstinence, 
To  persecution  for  rightwisnesse, 
To  weping,  misericorde,  and  to  elenenesse. 
And  therfore  may  ye  see  that  our  praieres 
(I  speke  of  us,  we  mendiants,  we  freres) 
Ben  to  the  highe  God  more  acceptable 
Than  youres,  with  your  festes  at  your  table. 

Fro  Paradis  first,  if  I  shal  not  lie, 
Was  man  out  chased  for  his  glotonie, 
And  chant  was  man  in  Paradis  certain. 
But  herken  now,  Thomas,  what  I  shal  sain, 
I  have  no  text  of  it,  as  I  suppose, 
But  I  shal  find  it  in  a  maner  glose ; 
That  specially  our  swete  Lord  Jesus 
Spake  this  by  freres,  whan  he  sayde  thus, 
Blessed  be  they  that  poure  in  spirit  ben. 
And  so  forth  all  the  gospel  may  ye  sen, 
Whether  it  be  liker  our  profession, 
Or  hirs  that  swimmen  in  possession, 
Fie  on  hir  pompe,  and  on  hir  glotonie, 
And  on  hir  lewednesse  :  I  hem  defie. 
Me  thinketh  they  ben  like  Jovinian, 
Fat  as  a  whale,  and  walken  as  a  swan ; 
Al  vinolent  as  hotel  in  the  spenoe  ; 
Hir  praier  is  of  ful  gret  reverence ; 
Whan  they  for  soules  say  the  Psalm  of  Davit, 
Lo,  buf  they  say,  Cor  meum  eructatrit. 

Who  foloweth  Cristes  gospel  and  his  lore 
But  we,  that  humble  ben,  and  chast,  and  pore, 
Workers  of  Goddes  word,  not  auditours  ! 
Therfore  right  as  an  hauke  upon  a  sours 
Up  springetn  into  the  aire,  right  so  praieres 
Of  charitable  and  chast  besy  freres, 
Maken  hir  sours  to  Goddes  eres  two. 
Thomas,  Thomas,  so  mote  I  ride  or  go, 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Ive, 
N'ere  thou  our  broder,  shuldest  thou  not  thrive. 
In  our  chapitre  pray  we  day  and  night 
To  Crist,  that  he  thee  sende  hele  and  might 
Thy  body  for  to  welden  hastily. 

God  wot,  quod  he,  nothing  therof  fele  I, 
As  help  me  Crist,  as  I  in  fewe  yeres 
Have  spended  upon  divers  maner  freres 
Ful  many  a  pound,  yet  fare  I  never  the  bet  ; 
Certain  my  good  have  I  almost  beset : 
Fare  wel  my  good,  for  it  is  al  ago. 

The  frere  answered,  O  Thomas,  dost  thou  so  ? 
What  nedeth  you  diverse  freres  to  seche  ! 
What  nedeth  him  that  hath  a  parfit  leche, 
To  sechen  other  leches  in  the  toun  ! 
Your  incon8tance  is  your  confusion. 
Hold  ye  than  me,  or  elles  our  covent, 
To  pray  for  you  ben  insufficient ! 
Thomas,  that  jape  n'is  not  worth  a  mite  ; 
Your  maladie  is  for  we  han  to  lite. 
A,  yeve  that  covent  half  a  quarter  otes  ; 
And  yeve  that  covent  four  and  twenty  grotes  ; 
And  yeve  that  frere  a  peny,  and  let  him  go  : 
Nay,  nay,  Thomas,  it  may  no  thing  be  so.  . 
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What  is  a  ferthing  worth  parted  on  twelve ! 
Lo,  eche  thing  that  is  oned  in  himselve 
Is  more  strong  than  whan  it  is  yscatered. 
Thomas,  of  me  thou  shalt  not  ben  yflatered, 
Thon  woldest  han  oar  labour  al  for  nought 
The  highe  God,  that  all  this  world  hath  wrought, 
Saith.  that  the  workman  worthy  is  his  hire. 
Thomas,  nought  of  jour  tresor  I  desire 
As  for  mrself,  but  that  all  our  covent 
To  pray  for  you  is  ay  so  diligent : 
And  for  to  bilden  Cristas  owen  chirehe. 
Thomas,  if  ye  wol  lernen  for  to  wirche, 
Of  bilding  up  of  ehirohes  may  ye  finde 
If  it  be  good,  in  Thomas  lif  of  Inde. 

Ye  linen  here  ful  of  anger  and  of  ire, 
With  which  the  devil  set  your  herte  on  fire, 
And  chiden  here  this  holy  innocent 
Your  wif,  that  is  so  good  and  patient 
And  therfore  trow  me,  Thomas,  if  thee  lest, 
Ne  strive  not  with  thy  wif,  as  for  the  best. 
And  bere  this  word  away  now  by  thy  faith, 
Touching  swiche  thing,  lo,  what  the  wise  saith  : 

Within  thy  hous  ne  be  thou  no  leon  ; 
To  thy  suggets  do  non  oppression  ; 
Ne  make  thou  not  thin  acquaintance  to  flee. 

And  yet,  Thomas,  eftsones  charge  I  thee, 
Beware  from  ire  that  in  thy  bosom  slepeth, 
Ware  fro  the  serpent,  that  so  slily  crepeth 
Under  the  gras,  and  stingeth  subtilly. 
Beware,  my  sone,  and  herken  patiently, 
That  twenty  thousand  men  han  lost  hir  lives 
For  striving  with  hir  lemmans  and  hir  wives. 
Now  sith  ye  han  so  holy  and  meek  a  wif, 
What  nedeth  you,  Thomas,  to  maken  strif ! 
Ther  n  'is  ywis  no  serpent  so  cruel, 
Whan  man  tredeth  on  his  tail,  ne  half  so  fel, 
As  woman  is,  whan  she  hath  caught  an  ire  ; 
Veray  vengeance  is  than  all  hire  desire. 

Ire  is  a  sinne,  on  of  the  grete  seven, 
Abhominable  unto  the  God  of  heven, 
And  to  himself  it  is  destruction. 
This  every  lewed  vicar  and  parson 
Can  say,  how  ire  engendreth  homicide  ; 
Ire  is  in  soth  executour  of  pride. 

1  coud  of  ire  say  so  mochel  sorwe, 
My  tale  shulde  lasten  til  to-morwe. 
And  therfore  pray  I  God  both  day  and  night, 
An  irons  man  God  send  him  litel  might. 
It  is  gret  harm,  and  certes  gret  pitee 
To  sette  an  irous  man  in  high  degree. 

Whilom  ther  was  an  irous  potestat, 
As  saith  Senek,  that  during  his  estat 
Upon  a  day  out  riden  knightes  two. 
And,  as  fortune  wold  that  it  were  so, 
That  on  of  hem  came  home,  that  other  nought. 
Anon  the  knight  before  the  juge  is  brought, 
That  saide  thus ;  thou  hast  thy  felaw  slain, 
For  which  I  deme  thee  to  the  deth  certain. 
And  to  another  knight  commanded  he  ; 
Go,  lede  him  to  the  deth,  I  charge  thee. 
And  happed,  as  thev  wenten  by  the  wey 
Toward  the  place  ther  as  he  shulde  dey, 
The  knight  came,  which  men  wenden  had  be  dede. 
Than  thoughten  they  it  was  the  beste  rede 
To  lede  hem  bothe  to  the  juge  again. 
They  saiden,  lord,  the  knight  ne  hath  not  slain 
His  felaw,  here  he  stondeth  hoi  alive. 

Ye  ahull  be  ded,  quod  he,  so  mot  1  thrive, 
That  is  to  say,  both  on,  and  two,  and  three. 
And  to  the  firste  knight  right  thus  spake  he. 


I  damned  thee,  thou  must  algate  be  ded : 
And  thou  also  must  nedes  lese  thyn  bed, 
For  thou  art  cause  why  thy  felaw  deyeth. 
And  to  the  thridde  knight  right  thus  he  seyeth, 
Thou  hast  not  don  that  I  commanded  thee 
And  thus  he  did  do  slen  hem  alle  three. 

Irous  Cambises  was  eke  dronkelew, 
And  ay  delighted  him  to  ben  a  shrew. 
And  bo  befell,  a  lord  of  his  meinie, 
That  loved  vertuous  moralitee, 
Savd  on  a  day  betwix  hem  two  right  thus: 
A  lord  is  lost,  if  he  be  vicious ; 
And  dronkennesse  is  eke  a  foule  record 
Of  any  man,  and  namely  of  a  lord. 
Ther  is  ful  many  an  eye  and  many  an  ere 
Awaiting  on  a  lord,  and  he  n'ot  wher. 
For  Goddes  love  drinke  more  attemprely : 
Win  maketh  man  to  lesen  wretchedly 
His  mind,  and  eke  his  limmes  everieh  on. 
The  revers  shalt  thou  see,  quod  he,  anon, 
And  prove  it  by  thyn  owen  experience, 
That  win  ne  doth  to  folk  no  swiohe  offence. 
Ther  is  no  win  bereveth  me  my  might 
Of  hond,  ne  foot,  ne  of  min  eyen  sight 
And  for  despit  he  dranke  mochel  more 
An  hundred  part  than  he  had  don  before, 
And  right  anon,  this  cursed  irons  wretche 
This  knightes  sone  let  before  him  fetch*, 
Commanding  him  be  shuld  before  him  stood : 
And  sodenly  he  took  his  bow  in  bond, 
And  up  the  strong  he  pulled  to  his  era, 
And  with  an  arwe  he  slow  the  child  right  ther. 

Now  whether  have  I  a  Biker  hond  or  non  ! 
Quod  he,  Is  all  my  might  and  minde  agon ! 
Hath  win  bereved  me  min  eyen  sight  f 

What  shuld  I  tell  the  answer  of  the  knight! 
His  son  was  slain,  ther  is  no  more  to  say. 
Beth  ware  therfore  with  lordes  for  to  play, 
Singeth  Placebo,  and  I  ahal  if  I  can, 
But  if  it  be  unto  a  poure  man  : 
To  a  poure  man  men  shuld  his  vices  telle, 
But  not  to  a  lord,  though  he  shuld  go  to  helle. 

Lo,  irous  Cirua,  thilke  Pension, 
How  he  destroyed  the  river  of  Gisen, 
For  that  an  hors  of  his  was  dreint  therin, 
Whan  that  he  wente  BabUon  to  win : 
He  made  that  the  river  was  so  smal, 
That  wimmen  might  it  waden  over  al. 
Lo,  what  said  he,  that  so  wel  techen  can  f 
Ne  be  no  felaw  to  non  irous  man, 
Ne  with  no  wood  man  walke  by  the  way, 
Lest  thee  repent ;  I  wol  no  forther  say. 

Now,  Thomas,  leve  brother,  leve  thin  ire, 
Thou  shalt  me  find  as  just,  as  is  a  squire ; 
Hold  not  the  devils  knif  ay  to  thin  herte, 
Thin  anger  doth  thee  all  to  sore  smerte, 
But  shew  to  me  all  thy  confession. 

Nay,  quod  the  Bike  man,  by  Seint  Simon 
I  have  ben  shriven  this  day  of  my  curat ; 
I  have  him  told  al  holly  mm  estat 
Nedeth  no  mo  to  speke  of  it,  sayth  he, 
But  if  me  list  of  mm  humilhee. 

Yeve  me  than  of  thy  gold  to  make  our  cloistre, 
Quod  he,  for  many  a  muscle  and  many  an  oistrt, 
Whan  other  men  han  ben  ful  wel  at  ese, 
Hath  been  our  food,  our  cloistre  for  to  rese : 
And  yet,  God  wot,  uneth  the  fundament 
Parfourmed  is,  ne  of  our  pavement 
N'is  not  a  tile  yet  within  our  wones : 
By  God  we  owen  fourty  pound  for  stones. 
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Thomas,  for  him  that  harwed  helle, 
ote  we  oure  bokee  selle, 
yoke  oure  predication, 
his  world  all  to  destruction, 
fro  this  world  wold  us  bereve, 
save,  Thomas,  by  your  leve, 
reve  out  of  this  world  the  sonne. 
a  teche  and  worken  as  we  conne ! 
not  of  litel  time,  (quod  he) 
die  was,  and  Elisee, 
ben,  that  find  I  of  record, 
.  ythonked  be  our  Lord, 
as,  help  for  Seinte  Charitee. 
1  anon  he  sette  him  on  his  knee, 
man  wore  wel  neigh  wood  for  ire, 
lat  the  frere  had  ben  a-fire 
Ise  dissimulation, 
ling  as  is  in  my  possession, 
at  mav  I  yeve  you  and  non  other : 
thus,  now  that  I  am  your  brother, 
inod  this  frere,  ye,  trusteth  wel ; 
lame  the  letter  of  our  sele. 
quod  he,  and  somwhat  shal  I  yeve 
toly  oovent  while  I  live  ; 
bond  thou  shalt  it  have  anon, 
lition,  and  other  non, 
epart  it  so,  my  dere  brother, 
frere  have  as  moche  as  other  : 
ion  swere  on  thy  profession 
rand  or  cavitation. 
;,  quod  the  frere,  upon  my  faith, 
iudl  his  hond  in  hie  he  layth ; 
faith,  in  me  shal  be  no  lak. 
thin  hond  adoun  right  by  my  bak, 
tan,  and  grope  wel  behind, 
buttok,  ther  thou  shalte  find 
it  I  have  hid  in  privetee. 
this  frere,  that  shal  go  with  me. 
is  hond  he  launcheth  to  the  clifte, 
to  finden  ther  a  gifte. 
i  this  sike  man  felte  this  frere 
>wel  gropen  ther  and  here, 
fid  he  let  the  frere  a  tart ; 
»  capel  drawing  in  a  cart, 
ban  let  a  tart  of  swiche  a  soun. 
up  sterte,  as  doth  a  wood  leoun  : 
rl,  quod  he,  for  Goddes  bones, 
ou  in  despit  don  for  the  nones : 
tbie  this  tart,  if  that  I  may. 
e,  which  that  herden  this  affray, 
;  in,  and  chased  out  the  frere, 
e  roth  with  a  ful  angry  chere, 
felaw,  ther  as  lay  his  store  : 
it  were  a  wilde  bore, 
with  his  teeth,  so  was  he  wroth, 
s  doun  to  the  court  he  goth, 
or  woned  a  man  of  gret  honour, 
tat  he  was  alway  confessour : 
•  man  was  lord  of  that  village, 
ame,  as  he  were  in  a  rage, 
is  lord  sat  eting  at  his  bord : 
ight  the  frere  speke  o  word, 
be  saide,  God  you  see. 
gan  loke,  and  saide,  Benedict  ie  ! 
e  John,  what  manor  world  is  this  ? 
at  som  thing  ther  is  amis  ; 
the  wood  were  ful  of  theves. 
m,  and  tell  me  what  your  greve  is, 
ben  amended,  if  I  may. 
lod  he,  had  a  despit  to-day, 


God  yelde  you  adoun,  in  your  village, 
That  in  this  world  ther  n  is  so  poure  a  page, 
That  he  n'olde  have  abhominatioun 
Of  that  I  have  received  in  voure  toun : 
And  yet  ne  greveth  me  nothing  so  sore, 
As  that  the  olde  cherl,  with  lokkes  hore, 
Blasphemed  hath  oure  holy  covent  eke. 

Now,  maister,  quod  this  lord,  I  you  beseke. 

No  maister,  sire,  quod  he,  but  eervitour, 
Though  I  have  had  in  scole  that  honour. 
God  liketh  not,  that  men  us  Rabi  call, 
Neither  in  market,  ne  in  your  large  halL 

No  force,  quod  he,  but  tell  me  all  your  grefe. 

Sire,  quod  this  Frere,  an  odious  meschefe 
This  day  betid  is  to  min  ordre,  and  me, 
And  so  per  consequent  to  eche  degree 
Of  holy  chirche,  God  amende  it  sone. 

Sire,  quod  the  lord,  ye  wot  what  is  to  don : 
Distempre  you  not,  ye  ben  my  confessour. 
Ye  ben  the  salt  of  the  erthe,  and  the  savour ; 
For  Goddes  love  your  patience  now  hold ; 
Telle  me  your  grefe.   And  he  anon  him  told 
As  ye  han  hero:  before,  ye  wot  wel  what 

The  lady  of  the  houa  ay  stille  sat, 
Til  she  had  herde  what  the  Frere  said. 

Ey,  goddes  moder,  quod  she,  blisful  maid, 
Is  ther  ought  elles !  tell  me  faithfully. 
Madame,  quod  he,  how  thinketh  you  therby  ! 
How  that  me  thinketh !  quod  she;  so  God  me  spede, 
I  say,  a  cherle  hath  don  a  cherles  dede. 
What  shuld  I  say !   God  let  him  never  the ; 
His  sike  hed  is  ful  of  vanitee ; 
I  hold  him  in  a  maner  frenesie. 

Madame,  quod  he,  by  God  I  shal  not  lie, 
But  I  in  other  wise  may  ben  awreke, 
I  shal  diffame  him  over  all,  ther  I  speke  ; 
This  false  blasphemour,  that  charged  me 
To  parten  that  wol  not  departed  be, 
To  every  man  ylike,  with  meschance. 

The  lord  sat  stille,  as  he  were  in  a  trance, 
And  in  his  herte  he  rolled  up  and  doun, 
How  had  this  cherl  imaginatioun 
To  shewen  swiche  a  probleme  to  the  frere. 
Never  erst  or  now  ne  herd  I  swiche  matere ; 
I  trow  the  Devil  put  it  in  his  mind. 
In  all  Arsmetrike  shal  ther  no  man  find 
Beforn  this  day  of  swiche  a  question. 
Who  shulde  make  a  demonstration, 
That  every  man  shuld  han  ylike  his  part 
As  of  a  soun  or  savour  of  a  fart  t 

0  nice  proude  cherl,  1  shrewe  his  face. 

Lo,  sires,  quod  the  lord,  with  harde  grace, 
Who  ever  herd  of  swiche  a  thing  or  now ! 
To  every  man  ylike  t  tell  me  how. 
It  is  an  impossible,  it  may  not  be. 
Ey,  nice  cherl,  God  let  him  never  the. 
The  rombling  of  a  fart,  and  every  soun, 
Nvis  but  of  aire  reverberatioun, 
And  ever  it  wasteth  lite  and  lite  away ; 
Ther  n'is  no  man  can  demen,  by  my  fay, 
If  that  it  were  departed  equally. 
What !  lo  my  cherl,  lo  yet  how  shrewedly 
Unto  my  confessour  to-day  he  spake ; 

1  hold  him  certain  a  demoniake. 

Now  ete  your  mete,  and  let  the  cherl  go  play, 
Let  him  go  honge  himself  a  devil  way. 

Now  stood  the  lordes  squier  atte  bord, 
That  carf  his  mete,  and  herde  word  by  word 
Of  all  this  thing,  of  which  i  have  you  savd. 

My  lord,  quod  he,  be  ye  not  evil  apaid, 
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I  coude  telle  for  a  goune-cloth 
To  you,  sire  frere,  bo  that  ye  be  not  wroth, 
How  that  this  fart  shuld  even  ydeled  be 
Amonge  your  covent,  if  it  liked  thee. 

Tell,  quod  the  lord,  and  thou  shalt  hare  anon 
A  eoune-cloth,  by  God  and  by  seint  John. 

My  lord,  quod  he,  whan  that  the  weder  is  faire, 
Withouten  winde,  or  pertourbing  of  aire, 
Let  bring  a  cart-whele  here  into  this  hall, 
But  loke  that  it  have  his  spokes  all ; 
Twelf  spokes  hath  a  cart-whele  communly ; 
And  bring  me  than  twelf  freres,  wet©  ye  why ! 
For  threttene  is  a  covent  as  I  gesse : 
Your  confessour  here  for  his  worthinesse 
Shal  parfourme  up  the  noumbre  of  his  covent. 
Than  ahull  they  knele  adoun  by  on  assent, 
And  to  every  spokes  end  in  this  manere 
Ful  sadly  lay  his  nose  shal  a  frere ; 
Your  noble  confessour,  ther  God  him  save, 
Shal  hold  his  nose  upright  under  the  nave. 
Than  shal  this  cherl,  with  bely  stif  and  tought 
As  any  tabour,  hider  ben  ybrought ; 
And  set  him  on  the  whele  right  of  this  cart 
Upon  the  nave,  and  make  him  let  a  fart, 


And  ye  ahull  seen,  up  peril  of  my  lif, 
By  veray  preef  that  is  demonstratif, 
That  equally  the  soun  of  it  wol  wende, 
And  eke  the  stinke,  unto  the  spokes  ende. 
Save  that  this  worthy  man,  your  confessour, 
(Because  he  is  a  man  of  gret  honour) 
Shal  han  the  firste  fruit,  as  rescn  is. 
The  noble  usage  of  freres  yet  it  is, 
The  worthy  men  of  hem  shul  first  be  served. 
And  certainly  he  hath  it  wel  deserved  ; 
He  hath  to-day  taught  us  so  mochel  good, 
With  preching  in  the  pulpit  ther  he  stood, 
That  I  may  voucheeauf,  I  say  for  me, 
He  hadde  the  firste  smel  of  fartes  three, 
And  so  wold  all  his  brethren  hardely, 
He  bereth  him  so  faire  and  holyly. 

The  lord,  the  lady,  and  eche  man,  save  the  frere, 
Sayden,  that  Jankin  spake  in  this  matere 
As  wel  as  Euclide,  or  elles  Ptholomee. 
Touching  the  cherl,  they  sayden,  subtiltee 
And  highe  wit  made  him  spekeu  as  lie  spake ; 
He  n'is  no  fool,  ne  no  demoniake. 
And  Jankin  hath  ywonne  a  newe  goune ; 
My  tale  is  don,  we  ben  almost  at  toune. 
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Sire  Clerk  of  Oxenforde,  our  hoste  said, 
Ye  ride  as  stille  and  coy,  as  doth  a  maid, 
Were  newe  spoused,  sitting  at  the  bord  : 
This  day  ne  herd  I  of  your  tonge  a  word. 
I  trow  ye  studie  abouten  som  sophime  : 
But  Salomon  saith,  that  every  thing  hath  time. 
For  Goddes  sake  as  beth  of  better  chere, 
It  is  no  time  for  to  studien  here. 
Tell  us  som  mery  tale  by  your  fay  ; 
For  wliat  man  that  is  entred  in  a  play, 
He  nedes  most  unto  the  play  assent 
But  precheth  not,  as  freres  don  in  Lent, 
To  make  us  for  our  olde  sinnes  wepe, 
Ne  that  thy.  tale  make  us  not  to  slepe. 

Tell  us  som  mery  thing  of  aventures, 
Your  termes,  your  coloures,  and  your  figures, 
Kepe  hem  in  store,  til  so  be  ye  endite 
Hie  stile,  as  whan  that  men  to  kinges  write. 
Sneketh  so  plain  at  this  time,  I  you  pray, 
Tnat  we  may  understonden  what  ye  say. 

This  worthy  Clerk  benignely  answerde  ; 
Hoste,  quod  he,  I  am  under  your  yerde, 
Ye  have  of  us  as  now  the  governance, 
And  therfore  wolde  I  do  you  obeysance, 
As  fer  as  reson  asketh  hardely : 
I  wol  you  tell  a  tale,  which  that  I 
Lerned  at  Padowe  of  a  worthy  clerk, 
As  preved  by  his  wordes  and  his  werk. 
He  is  now  ded,  and  nailed  in  his  cheste, 
I  pray  to  God  so  yeve  his  soule  reste. 

Fraunceis  Petrark,  the  laureat  poete, 
Highte  this  clerk,  whos  rethorike  swete 
Enlumined  all  Itaille  of  poetrie, 
As  Lynyan  did  of  philosophic, 


Or  law,  or  other  art  particulere : 
But  deth,  that  wol  not  suffre  us  dwellen  here, 
But  as  it  were  a  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
Hem  both  hath  slaine,  and  alle  we  shul  dye. 

But  forth  to  tellen  of  this  worthy  man, 
That  taughte  me  this  tale,  as  I  began, 
I  say  that  first  he  with  hie  stile  enditeth 
(Or  he  the  body  of  his  tale  writeth) 
A  proheme,  in  the  which  descriveth  he 
Piemont,  and  of  Saluces  the  contree, 
And  speketh  of  Apenuin  the  hides  hie, 
That  ben  the  boundes  of  west  Lumbardie : 
And  of  mount  Vesulus  in  special, 
Wher  as  the  Poo  out  of  a  welle  smal 
Taketh  his  firste  springing  and  his  sours, 
That  estward  ay  encreseth  in  his  cours 
To  Emelie  ward,  to  Ferare,  and  Venise, 
The  which  a  longe  thing  were  to  devise. 
And  trewely,  as  to  my  jugement, 
Me  thinketh  it  a  thing  impertinent, 
Save  that  he  wol  conveyen  his  matere : 
But  this  is  the  tale  which  that  ye  mow  here. 
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Ther  is  right  at  the  West  side  of  Itaille 

Doun  at  the  rote  of  Vesulus  the  cold, 

A  lusty  plain,  habundant  of  vitaille, 

Ther  many  a  toun  and  tour  thou  maist  behold, 

That  founded  were  in  time  of  fathers  old, 

And  many  another  delitable  sighte, 

And  Saluces  this  noble  contree  highte. 
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whilom  lord  was  of  that  lond, 
worthy  elders  him  before, 
it,  ay  redy  to  his  hond, 
i  lieges,  bothe  lease  and  more : 
t  he  liveth,  and  hath  don  yore, 
.  drad,  thurgh  favour  of  fortune, 
lordes,  and  of  his  commune. 

he  was,  to  speken  of  linage, 
t  y borne  of  Lumbardie, 
on,  and  strong,  and  yong  of  age, 
lonour  and  of  curtesie  : 
lgh,  his  contree  for  to  gie, 
tninges  that  he  was  to  blame, 
was  this  yonge  lordes  name. 

im  thus,  that  he  considered  nought 
ing  what  might  him  betide, 
ost  present  was  all  his  thought, 
tauke  and  hunt  on  every  side  : 
11  other  cures  let  he  slide, 
n'old  (and  that  was  worst  of  all) 
wif  for  ought  that  might  befall. 

point  his  peple  bare  so  sore, 
el  on  a  day  to  him  they  went, 
em,  that  wisest  was  of  lore, 
X  the  lord  wold  best  assent 
Id  tell  him  what  the  peple  ment, 
i  he  wel  shew  swiche  matere) 
arkis  said  as  ye  ahull  here. 

tarkis,  your  humanitee 
and  yeveth  us  hardinesse, 
le  is  of  necessitee, 
rou  mow  tell  our  hevinesse : 
ord,  than  of  your  gentillesse, 
b  pitous  herte  unto  you  plaine, 
r  eres  nat  my  vois  disdame. 

not  to  don  in  this  matere 
nether  man  hath  in  this  place, 
toeh  as  ye,  my  lord  so  dere, 
hewed  me  favour  and  grace, 
etter  aske  of  you  a  space 
,  to  shewen  our  request, 
lord,  to  don  right  as  you  lest. 

i,  lord,  so  wel  us  liketh  you 

r  werke,  and  ever  have  don,  that  we 

lot  ourself  devisen  how 

,  live  in  more  felicitee  : 

;,  lord,  if  it  your  wille  be, 

be  a  wedded  man  you  lest, 

roar  peple  in  soverain  hertes  rest. 

Mir  nekke  under  the  blisful  yok 
ee,  and  not  of  servise, 
men  ckpen  spousaile  or  wedlok  : 
h,  lord,  among  your  thoughtes  wise, 
ir  dayes  passe  in  sondry  wise  ; 
we  slepe,  or  wake,  or  rome,  or  ride, 
e,  it  wol  no  man  abide. 


gh  your  grene  youthe  floure  as  yet, 
ige  alway  as  still  as  ston, 
anaseth  every  age,  and  emit 
it,  for  ther  escapeth  non  : 
ertain,  as  we  knowe  eche  on 
il  die,  as  uncertain  we  all 
day  whan  deth  shal  on  us  iaIL 


Accepteth  than  of  us  the  trewe  en  tent, 
That  never  yet  refuseden  your  heat, 
And  we  wol,  lord,  if  that  ye  wol  assent, 
Chese  you  a  wife  in  short  time  at  the  meat, 
Borne  of  the  gentillest  and  of  the  best 
Of  all  this  lond,  so  that  it  oughte  seme 
Honour  to  God  and  you,  as  we  can  deme. 

Deliver  us  out  of  all  this  besy  drede, 
And  take  a  wif,  for  highe  Goddes  sake  : 
For  if  it  so  befell,  as  God  forbede, 
That  thurgh  your  deth  your  linage  ahulde  slake, 
And  that  a  strange  suecessour  shuld  take 
Your  heritage,  o  !  wo  were  us  on  live : 
Wherfore  we  pray  you  hastily  to  wive. 

Hir  meke  praiere  and  hir  pitous  chere 
Blade  the  markis  for  to  ban  pitee. 
Ye  wol,  quod  he,  min  owen  peple  dere, 
To  that  I  never  er  thought  oonstrainen  me. 
I  me  reioyced  of  my  libertee, 
That  sefden  time  is  found  in  manage  ; 
Ther  I  was  free,  I  moste  ben  in  servage. 

But  natheles  I  see  your  trewe  entent, 
And  trust  upon  your  wit,  and  have  don  ay : 
Wherfore  of  my  free  will  I  wol  assent 
To  wedden  me,  as  sone  as  ever  I  may. 
But  ther  as  ye  ban  profred  me  to-day 
To  chesen  me  a  wif,  I  you  relese 
That  chois,  and  pray  you  of  that  prefer 


For  God  it  wot,  that  children  often  ben 
Unlike  hir  worthy  eldres  hem  before, 
Bountee  cometh  al  of  God,  not  of  the  stren, 
Of  which  they  ben  ygendred  and  ybore : 
I  trust  in  Goddes  bountee,  and  tberfore 
M  v  manage,  and  min  estat,  and  rest 
I  him  betake,  he  may  don  as  him  lest. 

Let  me  alone  in  chestng  of  mv  wif, 
That  charge  upon  my  bak  I  wol  endure : 
But  I  you  pray,  and  charge  upon  your  lif, 
That  what  wif  that  I  take,  ye  me  assure 
To  worship  hire  while  that  hire  lif  may  dure, 
In  word  and  werk  both  here  and  eUes  where, 
As  she  an  emperoures  doughter  were. 

And  forthermore  this  shuln  ye  swere,  that  ye 
Again  my  chois  shul  never  gruteh  ne  strive. 
For  sith  I  shal  forgo  my  libertee 
At  your  request,  as  ever  mote  I  thrive, 
Ther  as  min  herte  is  set,  ther  wol  1  wive : 
And  but  ye  wol  assent  in  swiche  manere, 
I  pray  you  apeke  no  more  of  this  matere. 

With  hertlv  will  they  sworen  and  assenten 
To  all  this  thing,  ther  saide  not  o  wight  nay  : 
Beseching  him  of  grace,  or  that  they  wenten, 
That  he  wold  gran  ten  hem  a  certain  day 
Of  his  spouaaue,  as  sone  as  ever  he  may, 
For  yet  alway  the  peple  somwhat  dred, 
Lest  that  this  markis  wolde  no  wif  wed. 

He  granted  hem  a  day,  swiche  as  him  lest, 
On  which  he  wold  be  wedded  sikeriy, 
And  said  he  did  all  this  at  hir  request ; 
And  they  with  humble  herte  ful  buxumly 
Kneling  upon  hir  knees  ful  reverently 
Him  thonken  all,  and  thus  they  ban  an  end 
Of  hir  entente,  and  home  agen  they  wend. 
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And  hereupon  he  to  his  officeres 
Commandeth  for  the  feete  to  purvay. 
And  to  his  privee  knightes  and  sqweres 
Swiche  charge  he  yave,  as  him  list  on  hem  lay : 
And  they  to  Ins  oommandement  obey, 
And  eehe  of  hem  doth  al  his  diligence 
To  do  unto  the  feste  al  reverence. 


PARS  SECUNDA. 


Nought  fer  fro  thilke  paleis  honourable, 
Wher  as  this  markis  shone  his  manage, 
Ther  stood  a  thorpe,  of  sighte  delitable, 
In  which  that  poure  folk  of  that  Tillage 
Hadden  hir  bestes  and  hir  herbergage, 
And  of  hir  labour  toke  hir  sustenance, 
After  that  the  erthe  yave  hem  habundanoe. 

Among  this  poure  folk  ther  dwelt  a  man, 
Which  that  was  holden  pourest  of  hem  all : 
But  highe  God  somtime  senden  can 
His  grace  unto  a  litel  oxes  stall : 
Janicola  men  of  that  thorpe  him  call. 
A  doughter  had  he,  fairs  ynough  to  sight, 
And  Grisildis  this  yonge  maiden  hight. 

But  for  to  speke  of  Tortuous  beautee, 
Than  was  she  on  the  fairest  under  sonne : 
Ful  pourely  yfostred  up  was  she  : 
No  likerous  lust  was  in  hire  herte  yronne  ; 
Wei  ofter  of  the  well  than  of  the  tonne 
She  dranke,  and  for  she  wolde  Tertue  plese, 
She  knew  wel  labour,  but  non  idel  ese. 

But  though  this  mayden  tendre  were  of  age, 
Yet  in  the  brest  of  hire  virginitee 
Ther  was  enclosed  sad  and  ripe  corage  : 
And  in  net  reverence  and  charitee 
Hire  olde  poure  fader  fostred  she  : 
A  few  sheep  spinning  on  the  feld  she  kept, 
She  wolde  not  ben  idel  til  she  slept. 

And  whan  she  homward  came,  she  wolde  bring 
Wortes  and  other  heroes  times  oft, 
The  which  she  shred  and  sethe  for  hire  living, 
And  made  hire  bed  ful  hard,  and  nothing  soft : 
And  ay  she  kept  hire  Cadres  lif  on  loft 
With  every  obeisance  and  diligence, 
That  child  may  don  to  fadres  reverence 

Upon  Grisilde,  this  poure  creature, 
Ful  often  sithe  this  markis  sette  his  eye, 
As  he  on  hunting  rode  paraventure  : 
And  whan  it  fell  that  he  might  hire  espie, 
He  not  with  wanton  loking  of  folie 
His  eyen  cast  on  hire,  but  in  sad  wise 
Upon  hire  chore  he  wold  him  oft  avise, 

Commending  in  his  herte  hire  womanhede, 
And  eke  hire  vertue,  passing  any  wight 
Of  so  yong  age,  as  wel  in  chere  as  dede. 
For  though  the  peple  have  no  gret  insight 
In  vertue,  he  considered  ful  right 
Hire  bountee,  and  disposed  that  he  wold 
Wedde  hire  only,  if  ever  he  wedden  ahold. 

The  day  of  wedding  came,  but  no  wight  can 
Tellen  what  woman  mat  it  shulde  be, 
For  which  mervaille  wondred  many  a  man, 


And  saiden,  whan  ther  were  in  privetee, 
Wol  not  our  lord  yet  leve  his  vanitee  I 
Wol  he  not  wedde  !  alas,  alas  the  while ! 
Why  wol  he  thus  himself  and  us  begtte  f 

But  natheles  this  markis  hath  do  make 
Of  gemmes,  sette  in  gold  and  in  asnre, 
Broches  and  ringes,  for  Grisfldes  sake 
And  of  hire  clothing  toke  he  the  mesure 
Of  a  maiden  like  unto  hire  stature, 
And  eke  of  other  ornamentes  all, 
That  unto  swiche  a  wedding  shulde  fall. 

The  time  of  underlie  of  the  same  day 
Approcheth,  that  this  wedding  shulde  be, 
And  all  the  paleis  put  was  in  array, 
Both  halle  and  chambres,  eche  in  his  degree, 
Houses  of  office  stuffed  with  plentee 
Ther  mayst  thou  see  of  deinteons  vitaille, 
That  may  be  found,  as  fer  as  lasteth  Itaille. 

This  real,  markis  richely  arraide, 
Lordes  and  ladies  in  his  oompagnie, 
The  which  unto  the  feste  weren  prside, 
And  of  his  retenue  the  bachelerie. 
With  many  a  soun  of  sondry  melodic, 
Unto  the  village,  of  the  which  I  told, 
In  this  array  the  righto  way  they  hold. 

Grisilde  of  this  (God  wot)  ful  innocent, 
That  for  hire  shapen  was  all  this  array, 
To  fetehen  water  at  a  wello  is  went, 
And  cometh  home  as  sone  as  ever  she  may. 
For  wel  she  had  herd  say,  that  thilke  day 
The  markis  shulde  wedde,  and,  if  she  might, 
She  wolde  fayn  han  seen  som  of  that  sight. 


She  thought,  I  wol  with  other  maidens  stood, 
That  ben  my  felawes,  in  our  dore,  and  see 
The  markisesse,  and  therto  wol  I  fond 
To  don  at  home,  as  sone  as  it  may  be, 
The  labour  which  that  longeth  unto  me, 
And  than  I  may  at  leiser  hire  behold, 
If  she  this  way  unto  the  castel  hold. 

And  as  she  wolde  over  the  threswold  goo, 
The  markis  came  and  gan  hire  for  to  call, 
And  she  set  doun  hire  water-pot  anon 
Beside  the  threswold  in  an  ozes  stall, 
And  doun  upon  hire  knees  she  gan  to  fall. 
And  with  sad  countenance  kneleth  still, 
Til  she  had  herd  what  was  the  lordes  will. 

This  thoughtful  markis  spake  unto  this  maid 
Ful  soberly,  and  said  in  this  manere : 
Wher  is  your  fader,  Grisildis!  he  said. 
And  she  with  reverence  in  humble  chere 
Answered,  lord,  he  is  al  redy  here. 
And  in  she  goth  withouten  lenger  lette, 
And  to  the  markis  she  hire  fader  fette. 

He  by  the  hond  than  toke  this  poure 
And  saide  thus,  whan  he  him  had  aside 
Janicola,  I  neither  may  ne  can 
Lenger  the  plesance  of  min  herte  hide, 
If  tliat  thou  vouchesauf,  what  so  betide. 
Thy  doughter  wol  I  take  or  that  I  wend 
As  for  my  wif,  unto  hire  lives  end. 

Thou  lovest  me,  that  wot  I  wel  certain, 
And  art  my  faithful  liegeman  ybore, 
And  all  that  liketh  me,  I  dare  wel  sain 
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It  iiketh  thee,  and  specially  therfore 
Tell  me  that  point,  that  I  have  said  before, 
If  that  thou  wolt  unto  this  purpos  drawe, 
To  taken  me  as  for  thy  son  in  lawe. 

This  soden  ess  this  man  astoned  so, 
That  red  he  wax,  abaist,  and  al  quaking* 
He  stood,  mmothes  said  he  wordes  mo, 
But  only  thus ;  Lord,  quod  he,  my  willing  . 
Is  as  ye  wol,  ne  apeins  your  liking 
I  wo!  no  thing,  mm  owen  lord  so  dere, 
Right  as  you  hst,  governeth  this  matere. 

Than  wol  I,  quod  this  markis  softely, 
That  in  thy  chambre,  I,  and  thou,  and  she, 
Hare  a  conation,  and  wost  thou  why  t 
For  1  wol  ask  hire,  if  it  hire  wille  be 
To  be  my  wif,  and  reule  hire  after  me : 
And  all  this  shal  be  don  in  thy  presence, 
I  wol  not  spake  out  of  thin  audience. 

And  in  the  chambre,  while  they  were  aboute 
The  tretee,  which  as  ye  shul  after  here, 
The  peple  came  into  the  hous  withoute, 
And  wondred  hem,  in  how  honest  manere 
Ententifly  she  kept  hire  fader  dere : 
But  utterly  Gnsudis  wonder  might, 
For  never  erst  ne  saw  she  swiche  a  sight. 

No  wonder  is  though  that  she  be  astoned, 
To  see  so  gret  a  gest  come  in  that  place, 
She  never  was  to  nan  swiche  gestes  woned, 
For  which  she  loked  with  fal  pale  lace. 
But  shorty  forth  this  matere  for  to  chace, 
Thise  am  the  wordes  that  the  markis  said 
To  this  bwiigne,  veray,  faithful  maid. 

Grisilde,  he  said,  ye  shuln  wel  understand, 
It  liketh  to  your  fader  and  to  me, 
That  1  you  wedde,  and  eke  it  may  so  stood 
As  I  suppose,  ye  wol  that  it  so  be : 
Bat  thise  demaundes  aake  I  first  (quod  he) 
That  sin  it  shal  be  don  in  hasty  wise, 
Wol  ye  assent,  or  elles  you  arise ! 

1  say  this,  be  ye  redy  with  good  herte 
To  all  my  lust,  and  that  I  freely  may 
As  me  beat  thinketh  do  you  laugh  or  smerte, 
And  never  ye  to  grutchen,  night  ne  day, 
And  eke  whan  I  say  ya,  ye  say  not  nay, 
Neither  by  word,  ne  frouning  countenance ! 
Swere  this,  and  here  I  swere  our  alliance. 

Wondring  upon  this  thing,  quaking  for  drede, 
She  aside ;  Lord,  indigne  and  unworthy 
Am  I,  to  thilke  honour,  that  ye  me  bede, 
Bat  as  ye  wol  yourself,  right  so  wol  I : 
And  here  I  swere,  that  never  willingly 
In  werk,  ne  thought,  I  n'ill  you  disobeie 
For  to  be  ded,  though  me  were  loth  to  deie. 

This  is  ynougb,  Grisilde  min,  quod  he. 
And  forth  he  goth  with  a  ful  sobre  chere, 
Oat  at  the  dore,  and  after  than  came  she, 
And  to  the  peple  he  said  in  this  manere  : 
This  is  my  wif,  quod  he,  that  stondeth  here. 
Honoureth  her,  and  loveth  hire,  I  pray, 
Who  so  me  loveth,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  say. 

And  for  that  nothing  of  hire  olde  gere 
She  shulde  bring  into  his  hous,  he  bad 
That  women  shuld  despoilen  hire  right  there, 


Of  which  thise  ladies  weren  nothing  glad 
To  handle  hire  clothes  wherin  she  was  clad : 
But  natheles  this  maiden  bright  of  hew 
Fro  foot  to  hed  they  clothed  han  all  new. 

Hire  heres  han  they  kempt,  that  lay  untressed 
Ful  rudely,  and  with  hir  fingres  smal 
A  coroune  on  hire  hed  they  nan  y dressed, 
And  sette  hire  ful  of  nouches  gret  and  smal : 
Of  hire  array  what  shuld  I  make  a  tale  t 
Unneth  the  peple  hire  knew  for  hire  fairnesse, 
Whan  she  transmewed  was  in  swiche  richesse. 

This  markis  hath  hire  spoused  with  a  ring 
Brought  for  the  same  cause,  and  than  hire  sette 
Upon  an  hors  snow-white,  and  wel  ambling, 
And  to  his  paleis,  or  he  lenger  lette, 
( With  jovful  peple,  that  hire  lad  and  mette) 
Conveyed  hire,  and  thus  the  day  they  spende 
In  revel,  til  the  Sonne  gan  descende. 

And  shortly  forth  this  tale  for  to  chace, 
I  say,  that  to  this  newe  markisesse 
God  hath  swiche  favour  sent  hire  of  his  grace, 
That  it  ne  semeth  not  by  likelinesse 
That  she  was  borne  and  fed  in  rudenesse, 
As  in  a  cote,  or  in  an  oxes  stall, 
But  nourished  in  an  emperoures  hall. 

To  every  wight  she  waxen  is  so  dere, 
And  worshipful,  that  folk  ther  she  was  bore, 
And  fro  hire  birthe  knew  hire  yere  by  yere, 
Unnethes  trowed  they,  but  dorst  han  swore, 
That  to  Janicle.  of  which  I  spake  before, 
She  doughter  n  as,  for  as  by  conjecture 
Hem  thoughte  she  was  another  creature. 

For  though  that  ever  vertuous  was  she, 
She  was  encresed  in  swiche  excellence 
Of  thewes  good,  yset  in  high  bountee, 
And  so  discrete,  and  fair©  of  eloquence, 
So  benigne,  and  so  digne  of  reverence, 
And  coude  so  the  peples  herte  enbrace, 
That  eohe  hire  loveth  that  loketh  on  hire  face. 

Not  only  of  Saluces  in  the  toun 
Published  was  the  bountee  of  hire  name, 
But  eke  beside  in  many  a  regioun, 
If  on  saith  wel,  another  saith  the  same  : 
So  spredeth  of  hire  hie  bountee  the  fame, 
That  men  and  women,  yong  as  wel  as  old, 
Gron  to  Saluces  upon  hire  to  behold. 

Thus  Walter  lowly,  nay  but  really, 
Wedded  with  fortunat  honestetee, 
In  Goddes  pees  liveth  ful  esily 
At  home,  and  grace  ynough  outward  had  he  : 
And  for  he  saw  that  under  low  degree 
Was  honest  vertue  hid,  the  peple  him  held 
A  prudent  man,  and  that  is  seen  ful  seld. 

Not  only  this  Grisildis  thurgh  hire  wit 
Coude  all  the  fete  of  winy  homlinesse, 
But  eke  whan  that  the  cas  required  it. 
The  comune  profit  coude  she  redrcsse  : 
Ther  n'as  discord,  rancour,  ne  hevinesse 
In  all  the  lond,  that  she  ne  coude  appese, 
And  wisely  bring  hem  all  in  hertes  ese. 

Though  that  hire  husbond  absent  were  or  non, 
If  gentilmen,  or  other  of  that  contree 
Were  wroth,  she  wolde  briugen  hem  at  on, 
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So  wise  and  ripe  wordea  hadde  she, 

And  jugement  of  flo  gret  equitee, 

That  she  from  heven  sent  was,  as  men  wend, 

Peple  to  sare,  and  every  wrong  to  amend. 

Not  longe  time  after  that  this  Grisilde 
Was  wedded,  she  a  doughter  hath  ybore. 
All  had  hire  lever  han  borne  a  knave  child  : 
Glad  was  the  markis  and  his  folk  therfore, 
For  though  a  maiden  childe  come  all  before, 
She  may  unto  a  knave  child  atteine 
By  likelyhed,  sin  she  n'is  not  barreine. 


PARS  TERTLL 

Ther  fell,  as  it  befalleth  times  mo, 
I     Whan  that  this  childe  had  souked  but  a  throwo, 
This  markis  in  his  herte  longed  so 
To  tempt  his  wif,  hire  sadnesse  for  to  knowe, 
|    That  he  ne  might  out  of  his  herte  throwe 
This  marveillous  desir  his  wif  to  assay, 
Needles,  God  wot,  he  thought  hire  to  affray. 

He  had  assaied  hire  ynough  before, 
And  found  hire  ever  good,  what  nedeth  it 
Hire  for  to  tempt,  and  alway  more  and  more  t 
Though  som  men  praise  it  for  a  subtil  wit, 
But  as  for  me,  I  say  that  evil  it  sit 
To  assay  a  wif  whan  that  it  is  no  nede, 
And  putten  hire  in  anguish  and  in  drede. 

For  which  this  markis  wrought  in  this  manere  ; 
He  came  a-night  alone  ther  as  she  lay 
With  sterne  face,  and  with  ful  trouble  chere, 
And  sayde  thus  ;  Grisilde,  (quod  he)  that  day 
That  I  you  toke  out  of  your  poure  array, 
And  put  you  in  estat  of  high  noblesse, 
Ye  han  it  not  forgotten,  as  I  gesse. 

•  I  say,  Grisilde,  this  present  dignitee,  - 
In  which  that  I  have  put  you,  as  I  trow, 
Maketh  you  not  forgetful  for  to  be 
That  I  you  toke  in  poure  estat  ful  low, 
For  ony  wele  ye  mote  yourselven  know. 
Take  hede  of  every  word  that  I  you  say, 
Ther  is  no  wight  that  hereth  it  but  we  tway. 

Ye  wote  yourself  wel  how  that  ye  came  here 
Into  this  hous,  it  is  not  long  ago, 
And  though  to  me  ye  be  right  lefe  and  dere, 
Unto  my  gentils  ye  be  nothing  so  : 
They  say,  to  hem  it  is  gret  shame  and  wo 
For  to  be  suggetes,  and  ben  in  servage 
To  thee,  that  borne  art  of  a  smal  linage.. 

And  namely  sin  thy  doughter  was  ybore, 

Thise  wordea  han  they  spoken  douteles, 

But  I  desire,  as  I  have  don  before, 

To  live  my  lif  with  hem  in  rest  and  pees  : 

I  may  not  in  this  cas  be  reccheles  ; 

I  mote  do  with  thy  doughter  for  the  best, 

Not  as  I  wold,  but  as  my  gentils  lest. 


That  ye  me  hight  and  swore  in  youre  village 
The  day  that  maked  was  our  manage. 

Whan  she  had  herd  all  this,  she  not  ameved 
Neyther  in  word,  in  chere,  ne  countenance, 
(For  as  it  semed,  she  was  not  agreved) 
She  sayde  ;  Lord,  all  lith  in  your  plesance, 
My  child  and  I,  with  hertely  obeisance 
Ben  youres  all,  and  ye  mav  save  or  spill, 
Your  owen  thing :  werketh  after  your  will. 

Ther  may  no  thing,  so  God  my  soule  save, 
Like  unto  you,  that  may  displeeen  me : 
Ne  I  desire  nothing  for  to  have, 
Ne  drede  for  to  lese,  sauf  onlv  ye : 
This  will  is  in  myn  herte,  and  ay  shal  be, 
No  length  of  time,  or  deth  may  this  deface, 
Ne  change  my  corage  to  an  other  place. 

Glad  was  this  markis  for  hire  answering, 
But  yet  he  feined  as  he  were  not  so, 
Al  drery  was  his  chere  and  his  taking, 
Whan  that  he  shuld  out  of  the  chambre  go. 
Sone  after  this,  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
He  prively  hath  told  all  nis  entent 
Unto  a  man,  and  to  his  wif  him  sent. 

A  maner  sergeant  was  this  prive  man, 
The  which  he  faithful  often  founden  had 
In  thinges  gret,  and  eke  swiche  folk  wel  can 
Don  execution  on  thinges  bad : 
The  lord  knew  wel,  that  he  him  loved  and  drad. 
And  whan  this  sergeant  wist  his  lordes  will, 
Into  the  chambre  he  stalked  him  ful  stflL 

Madame,  he  sayd,  ye  mote  foryeve  it  me, 
Though  I  do  thing,  to  which  I  am  constreined: 
Ye  ben  so  wise,  that  right  wel  knowen  ye, 
That  lordes  hestes  may  not  ben  yfeined, 
They  may  wel  be  bewailed  and  complained, 
But  men  mote  nedes  to  hir  lust  obey, 
And  so  wol  I,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  say. 

This  child  I  am  commanded  for  to  take. 
And  spake  no  more,  but  out  the  child  he  bent 
Despitously,  and  gan  a  chere  to  make, 
As  though  he  wold  have  slain  it,  or  he  went 
Grisildis  most  al  suffer  and  al  consent : 
And  as  a  lambe,  she  sitteth  meke  and  still, 
And  let  this  cruel  sergeant  do  his  wilL 

Suspecious  was  the  diffame  of  this  man, 
Suspect  his  face,  suspect  his  word  also, 
Suspect  the  time  in  which  he  this  began  : 
Alas !  hire  doughter,  that  she  loved  so, 
She  wende  he  wold  han  slaien  it  right  tho, 
But  natheles,  she  neither  wept  ne  siked 
Conforming  hire  to  that  the  markis  liked. 

But  at  the  last  to  speken  she  began, 
And  mekely  she  to  the  sergeant  praid 
(So  as  he  was  a  worthy  gen  til  man) 
That  she  might  kisse  hire  child,  or  that  it  deid : 
And  in  hire  barme  this  litel  child  she  letd, 
With  ful  sad  face,  and  gan  the  child  to  basse, 
And  lulled  it,  and  after  gan  it  kisse. 


And  yet,  God  wote,  this  is  ful  loth  to  me : 
But  natheles  withouten  youre  weting 
I  wol  nought  do,  but  thus  wol  I  (quod  he) 
That  ye  to  me  assenten  in  this  thing. 
Shew  now  youre  patience  in  youre  working. 


And  thus  she  sayd  in  hire  benigne  vois : 
Farewel,  my  child,  I  shal  thee  never  see. 
But  sin  I  have  thee  marked  with  the  crois, 
Of  thilke  fader  yblessed  mote  thou  be, 
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Whan  it  was  two  yere  old,  and  from  the  brest 
Departed  of  his  nonce,  on  a  day 
This  markis  caughte  yet  another  lest 
To  tempte  his  wif  yet  ofter,  if  he  may. 
O  !  nedeles  was  she  tempted  in  assay. 
But  wedded  men  ne  connen  no  mesure, 
Whan  that  they  finde  a  patient  creature. 


us  died  upon  a  crois  of  tree  : 

r,  litel  child,  1  him  betake, 

light  shalt  thou  dien  for  my  sake. 

that  to  a  norice  in  this  cas 
n  hard  this  routhe  for  to  see  : 
it  a  moder  than  han  cried  alas, 
;les  so  sad  stedfast  was  she, 
endured  all  adversitee, 
te  sergeant  mekely  she  sayde, 
e  agen  your  litel  yonge  mavde. 

ow  (quod  she)  and  doth  my  lordes  hest : 

jig  wold  I  pray  you  of  your  grace, 

i  lord  forbade  you  at  the  lest, 

his  litel  body  in  som  place, 

es  ne  no  briddes  it  to-race. 

>  word  to  that  purpos  wold  say, 

the  child  and  went  upon  his  way. 


rgeant  came  unto  his  lord  again, 
nsildes  wordes  and  hire  chere 
im  point  for  point,  in  short  and  plain, 
presented  with  his  doughter  dere. 
this  lord  hath  routhe  in  his  manere, 
»les  his  purpos  held  he  still, 
don,  whan  they  wol  have  hir  will, 

4  this  sergeant  that  he  prively 
lis  child  ful  softe  wind  and  wrappe, 

circumstances  tendrely, 
y  it  in  a  cofre,  or  in  a  lappe  ; 

peine  his  bed  of  for  to  swappe 
nan  shulde  know  of  his  entent, 
i  he  came,  ne  whider  that  he  went ; 

Boloigne,  unto  his  sustcr  dere, 
ke  time  of  Pavie  was  countesse, 
it  take,  and  shew  hire  this  mate  re, 
r  hire  to  don  hire  besinesse 
1  to  fostren  in  all  gentillesse, 
•  child  that  it  was  he  bade  hire  hide 
iry  wight,  for  ought  that  may  betide. 

•rgeant  goth,  and  hath  fulfilde  this  thing, 
is  marquis  now  retorne  we  ; 
goth  he  ful  Cast  imagining, 
wives  chere  he  mighte  see, 
•e  wordes  apperceive,  that  she 
wged,  but  he  never  coud  hire  finde, 
in  on  ylike  sad  and  kinde. 

i,  as  humble,  as  besy  in  service 

in  love,  as  she  was  wont  to  be, 

to  him,  in  every  maner  wise  ; 

re  doughter  not  a  word  spake  she  : 

dent  for  non  adversitee 

i  in  hire,  ne  never  hire  doughters  name 

led  she,  for  ernest  ne  for  game. 


PARS  QUARTA. 

t  estat  ther  passed  ben  foure  yere 

ith  childe  was,  but,  as  God  wold, 

dulde  she  bare  by  this  Waltere 

ioos,  and  fair  for  to  behold  : 

n  that  folk  it  to  his  fader  told, 

he,  but  all  his  contree  mery 

this  childe,  and  God  they  thonke  and  hery. 


Wif,  quod  this  markis,  ye  han  herd  or  this 
My  peple  sikely  beren  our  mariage, 
And  namely  sin  my  sone  yboren  is, 
Now  is  it  werse  than  ever  in  al  our  age : 
The  murmur  sleth  myn  herte  and  my  corage, 
For  to  myn  eres  cometh  the  vois  so  smerte, 
That  it  wel  nie  destroyed  hath  myn  herte. 

Now  say  they  thus,  whan  Walter  is  agon, 
Than  shal  the  blood  of  Janicle  succede, 
And  ben  our  lord,  for  other  han  we  non : 
Swiche  wordes  sayn  my  peple,  it  is  no  drede. 
Wel  ought  I  of  swiche  murmur  taken  hede, 
For  certainly  I  drede  al  swiche  sentence, 
Though  they  not  plainen  in  myn  audience. 


I  have,  quod  she,  sayd  thus  and  ever  shal, 
I  wol  no  thing,  ne  n'ill  no  thing  certain, 
But  as  you  list :  not  greveth  me  at  al, 
Though  that  my  doughter  and  my  sone  be  slain 
At  your  commandement :  that  is  to  sain, 
I  have  not  had  no  part  of  children  twein, 
But  first  sikenesse,  and  after  wo  and  peine. 

Ye  ben  my  lord,  doth  with  your  owen  thing 
Right  as  you  list,  asketh  no  rede  of  me  : 
For  as  I  left  at  home  al  my  clothing 
Whan  I  came  first  to  you,  right  so  (quod  she) 
Left  I  my  will  and  al  my  libertee, 
And  toke  your  clothing :  wherfore  I  you  prey, 
Doth  your  plesance,  I  wol  youre  lust  obey. 

And  certes,  if  I  hadde  prescience 
Your  will  to  know,  er  ye  your  lust  me  told, 
I  wold  it  do  withouten  negligence : 
But  now  1  wote  your  lust,  and  what  ye  wold, 
All  your  plesance  ferme  and  stable  I  hold, 
For  wist  I  that  my  deth  might  do  you  ese, 
Right  gladly  wold  I  dien,  you  to  plese. 

Deth  may  not  maken  no  comparisoun 
Unto  your  love.   And  whan  this  markis  say 
The  Constance  of  his  wif,  he  cast  adoun 
His  eyen  two,  and  wondreth  how  she  may 
In  patience  suffer  al  this  array  : 
And  forth  he  goth  with  drery  contenance, 
But  to  his  herte  it  was  ful  grot  plesance. 

This  ugly  sergeant  in  the  same  wise 
That  he  hire  doughter  caughte,  right  so  he 
(Or  werse,  if  men  can  any  werse  devise) 
Hath  hent  hire  sone,  that  ful  was  of  beaoiee  : 
And  ever  in  on  so  patient  was  she, 
That  she  no  chere  made  of  hevinesse, 
But  lust  hire  sone  and  after  gan  it  blesse. 


I  wolde  live  in  pees,  if  that  I  might : 
Wherfore  I  am  disposed  utterly, 
As  I  his  6U8ter  served  er  by  night, 
Right  so  thinke  I  to  serve  him  prively. 
This  warne  I  you,  that  ye  not  sodenly 
Out  of  yourself  for  no  wo  shuld  outraie, 
Beth  patient,  and  therof  I  you  praie. 
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Save  this  she  praied  him,  if  that  he  might, 
Hire  litel  soue  he  wold  in  erthe  grave, 
His  tendre  limmes,  delicat  to  sight, 
Fro  foiiles  and  fro  hestes  for  to  save. 
But  she  non  answer  of  him  mi^hte  have, 
He  went  his  way,  as  him  no  thing  ne  rought, 
But  to  Boloigne  he  tendrely  it  brought 

This  markis  wondreth  ever  lenger  the  more 
Upon  hire  patience,  and  if  that  he 
Ne  hadde  sothly  knowen  therbefore, 
That  parfitly  hire  children  loved  she, 
He  wold  han  wend  that  of  sora  subtil  tee 
And  of  malice,  or  for  cruel  corage, 
That  she  had  suffred  this  with  sad  visage. 

But  wel  he  knew,  that  next  himself,  certain 
She  loved  hire  children  best  in  every  wise. 
But  now  of  women  wold  I*  asken  fayn, 
If  thise  assaies  mighten  not  suffise  ; 
What  coud  a  sturdy  husbond  more  devise 
To  preve  hire  wifhood,  and  hire  stedfastnesse, 
And  he  continuing  ever  in  sturdinesse ! 

But  ther  ben  folk  of  swiche  condition, 
That,  whan  they  han  a  certain  purpos  take, 
They  can  not  stint  of  hir  intention. 
But,  right  as  thev  were  bounden  to  a  stake, 
They  wol  not  of  hir  firste  purpos  slake  : 
Right  so  this  markis  fully  hath  purposed 
To  tempt  his  wif,  as  he  was  first  disposed. 

He  waiteth,  if  by  word  or  contenance 
That  she  to  him  was  changed  of  corage  : 
But  never  coud  he  finden  variance, 
She  was  ay  on  in  herte  and  in  visage, 
And  ay  the  further  that  she  was  in  ape, 
The  more  trewe  (if  that  it  were  possible) 
She  was  to  him  in  love,  and  more  penihle. 

For  which  it  semed  thus,  that  of  hem  two 
Ther  was  but  o  will  ;  for  as  Walter  lest, 
The  same  lust  was  hire  plesance  also  ; 
And  God  be  thanked,  all  fell  for  the  best 
She  shewed  wel,  for  no  worldly  unrest 
A  wif,  as  of  hireself,  no  thing  ne  sholde 
Wille  in  effect,  but  as  hire  husbond  wolde. 

The  sclandre  of  Walter  wonder  wide  spradde, 
That  of  a  cruel  herte  he  wikkedly, 
For  he  a  poure  woman  wedded  hadde, 
Hath  murdred  both  his  children  prively  : 
Swich  murmur  was  among  hem  comunly. 
No  wonder  is :  for  to  the  peples  ere 
Ther  came  no  word,  but  that  they  murdred  wore. 

For  which  ther  as  his  peple  therbefore 
Had  loved  him  wel,  the  sclandre  of  his  diffame 
Made  hem  that  they  him  hatcden  therfore  : 
To  ben  a  murdrour  is  an  hateful  name. 
But  natheles,  for  ernest  ne  for  game, 
He  of  his  cruel  purpos  n'olde  stente, 
To  tempt  his  wif  was  sette  all  his  entente. 

Whan  that  his  dough ter  twelf  yere  was  of  age, 
He  to  the  court  of  Rome,  in  subtil  wise 
Enformed  of  his  will,  sent  his  message, 
Commanding  him,  swiche  billes  to  devise, 
As  to  his  cruel  purpos  may  suffise, 
How  that  the  pope,  as  for  his  peples  rest, 
Bade  him  to  wed  another,  if  him  lest 


I  say  he  bade,  they  shulden  contrefete 
The  popes  bulles,  making  mention 
That  he  hath  leve  his  firste  wif  to  lete, 
As  by  the  popes  dispensation, 
To  stinten  rancour  and  dissension 
Betwix  his  peple  and  him  :  thus  spake  the  bull, 
The  which  they  han  publisshed  at  the  full. 

The  rude  peple,  as  no  wonder  is, 
Wenden  ful  wel,  that  it  had  ben  right  so  : 
But  whan  thise  tidings  came  to  Grisildis, 
I  deme  that  hire  herte  was  ful  of  wo  ; 
But  she  ylike  sad  for  evermo 
Disposed  was,  this  humble  creature, 
The  adversitee  of  fortune  al  to  endure ; 

Abiding  ever  his  lost  and  his  plesance, 
To  whom  that  she  was  yeven,  herte  and  al, 
As  to  hire  veray  worldly  suifisanee. 
But  shortly  if  this  storie  tell  I  shal, 
This  markis  writen  hath  in  special 
A  lettre,  in  which  he  sheweth  his  entente, 
And  secretly  he  to  Boloigne  it  sente, 

To  the  erl  of  Pavie,  which  that  hadde  tho 
Wedded  his  suster,  prayed  he  specially 
To  bringen  home  agein  his  children  two 
In  honourable  estat  al  openly : 
But  o  thing  he  him  prayed  utterly, 
That  he  to  no  wight,  though  men  wold  enqnew, 
Shulde  not  tell  whos  children  that  they  were, 

But  say,  the  maiden  shuld  ywedded  be 
Unto  the  markis  of  Saluces  anon. 
And  as  this  erl  was  prayed,  so  did  he, 
For  at  day  sette  he  on  his  way  is  gon 
Toward  Saluces,  and  lordes  many  on 
In  rich  arraie,  this  maiden  for  to  gide, 
Hire  yonge  brother  riding  hire  beside. 

Arraied  was  toward  hire  manage 
This  fresshe  maiden,  ful  of  gemmes  clere, 
Hire  brother,  which  that  seven  yere  was  of  age, 
Arraied  eke  ful  fresh  in  his  manere  : 
And  thus  in  gret  noblesse  and  with  glad  chere 
Toward  Saluces  shaping  hir  journay 
Fro  day  to  day  they  riden  in  hir  way. 


PARS  Q UINTA. 

Among  al  this,  after  his  wicked  usage, 
This  markis  yet  his  wif  to  tempten  more 
To  the  uttereste  prefe  of  hire  corage, 
Fully  to  have  experience  and  lore, 
If  that  she  were  as  stedefast  as  before, 
He  on  a  day  in  open  audience 
Ful  boistously  hath  said  hire  this  sentence  : 

Certcs,  Grisilde,  I  had  ynough  plesance 
To  han  you  to  my  wif,  for  your  goodnesse, 
And  for  your  trouthe,  and  for  your  obeysance, 
Not  for  your  linage,  ne  for  your  richesae, 
But  now  know  I  in  veray  sothfastnesse, 
That  in  gret  lordship,  if  I  me  wel  aviae, 
Ther  is  gret  servitude  in  sondry  wise. 

I  may  not  don,  as  every  ploughman  may  : 
My  peple  me  constreineth  for  to  take 
Another  wif,  and  crien  day  by  day  ; 
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•  pope  rancour  for  to  slake 
it,  that  dare  I  undertake  : 
',  thus  moche  I  wol  you  say, 
f  is  coming  by  the  way. 

of  herte,  and  voide  anon  hire  place, 
lower  that  ye  broughten  me 
i,  I  grant  it  of  my  grace, 
a  your  fadres  hous,  (quod  he) 
y  alway  have  prosperitee. 
lerte  I  rede  you  to  endure 
>f  fortune,  or  of  aventure. 

igen  answerd  in  patience  : 

od  she,  I  wote,  and  wist  alway, 

?twixen  your  magnificence 

erte  no  wight  ne  can  ne  may 

iarison,  it  is  no  nay  ; 

q  never  digne  in  no  manere 

wif,  ne  yet  your  chamberere. 

is  hous,  ther  ye  me  lady  made, 
Sod  take  I  for  my  witnesse, 
risly  he  my  soule  glad) 
I  me  lady  ne  maistresse, 
servant  to  your  worthinesse, 
al,  while  that  my  lif  may  dure, 
ry  worldly  creature. 

>  longe  of  your  benignitee 
me  in  honour  and  nobley, 
as  not  worthy  for  to  be, 
I  God  and  you,  to  whom  I  prey 
vou,  ther  is  no  more  to  sey  : 
ler  gladly  wol  I  wende, 
di  dwell  unto  my  lives  ende  ; 

is  foetred  of  a  childe  ful  smaJ, 
my  lif  ther  wol  I  lede, 
ne  in  body,  herte  and  al. 
ave  to  you  my  maidenhede, 
r  trewe  wif,  it  is  no  drede, 
wiche  a  lordes  wif  to  take 
a  to  huabond  or  to  make. 

hit  newe  wif,  God  of  his  grace 
rou  wele  and  prosperite  : 
ladly  yelden  hire  my  place, 
U  I  was  bliflful  wont  to  be. 
keth  you,  my  lord,  (quod  she) 
i  weren  all  myn  hertes  rest, 
gon,  I  wol  go  whan  you  lest. 

is  ye  me  profre  swiche  dowaire 
■ought,  it  is  wel  in  my  mind, 
wretched  clothes,  nothing  faire. 

0  me  were  hard  now  for  to  find. 

1  !  how  gentil  and  how  kind 

y  your  speche  and  your  visage, 
t  maked  was  oure  marriage ! 

s  said,  algate  I  find  it  trewe, 

;  it  preved  is  on  me, 

old,  as  whan  that  it  is  newe. 

lord,  for  non  adversitee 

bis  cas,  it  shal  not  be 

t  word  or  werke  I  shal  repent, 

vave  min  herte  in  hole  entent 

ye  wote,  that  in  my  fadres  place 
stripe  out  of  my  poure  wede, 
ye  clad  me  of  your  grace  ; 


I  To  you  brought  I  nought  elles  out  of  drede, 
I  But  faith,  and  nakednesse,  and  maidenhede  ; 
;  And  here  agen  your  clothing  I  restore, 
|  And  eke  your  wedding  ring  for  evermore. 

The  remenant  of  your  jeweles  redy  be 
I  Within  your  chain bre,  I  dare  it  safly  sain  : 

Naked  out  of  my  fadres  hous  (quod  she) 
I  I  came,  and  naked  I  mote  turne  again. 
!  All  your  plesance  wolde  I  folwe  fain  : 
i  But  yet  1  hope  it  be  not  your  entent, 

That  I  smokies  out  of  your  paleis  went. 

Ye  coude  not  do  so  dishonest  a  thing, 
That  thilke  wombe,  in  which  your  children  lay, 
Shulde  before  the  peple,  in  my  walking, 
Be  seen  al  bare  :  wherfore  I  you  pray 
Let  me  not  like  a  worme  go  by  the  way : 
Remembre  you,  min  owen  lord  so  dere, 
I  was  your  wif,  though  I  unworthy-  were. 

Wherfore  in  guerdon  of  my  maidenhede, 
Which  that  I  brought  and  not  agen  I  bere, 
As  vouchesauf  to  yeve  me  to  my  mede 
But  swiche  a  smok  as  I  was  wont  to  were, 
That  I  therwith  may  wrie  the  wombe  of  hire 
That  was  your  wif :  and  here  I  take  my  leve 
Of  you,  min  owen  lord,  lest  1  you  greve. 

The  smok,  quod  he,  that  thou  hast  on  thy  bake, 
Let  it  be  still,  and  bere  it  forth  with  thee. 
But  wel  unnethes  thilke  word  he  spake, 
But  went  his  way  for  routhe  and  for  pitee. 
Before  the  folk  hireselven  stripeth  she, 
And  in  hire  smok,  with  foot  and  hed  al  bare, 
Toward  hire  fadres  hous  forth  is  she  fare. 

The  folk  hire  folwen  weping  in  hir  wey, 
And  fortune  ay  they  cursen  as  .they  gon  : 
But  she  fro  weping  kept  hire  eyen  drey, 
Ne  in  this  time  word  ne  spake  she  non. 
Hire  fader,  that  this  tiding  herd  anon, 
Curseth  the  day  and  time,  that  nature 
Shope  him  to  ben  a  lives  creature. 

For  out  of  doute  this  olde  poure  man 
Was  ever  in  suspect  of  hire  manage  : 
For  ever  he  demed,  sin  it  first  began, 
That  whan  the  lord  fulfilled  had  his  corage, 
Him  wolde  thinke  it  were  a  disparage 
To  his  estat,  so  lowe  for  to  alight, 
And  voiden  hire  as  sone  as  ever  he  might 

Agein  his  doughter  hastily  goth  he, 
(For  he  by  noise  of  folk  knew  hire  coming) 
And  with  hire  olde  cote,  as  it  might  be, 
He  covereth  hire  ful  sorwefully  weping  : 
But  on  hire  body  might  he  it  not  bring. 
For  rude  was  the  cloth,  and  more  of  age 
By  daies  fele  than  at  hire  manage. 

Thus  with  hire  fader  for  a  certain  space 
Dwelleth  this  flour  of  wifly  patience, 
That  nother  by  hire  wordes  ne  hire  nice, 
Beforn  the  folk,  ne  eke  in  hir  absence, 
Ne  shewed  she  that  hire  was  don  offence, 
Ne  of  hire  high  estat  no  remembrance 
Ne  hadde  she,  as  by  hire  contenance. 

No  wonder  is,  for  in  hire  arret  estat 
Hire  goat  was  ever  in  pleine  humilitee  ; 
No  tendre  mouth,  no  herte  delicat, 
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No  pompe,  no  semblant  of  realtee  ; 
Bat  ful  of  patient  benignitee, 
Discrete,  and  prideles,  ay  honourable, 
And  to  hire  husbond  ever  meke  and  stable. 

Men  speke  of  Job,  and  most  for  his  humblesse, 
As  clerkes,  whan  hem  list,  can  wel  endite, 
Namely  of  men,  but  as  in  sothfastnesse, 
Though  clerkes  preisen  women  but  a  lite, 
Ther  can  no  man  in  humblesse  him  acquit© 
As  woman  can,  ne  can  be  half  so  trewe 
As  women  ben,  but  it  be  falle  of  newe. 


PARS  6EXTA. 

Fro  Boloigne  is  this  erl  of  Pavie  come, 
Of  which  the  fame  up  sprang  to  more  and  lease : 
And  to  the  peples  eres  all  and  some 
Was  couth  eke,  that  a  newe  markisesse 
He  with  him  brought,  in  swiche  pomp  and  richesse, 
That  never  was  ther  Been  with  mannes  eye 
So  noble  array  in  al  West  Lumbardie. 

The  markis,  which  that  shope  and  knew  all  this, 
Er  that  this  erl  was  come,  sent  his  message 
For  thilke  poure  sely  Grisildis  ; 
And  she  with  humble  herte  and  glad  visage, 
Not  with  no  swollen  thought  in  hire  corage, 
Came  at  his  best,  and  on  hire  knees  hire  sette, 
And  reverently  and  wisely  she  him  grette. 

Grisilde,  (quod  he)  my  will  is  utterly, 
This  maiden,  that  shal  wedded  be  to  me, 
Received  be  to-morwe  as  really 
As  it  possible  is  in  myn  hous  to  be  : 
And  eke  that  every  wight  in  his  degree 
Have  his  estat  in  sitting  and  service, 
And  high  ple&ance,  as  I  can  best  devise. 

I  have  no  woman  suffisant  certain 
The  cliambres  for  to  array  in  ordinance 
After  my  lust,  and  therforc  wolde  I  fain, 
That  thin  were  all  swiche  manere  governance  : 
Thou  knowest  eke  of  old  all  my  plesance  ; 
Though  thin  array  be  bad,  and  evil  besey, 
Do  thou  thy  devoir  at  the  leste  wey. 

Not  only,  lord,  that  I  am  glad  (quod  she) 
To  don  your  lust,  but  I  desire  also 
You  for  to  serve  and  plcse  in  my  degree, 
Withouten  fainting,  and  shal  evermo  : 
Ne  never  for  no  wele,  ne  for  no  wo, 
Ne  shal  the  goat  within  myn  herte  stente 
To  love  you  best  with  all  my  trewe  entente. 

And  with  that  word  she  gan  the  hous  to  dight, 
And  tables  for  to  sette,  and  beddes  make, 
And  peined  hire  to  don  all  that  she  might, 
Praying  the  chambereres  for  Goddes  sake 
To  hasten  hem,  and  faste  swepe  and  shake, 
And  she  the  moste  serviceable  of  all 
Hath  every  chambre  arraied,  and  his  hall. 

Abouten  undern  gan  this  erl  alight, 
That  with  him  brought  thise  noble  children  twcy  ; 
For  which  the  peple  ran  to  see  the  sight 
Of  hir  array,  so  richely  besey  : 
And  than  at  erst  amonges  hem  they  sey, 
That  Walter  was  no  fool,  though  that  him  lest 
To  change  his  wif ;  for  it  was  for  the  best. 


For  she  is  fairer,  as  they  demen  all, 
Than  is  Grisilde,  and  more  tendre  of  age, 
And  fairer  fruit  betwene  hem  shulde  fall, 
And  more  plesant  for  hire  high  linage  : 
Hire  brother  eke  so  faire  was  of  visage, 
That  hem  to  seen  the  peple  hath  caught  plesance, 
Commending  now  the  markis  governance. 

O  stormy  peple,  unsad  and  ever  untrewe, 
And  undiscrete,  and  changing  as  a  fane, 
Delighting  ever  in  rombel  that  is  newe, 
For  like  the  mone  waxen  ye  and  wane  : 
Ay  ful  of  clapping,  dere  ynough  a  jane, 
Your  dome  is  fals,  your  Constance  evil  preveth, 
A  ful  gret  fool  is  he  that  on  yon  leveth. 

Thus  saiden  sade  folk  in  that  citee, 
Whan  that  the  peple  gased  up  and  doun  : 
For  they  were  glad,  right  for  the  noveltee, 
To  have  a  newe  lady  of  hir  toon. 
No  more  of  this  make  I  now  mentions, 
But  to  Grisilde  agen  I  wol  me  arcane, 
And  telle  hire  Constance,  and  hire  besinesse. 

Ful  besy  was  Grisilde  in  every  thing, 
That  to  the  feste  was  appertinent ; 
Right  naught  was  she  abaist  of  hire  clothing, 
Though  it  were  rude,  and  somdel  eke  to-rent, 
But  with  glad  chere  to  the  yate  is  went 
With  other  folk,  to  grete  the  markisesse, 
And  after  that  doth  forth  hire  besinesse. 

With  so  glad  chere  his  gestes  she  receiveth, 

And  conningly  everich  in  his  degree, 
That  no  defante  no  man  apperceiveth, 
But  ay  they  wondren  what  she  mighte  be, 
That  in  so  poure  array  was  for  to  see, 
And  coude  swiche  honour  and  reverence, 
And  worthily  they  preisen  hire  prudence. 

In  all  this  mene  while  she  ne  stent 
This  maide  and  eke  hire  brother  to  commend 
With  all  hire  herte  in  ful  benigne  entent, 
So  wel,  that  no  man  coud  hire  preise  amend : 
But  at  the  last  whan  that  thise  lordes  wend 
To  sitten  doun  to  mete,  he  gan  to  call 
Grisilde,  as  she  was  besy  in  the  hall. 

Grisilde,  (quod  he,  as  it  were  in  his  play) 
How  liketh  thee  my  wif,  and  hire  beau  tee ! 
Right  wel,  my  lord,  quod  she,  for  in  good  fay, 
A  fairer  saw  I  never  non  than  she  : 
I  pray  to  God  yeve  you  prosperitee  ; 
And  so  I  hope,  that  he  wol  to  you  send 
Plesance  ynough  unto  your  lives  end. 

0  thing  bescche  I  you  and  warne  also, 
That  ye  ne  prikke  with  no  tunnenting 
This  tendre  maiden,  as  ye  han  do  mo : 
For  she  is  fostred  in  hire  norishing  I 
More  tendrely,  and  to  my  supposing  I 
She  mighte  not  adversitee  endure,  I 
As  coude  a  poure  fostred  creature.  I 

And  whan  this  Walter  saw  hire  patience,  I 

Hire  glade  chere,  and  no  malice  at  all,  I 

And  he  so  often  hadde  hire  don  offence,  1 

And  she  ay  Bade  and  constant  as  a  wall,  I 

Continuing  ever  hire  innocence  over  all,  I 
This  sturdy  markis  gan  his  herte  dresse 
To  rewe  upon  hire  wifly  stedefastneaaa. 

 . 
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»  ynough,  Grisilde  mio,  quod  he, 
no  more  agast,  ne  evil  npaid, 
ly  faith  and  thy  benignitee, 
s  ever  woman  was,  assaid 
slat,  and  pourelich  arraied  : 
•w  I,  dere  wif,  thy  stedefastnesse, 
;  in  annes  toke,  and  gan  to  kease. 

he  for  wonder  toke  of  it  no  kepe  ; 
le  not  what  thing  he  to  hire  said  : 
e  as  she  had  stert  out  of  a  slepe, 
ut  of  hire  masednesse  abraid. 
quod  he,  by  God  that  for  us  deid, 
,  my  wif,  non  other  I  ne  have, 
r  had,  as  God  my  soule  save. 

i  thy  doughter,  which  thou  hast  supposed 

f  wif ;  that  other  faithfully 

nin  heir,  as  I  have  ay  disposed  ; 

re  hem  of  thy  body  trewely  : 

gne  have  1  kept  hem  prively  : 

n  agen,  for  now  maist  thou  not  say, 

n  hast  lorn  non  of  thy  children  tway. 

►Ik,  that  otherwise  han  said  of  me, 
hem  wel,  that  I  have  don  this  dede 
laliee,  ne  for  no  crueltee, 
o  assay  in  thee  thy  womanhede  : 
to  alee  my  children  (God  forbede) 

0  kepe  hem  prively  and  still, 
purpos  knew,  and  all  thy  will. 

she  this  herd  aswoune  doun  she  falleth 

is  joye,  and  after  hire  swouning 

e  hire  yonge  children  to  hire  calleth, 

ire  annes  pitously  weping 

th  hem,  and  tendrely  kissing 

a  moder  with  hire  salte  teres 

ed  both  hir  visage  and  hir  heres. 

ch  a  pitous  thing  it  was  to  see 
uning,  and  hire  humble  vois  to  here  ! 
eref,  lord,  God  thank  it  you  (quod  she) 
tian  saved  me  my  children  dere  : 
ke  I  never  to  be  ded  right  here, 
od  in  your  love,  and  in  your  grace, 
of  deth,  ne  whan  my  spirit  pace. 

re,  o  dere,  o  youge  children  mine, 
fal  mother  wenea  stedfastly, 
el  houndes,  or  som  foul  vermine 

1  you  ;  but  God  of  his  mercy, 
r  benigne  fader  tendrely 

i  you  kepe  :  and  in  that  same  stound 
ly  she  swapt  adoun  to  ground. 

i  hire  swough  so  sadly  hcldeth  she 
dren  two,  whan  she  gan  hem  embrace, 
i  gret  sleight  and  gret  difficultee 
Iren  from  hire  arm  they  gan  arrace 
r  a  tere  on  many  a  pitous  lace 
i  of  hem  that  stoden  hire  beside, 
abouten  hire  might  they  abide. 

r  hire  gladeth,  and  hire  sorwe  slaketh, 
h  up  abashed  from  hire  trance, 
7  wight  hire  joye  and  feste  maketh, 
ath  caught  agen  hire  contenance. 
ire  doth  so  faithfully  plesance, 
"as  deintee  for  to  seen  the  chere 
<em  two,  sin  they  ben  met  in  fere. 


Thise  ladies,  whan  that  they  hir  time  sey, 
Han  taken  hire,  and  into  chambre  gon, 
And  stripen  hire  out  of  hire  rude  arrey, 
And  in  a  cloth  of  sold  that  brighte  shone, 
With  a  coroune  of  many  a  riche  stone 
Upon  hire  hed,  they  into  hall  hire  broughte : 
And  ther  she  was  honoured  as  hire  ought. 

Thus  hath  this  pitous  day  a  blisful  end  ; 
For  every  man,  and  woman,  doth  his  might 
This  day  in  mirth  and  revel  to  dispend, 
Til  on  the  welkin  shone  the  sterres  bright : 
For  more  solempne  in  every  mannes  sight 
This  feste  was,  and  gretor  of  costage, 
Than  was  the  revel  of  hire  mariage. 

Ful  many  a  yere  in  high  prosperitee 
Liven  thise  two  in  concord  and  in  rest, 
And  richely  his  doughter  maried  he 
Unto  a  lord,  on  of  the  worthiest 
Of  all  Itaille,  and  than  in  pees  and  rest 
His  wives  fader  in  his  court  he  kepeth, 
Til  that  the  soule  out  of  his  body  crepeth. 

His  sone  succedeth  in  his  heritage, 
In  rest  and  pees,  after  his  fadres  day  : 
And  fortunat  was  eke  in  mariage, 
Al  put  he  not  his  wif  in  gret  assay  : 
This  world  is  not  so  strong,  it  is  no  nay, 
As  it  hath  ben  in  olde  times  yore, 
And  herkneth,  what  this  auctour  saith  therfore. 

This  story  is  said,  not  for  that  wives  shuld 
Folwe  Grisilde,  as  in  humilitee, 
For  it  were  importable,  tho  they  wold  ; 
But  for  that  every  wight  in  his  degree 
Shulde  be  constant  in  adversitee, 
As  was  Grisilde,  therfore  Petrark  writeth 
This  storie,  which  with  high  stile  he  enditeth. 

For  sith  a  woman  was  so  patient 
Unto  a  mortal  man,  wel  more  we  ought 
Receiven  all  in  gree  that  God  us  sent. 
For  gret  skill  is  ne  prove  that  he  wrought : 
But  he  ne  tempteth  no  man  that  he  bought, 
As  saith  seint  Jame,  if  ye  his  pistell  rede  ; 
He  preveth  folk  al  day,  it  is  no  drede  : 

And  suffreth  us,  as  for  our  exercise, 
With  sharpe  scourges  of  adversitee 
Ful  often  to  be  bete  in  sondry  wise ; 
Not  for  to  know  our  will,  for  certes  he, 
Or  we  were  borne,  knew  all  our  freeletee  ; 
And  for  our  best  is  all  his  governance  ; 
Let  us  than  live  in  vertuous  suffrance. 

But  o  word,  lordings,  herkeneth,  or  I  go  : 
It  were  ful  hard  to  fin  den  now  adayes 
In  all  a  toun  Grisildes  three  or  two  : 
For  if  that  they  were  put  to  swiche  assayes, 
The  gold  of  hem  hath  now  so  bad  alayes 
With  bras,  that  though  the  coine  be  faire  at  eye, 
It  wolde  rather  brast  atwo  than  plie. 

For  which  here,  for  the  wives  love  of  Bathe, 
Whos  lif  and  al  hire  secte  God  maintene 
In  high  maistrie,  and  elles  were  it  scathe, 
I  wol  with  lusty  herte  fresshe  and  grene, 
Say  you  a  song  to  gladen  you,  I  wene : 
And  let  us  stint  of  erneetful  matere. 
Herkneth  my  song,  that  saith  in  this  manere. 
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Grisilde  is  ded,  and  eke  hire  patience, 
And  both  at  ones  buried  in  Itaille  : 
For  which  I  crie  in  open  audience, 
No  wedded  man  so  hardy  be  to  assaille 
His  wives  patience,  in  trust  to  find 
Grisildes,  for  in  certain  he  shal  faille. 

0  noble  wives,  ful  of  highe  prudence, 
Let  non  humilitee  your  tonges  naile : 
Ne  let  no  clerk  have  cause  or  diligence 
To  write  of  vou  a  storie  of  swiche  mervaille, 
As  of  Grisildis  patient  and  kinde, 
Lest  Chichevache  you  swalwe  in  hir  entraille. 

Folweth  ecco,  that  holdeth  no  silence, 
But  ever  answereth  at  the  countretaille  : 
Beth  not  bedaffed  for  your  innocence, 
But  sharply  taketh  on  you  the  governaille  : 
Emprenteth  wel  this  lesson  in  your  minde, 
For  comun  profit,  sith  it  may  availle. 


Ye  archewives,  stondeth  ay  at  defence, 
Sin  ye  be  strong,  as  is  a  grei  eamailte, 
Ne  suffreth  not,  that  men  do  you  offence. 
And  sclendre  wives,  feble  as  in  bataille, 
Beth  egre  as  is  a  tigre  yond  in  Inde  ; 
Ay  clappeth  as  a  mill,  I  you  counaaille. 

Ne  drede  hem  not,  doth  hem  no  reverence, 
For  though  thin  husbond  armed  be  in  maille, 
The  arwes  of  thy  crabbed  eloauence 
Shal  perce  his  brest,  and  eke  his  aventaille : 
In  jalousie  I  rede  eke  thou  him  binde, 
And  thou  ahalt  make  him  couche  as  doth  a  qnaille. 

If  thou  be  faire,  ther  folk  ben  in  presence 
Shew  thou  thy  visage,  and  thin  apparaille  : 
If  thou  be  fouie,  be  free  of  thy  dispence, 
To  get  thee  frendes  ay  do  thv  travaille : 
Be  ay  of  ehere  as  light  as  lefe  on  linde, 
And  let  him  care,  and  wepe,  and  wringe,and  wailie. 
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THE  MARCHANTES  PROLOGUE. 

Wiping  and  wailing,  care  and  other  sorwe 
I  have  ynough,  on  even  and  on  morwe, 
Quod  the  marchant,  and  so  have  other  mo, 
That  wedded  ben  ;  I  trowe  that  it  be  so  : 
For  wel  I  wot  it  fareth  so  by  me. 
I  have  a  wif,  the  werste  that  may  be, 
For  though  the  fend  to  hire  ycoupled  were, 
She  wolde  him  overmatche  I  dare  wel  swere. 
What  shulde  I  you  reherse  in  special 
Hire  high  malice  !  she  is  a  shrew  at  al. 

Ther  is  a  long  and  a  larpe  difference 
Betwix  Grisildes  grete  patience, 
And  of  my  wif  the  passing  crueltee. 
Were  I  unbounden,  all  so  mote  I  the, 
I  wolde  never  eft  comen  in  the  snare. 
We  wedded  men  live  in  sorwe  and  care, 
Assay  it  who  so  wol,  and  he  shal  finde 
That  I  say  soth,  by  seint  Thomas  of  Inde, 
As  for  the  more  part,  I  say  not  alle  ; 
God  shilde  that  it  shulde  so  befalle. 

A,  good  sire  hoste,  I  have  ywedded  be 
Thise  monethes  two,  and  more  not  parde  ; 
And  yet  I  trowe  that  he,  that  all  his  lif 
Wifles  hath  ben,  though  that  men  wolde  him  rife 
Into  the  herte,  ne  coudo  in  no  manere 
Tellen  so  much  sorwe,  as  I  you  here 
Coud  tellen  of  my  wives  cursednesse. 

Now,  quod  our  noste,marchant,8o  God  youblesse, 
Sin  ye  so  mochel  knowcn  of  that  art, 
Ful  hertely  I  pray  you  tell  us  part. 

Gladly,  quod  he,  but  of  min  owen  sore 
For  sory  herte  I  tellen  may  no  more. 
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Whilom  ther  was  dwelling  in  Lumbardie 
A  worthy  knight,  that  born  was  at  Pavie 


In  which  he  lived  in  grei  prosperitee  ; 
And  sixty  yere  a  wifles  man  was  he, 
And  folwed  ay  his  bodily  delit 
On  women,  ther  as  was  his  appetit, 
As  don  thise  fooles  that  ben  aeculere. 
And  whan  that  he  was  passed  sixty  yere, 
Were  it  for  holinesse  or  for  dotage, 
I  cannot  sain,  but  swiche  a  gret  corage 
Hadde  this  knight  to  ben  a  wedded  man, 
That  day  and  night  he  doth  all  that  he  can 
To  espien,  wher  that  he  might  wedded  be ; 
Praying  our  lord  to  granten  him,  that  he 
Mignte  ones  knowen  of  that  blisful  lif, 
That  is  betwix  an  husbond  and  his  wif, 
And  for  to  live  under  that  holy  bond, 
With  which  God  firste  man  and  woman  bond. 
Non  other  lif  (said  he)  is  worth  a  bene  : 
For  wedlok  is  so  esy  and  so  clene, 
That  in  this  world  it  is  a  paradise. 
Thus  saith  this  olde  knight,  that  was  so  wise. 

And  certainly,  as  soth  as  God  is  king, 
To  take  a  wif,  it  is  a  glorious  thing, 
And  namely  whan  a  man  is  old  and  hare, 
Than  is  a  wif  the  fruit  of  his  tresore ; 
Than  shuld  he  take  a  yong  wif  and  a  faire, 
On  which  he  might  engendren  him  an  heire, 
And  lede  his  lif  m  joye  and  in  solas, 
Wheras  thise  bachelers  singen  alas. 
Whan  that  they  finde  any  adversitee 
In  love,  which  n'is  but  childish  vanHee. 
And  trewely  it  sit  wel  to  be  so, 
That  bachelers  have  often  peine  and  wo : 
On  brotel  ground  they  bilde,  and  brotelnease 
They  finden,  whan  they  wenen  sikernesse : 
They  live  but  as  a  bird  or  as  a  beste, 
In  libertee  and  under  non  areste, 
Ther  as  a  wedded  man  in  his  estat 
Liveth  a  lif  blisful  and  ordinat, 
Under  the  yoke  of  manage  ybound  : 
Wel  may  his  herte  in  joye  and  blisse  abound. 
For  who  can  be  so  buxom  as  a  wif! 
Who  is  so  trowe  and  eke  so  ententif 
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m,  sike  and  hole,  as  is  his  make ! 
•r  wo  she  n'ill  him  not  forsake  : 
>t  wery  him  to  love  and  serve, 
at  he  lie  bedrede  til  that  he  sterve. 
som  clerkes  sain,  it  is  not  so, 
ie  Theophrast  is  on  of  tho  : 
e  though  Theophrast  list  for  to  lie ! 
no  wil,  quod  he,  for  husbondrie, 
(pare  in  houshold  thy  dispence  : 
irvant  doth  more  diligence 
to  kepe,  than  doth  thin  owen  wif, 
ol  claimen  half  part  al  hire  lif. 
t  thou  be  sike,  so  God  me  save, 
frendes  or  a  trewe  knave 
thee  bet  than  she,  that  waiteth  ay 
good,  and  hath  don  many  a  day. 
itence,  and  an  hundred  things  werse 
lis  man  ther  God  his  bones  curse. 
10  kepe  of  al  swiche  vanitee, 
leophrast,  and  herkeneth  me. 
Goddes  yefte  veraily  ; 
naner  yeftes  hardely, 
rentes,  pasture,  or  commune, 
,  all  ben  yeftes  of  fortune, 
tnasa  shadow  on  the  wall : 
thou  not,  if  plainly  speke  I  shal, 
last  and  in  thin  hous  endure, 
r  than  thee  list  paraventure. 
!  is  a  ful  gret  sacrament ; 
that  hath  no  wif  1  hold  him  shent ; 
helples,  and  all  desolat : 
f  folk  in  seculer  estat) 
teth  why,  I  say  not  this  for  nought, 
an  is  for  mannes  help  y wrought. 
God,  whan  he  had  Adam  maked, 
lim  al  alone  belly  naked, 
grete  goodnesse  saide  than, 
r  make  an  helpe  unto  this  man 
cnself,  and  than  he  made  him  Eve. 
sy  ye  see,  and  hereby  may  ye  preve, 
'  is  mannes  helpe  and  his  comfort, 
is  terrestre  and  his  disport : 
and  so  vertuous  is  she, 
;en  nodes  live  in  unitee  : 
iy  ben,  and  o  flesh,  as  I  gesse, 
do  berte  in  wele  and  in  distresse. 
a  !  seinte  Marie,  benedidte, 
it  a  man  have  any  adversite 
a  wif !  certes  I  cannot  seye. 
the  which  that  is  betwix  hem  tweye 
no  tonge  telle  or  berte  thinke. 
oure,  she  helpeth  him  to  swinke  ; 
i  his  good,  and  wasteth  never  a  del ; 
re  husbond  doth,  hire  liketh  wel ; 
not  ones  nay,  whan  he  saith  ye  ; 
aith  he  ;  al  redy,  sire,  saith  she. 
1  ordre,  o  wedlok  precious, 
•o  mery,  and  eke  so  vertuous, 
mmended,  and  approved  eke, 
y  man  that  holt  him  worth  a  leke, 
bare  knees  ought  all  his  lif 
lis  God,  that  him  hath  sent  a  wif, 
ray  to  God  him  for  to  send 
last  unto  his  lives  end. 
Iiis  lif  is  set  in  sikernesse, 
ot  be  deceived,  as  1  gesse, 
•  werche  after  his  wives  rede  ; 
he  boldly  beren  up  his  hede, 
so  trewe,  and  therwithal  so  wise. 
if  if  thou  wilt  werchen  as  the  wise, 


Do  alway  so,  as  women  wol  thee  rede. 

Lo  how  that  Jacob,  as  thise  clerkes  rede, 
By  good  conseil  of  his  mother  Rebekke 
Bounde  the  kiddes  skin  about  his  nekke  ; 
For  which  his  fadres  benison  he  wan. 

Lo  Judith,  as  the  storie  eke  tell  can, 
By  good  conseil  she  Goddes  peple  kept, 
And  slow  him  Holofernes  while  he  slept. 

Lo  Abigail,  by  good  conseil  how  she 
Saved  hire  husbond  Nabal,  whan  that  he 
Shuld  han  be  slain.   And  loke,  Hester  also 
By  good  conseil  delivered  out  of  wo 
The  peple  of  God,  and  made  him  Mardochee 
Of  Assuere  enhaunsed  for  to  be. 

Ther  n'is  no  thing  in  gree  superlatif 
(A 8  saith  Senek)  above  an  humble  wif. 
Suffer  thy  wives  tonge,  as  Caton  bit, 
She  shal  command,  and  thou  shalt  suffren  it, 
And  yet  she  wol  obey  of  curtesie. 

A  wif  is  keper  of  thin  husbondrie : 
Wel  may  the  sike  man  bewaile  and  wepe, 
Ther  as  ther  is  no  wif  the  hous  to  kepe. 
I  warne  thee,  if  wisely  thou  wilt  werche, 
Love  wel  thy  wif,  as  Crist  loveth  his  cherche : 
If  thou  lovest  thyself,  love  thou  thy  wif. 
No  man  hateth  his  flesh,  but  in  his  lif 
He  fostreth  it,  and  therfore  bid  I  thee 
Cherish  thy  wif,  or  thou  shalt  never  the. 
Husbond  and  wif,  what  so  men  jape  or  play, 
Of  worldly  folk  holden  the  siker  way : 
They  ben  so  knit,  ther  may  non  harm  betide, 
And  namely  upon  the  wives  side. 

For  which  this  January,  of  whom  I  told, 
Considered  hath  within  his  dayes  old 
The  lusty  lif,  the  vertuous  quiete, 
That  is  in  manage  hony-swete. 
And  for  his  frendes  on  a  day  he  sent 
To  tellen  hem  ih'  effect  of  his  entent. 

With  face  sad,  his  tale  he  hath  hem  told : 
He  sayde,  frendes,  I  am  hore  and  old, 
And  almost  (God  wot)  on  my  pittee  brinke, 
Upon  my  soule  somwnat  most  I  thinke. 
I  nave  my  body  folily  dispended, 
Blessed  be  God  that  it  aha]  ben  amended : 
For  I  wol  ben  certain  a  wedded  man, 
And  that  anon  in  all  the  hast  I  can. 
Unto  som  maiden,  fair©  and  tendre  of  age, 
I  pray  you  ahapeth  for  my  manage 
All  sodenly,  for  1  wol  not  abide : 
And  I  wol  fonde  to  espien  on  my  aide, 
To  whom  I  may  be  wedded  hastily. 
But  for  as  inoche  as  ye  ben  more  than  I, 
Ye  shullen  rather  swiche  a  thing  espien 
Than  I,  and  wher  me  beste  were  to  allien. 

But  o  thing  warn  I  you,  my  frendes  dere, 
I  wol  non  old  wif  han  in  no  manere  : 
She  shal  not  passen  twenty  yere  certain. 
Old  fish  and  yonge  flesh  wold  I  have  fain. 
Bet  is  (quod  he)  a  pike  than  a  pikerel, 
And  bet  than  old  beef  is  the  tendre  veel. 
I  wol  no  woman  thirty  yere  of  age, 
It  is  but  benestraw  and  gret  forage. 
And  eke  thise  olde  widewes  (God  it  wote) 
They  connen  so  moch  craft  on  Wades  bote, 
So  mochel  broken  harm  whan  that  hem  lest, 
That  with  hem  shuld  I  never  live  in  rest. 
For  sondry  scoles  maken  subtil  clerkes  ; 
Woman  of  many  scoles  half  a  clerk  is. 
But  certainly,  a  yong  thing  men  may  gie, 
Right  as  men  may  warm  wax  with  handes  plie. 
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Wherfore  I  say  you  plainly  in  a  clause, 
I  wol  non  old  wif  han  right  for  this  cause. 

For  if  so  were  I  hadde  swiche  meschance, 
That  I  in  hire  ne  ooude  have  no  pleaance, 
Than  shuld  I  lede  my  lif  in  aroutrie, 
And  so  streight  to  the  devil  whan  I  die. 
Ne  children  shuld  I  non  upon  hire  geten : 
Yet  were  me  lever  houndes  had  me  eten, 
Than  that  min  heritage  shnlde  fall 
In  straunge  hondes :  and  this  I  tell  you  all. 
I  dote  not,  I  wot  the  cause  why 
Men  shulden  wedde :  and  furthermore  wot  I, 
Ther  speketh  many  a  man  of  mariage, 
That  wot  no  more  of  it  than  wot  my  page, 
For  which  causes  a  man  shuld  take  a  wif. 
If  he  ne  may  not  liven  chast  his  lif, 
Take  him  a  wif  with  gret  devotion, 
Because  of  leful  procreation 
Of  children,  to  the  honour  of  God  above, 
And  not  only  for  paramour  or  love ; 
And  for  they  shulden  lecherie  eschue, 
And  yeld  hir  dette  whan  that  it  is  due : 
Or  for  that  eche  of  hem  shuld  helpen  other 
In  meschefe,  as  a  suster  shal  the  brother, 
And  live  in  chastitee  ful  holilv. 

But,  sires,  (by  your  leve)  that  am  not  I, 
For  God  be  thanked,  I  dare  make  avaunt, 
I  fele  my  limmes  stark  and  suffisant 
To  don  all  that  a  man  belongeth  to  : 
I  wot  myselven  best  what  I  may  do. 
Though  I  be  hoor,  I  fare  as  doth  a  tre, 
That  blosmeth  er  the  fruit  ywoxen  be  ; 
The  blosmy  tre  n'is  neither  drie  ne  ded  : 
I  fele  me  no  wher  hoor  but  on  my  hed. 
Min  herte  and  all  my  limmes  ben  as  greue, 
As  laurer  thurgh  the  yere  is  for  to  senc. 
And  sin  that  ye  han  herd  all  min  entent, 
I  pray  you  to  my  will  ye  wolde  assent. 

Diverse  men  diversely  him  told 
Of  mariage  many  ensamples  old  ; 
Som  blamed  it,  som  praised  it  dertain  ; 
But  atte  laste,  shortly  for  to  sain, 
(As  all  day  falleth  altercation 
Betwixen  frendes  in  disputison) 
Ther  fell  a  strif  betwix  his  brethren  two, 
Of  which  that  on  was  cleped  Placebo, 
Justinus  sothly  called  was  that  other. 

Placebo  sayd  ;  O  January  brother, 
Ful  litel  node  han  ye,  my  lord  so  dere, 
Conseil  to  aske  of  any  that  is  here : 
But  that  ye  ben  so  ful  of  sapience, 
That  you  ne  liketh  for  your  high  prudence, 
To  weiven  fro  the  word  of  Salomon. 
This  word  sayd  he  unto  us  everich  on  ; 
Werke  alio  thing  by  conseil,  thus  sayd  he, 
And  than  ne  shalt  thou  not  repenten  thee. 
But  though  that  Salomon  spake  swiche  a  word, 
Min  owen  dere  brother  and  my  lord, 
So  wisly  God  my  sonle  bringe  at  rest, 
I  hold  your  owen  conseil  is  the  best. 

For,  brother  min,  take  of  me  this  motif, 
I  have  now  ben  a  court-man  all  my  lif, 
And  God  it  wot,  though  I  unworthy  be, 
I  have  stonden  in  ful  gret  degree 
Abouten  lordes  of  ful  high  estat : 
Yet  had  I  never  with  non  of  hem  debat, 
I  never  hem  contraried  trewely. 
I  wot  wel  that  my  lord  can  more  than  I  ; 
What  that  he  saith,  I  hold  it  firme  and  stable, 
1  say  the  same,  or  elles  thing  semblable. 


A  ful  gret  fool  is  any  conseillour, 
That  serveth  any  lord  of  high  honour, 
That  dare  presume,  or  ones  thinken  it, 
That  his  conseil  shuld  passe  his  lordes  wit. 
Nay,  lordes  be  no  fooles  by  my  fay. 
Ye  han  yourselven  shewed  here  to-day 
So  high  sentence,  so  holily,  and  wel, 
That  I  consent,  and  confirme  every  del 
Your  wordes  all,  and  your  opinioun. 
By  God  ther  n'is  no  man  in  all  this  toun 
Ne  in  Itaille,  coud  bet  han  ysayd : 
Crist  holt  him  of  this  conseil  wel  apaid. 
And  trewely  it  is  an  high  corage 
Of  any  man  that  stopen  is  in  age. 
To  take  a  young  wif,  by  my  fader  kin  : 
Your  herte  hongeth  on  a  joly  pin. 

Doth  now  in  wis  matere  right  as  you  lest, 
For  finally  I  hold  it  for  the  beat 

Justinus,  that  ay  stille  sat  and  herd, 
Right  in  this  wise  he  to  Placebo  answerd. 
Now,  brother  min,  be  patient  I  pray, 
Sin  ye  han  said,  and  herkneth  what  1  say. 

Senek  among  his  other  wordes  wise 
Saith,  that  a  man  ought  him  right  wel  arise, 
To  whom  he  yeveth  his  loud  or  his  catel. 
And  sith  I  ought  avisen  me  right  wel, 
To  whom  I  yeve  my  good  away  fro  me, 
Wel  more  I  ought  avisen  me,  parde, 
To  whom  I  yeve  my  body :  for  alway 
I  warne  you  wel  it  is  no  childes  play 
To  take  a  wif  without  avisement 
Men  must  enqueren  (this  is  min  assent) 
Wheder  she  be  wise  and  sobre,  or  dronkelewe, 
Or  proud,  or  elles  other  waies  a  shrew, 
A  chidester,  or  a  wastour  of  thy  ^ood, 
Or  riche  or  poure,  or  elles  a  man  is  wood. 
Al  be  it  so,  that  no  man  finden  shal 
Non  in  this  world,  that  trotteth  hoi  in  al, 
Ne  man,  ne  beste,  swiche  as  men  can  devise, 
But  natheles  it  ought  ynough  suffice 
With  any  wif,  if  so  were  that  she  had 
Mo  goode  thewes,  than  hire  vices  bad  : 
And  all  this  axeth  leiser  to  enquere. 
For  God  it  wot,  I  have  wept  many  a  tere 
Ful  prively,  sin  that  I  had  a  wif. 
Praise  who  so  wol  a  wedded  mannes  lif, 
Certain  I  find  in  it  but  cost  and  care, 
And  observances  of  alle  blisses  bars. 
And  yet,  God  wot,  my  neighebonrs  abonte, 
And  namely  of  women  many  a  route, 
Sain  that  I  have  the  moste  stedefast  wif, 
And  eke  the  mekest  on  that  bereth  lif. 
But  I  wot  best,  wher  wringeth  me  my  sho. 
Ye  may  for  me  right  as  you  liketh  do. 
Aviseth  you,  ye  ben  a  man  of  age, 
How  that  ye  entren  into  mariage  ; 
And  namely  with  a  yong  wif  and  a  fairs. 
By  him  that  made  water,  fire,  erthe,  and  aire, 
The  yongest  man,  that  is  in  all  this  route, 
Is  besy  ynow  to  bringen  it  aboute 
To  han  his  wif  alone,  trusteth  me  : 
Ye  shul  not  plesen  hire  fully  yeres  three, 
This  is  to  sain,  to  don  hire  ful  pleaance. 
A  wif  axeth  ful  many  an  observance. 
I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  evil  apaid. 

Wel,  quod  this  January,  and  bast  thou  saide  I 
Straw  for  Senek,  and  straw  for  thy  proverbes, 
I  counte  not  a  panier  ful  of  herbes 
Of  scole  termes  ;  wiser  men  than  thou, 
As  thou  hast  herd,  assented  here  right  now 
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lrpos  :  Placebo,  what  save  ye  ! 

t  is  a  coned  man,  quod  he, 

eth  matrimoine  sikerly. 

i  that  word  they  risen  sodenly, 

assented  fully,  that  he  sholde 

ed  whan  him  list,  and  wher  he  wolde. 

antasie  and  curious  besinesse 

to  day  gan  in  the  soule  empresse 

try  about  his  manage. 

aire  shap,  and  many  a  faire  visage 

seth  thurgh  his  herte  night  by  night. 

to  toke  a  mirrour  polished  bright, 

it  in  a  oomune  market  place, 

ild  he  see  many  a  figure  pace 

lirrour,  and  in  the  same  wise 

nary  in  with  his  thought  devise 

»ns,  which  that  dwelten  him  beside  : 

not  wher  that  he  might  abide, 
tat  on  hare  beautee  in  hire  face, 
stont  so  in  the  peples  grace 
sadnesse  and  hire  benignitee, 
the  peple  the  gretest  vols  hath  she  : 

were  riche  and  hadden  a  bad  name, 
eles,  betwix  ernest  and  game, 
;  last  appointed  him  on  on, 
til  other  from  his  herte  gon, 
»  hire  of  his  owen  auctoritee, 

is  blind  all  day,  and  may  not  see. 
u  that  he  was  in  his  bed  ybrought, 
eied  in  his  herte  and  in  his  thought 
ihe  beautee,  and  hire  age  tendre, 
kiel  smal,  hire  armes  long  and  sclendre, 
e  governance,  hire  gentillease, 
nanly  bering,  and  hue  sadnesse. 
han  that  he  on  hire  was  condescended, 
ught  his  chois  it  might  not  ben  amended  ; 
n  that  he  himself  concluded  had, 
tight  eche  other  mannes  wit  so  bad 
weaible  it  were  to  replie 
s  chois ;  this  was  his  fantasie. 
aides  sent  he  to,  at  his  instance, 
ted  hem  to  don  him  that  plesance, 
(tily  they  wolden  to  him  come  ; 
e  abregge  hir  labour  all  and  some  : 

0  more  to  hem  to  go  ne  ride, 
ippointed  ther  he  wolde  abide. 

to  came,  and  eke  his  frendes  sone, 
irfirst  he  bade  hem  all  a  bone, 

1  of  hem  non  argumentes  make 
te  purpos  that  he  hath  ytake  : 
urpos  was  plesant  to  God  (said  he) 
ay  ground  of  his  prosperitee. 

id,  ther  was  a  maiden  in  the  toun, 
hat  of  beautee  hadde  gret  renoun, 
it  so,  she  were  of  smal  degree, 
him  hire  youth  and  hire  beautee : 
oaid  (he  said)  he  wold  han  to  his  wif 
in  ese  and  holinesse  his  lif  : 
nked  God,  that  he  might  han  hire  all, 
wight  with  his  blisse  parte  n  shall : 
ied  hem  to  labour  in  this  nede, 
pen  that  he  faille  not  to  spede. 
i,  he  sayd,  his  spirit  was  at  ese  ; 
(quod  he)  nothing  may  me  displese, 
bine  pricketh  in  my  conscience, 
ch  I  wol  reherse  in  your  presence. 
i  (quod  he*  herd  said  ful  yore  ago, 
.y  no  man  nan  parfite  blisses  two, 
o  say,  m  erthe  and  eke  in  heven. 
igh  be  kepe  him  fro  the  sinnes  seven, 


And  eke  from  every  branch  of  thilke  tree, 

Yet  is  ther  so  parfit  felicitee, 

And  so  gret  ese  and  lust  in  mariage, 

That  ever  I  am  agast  now  in  min  age, 

That  I  shal  leden  now  so  mery  a  lif, 

So  delicat,  withouten  wo  or  strif, 

That  I  shal  han  min  heven  in  erthe  here. 

For  sin  that  veray  heven  is  bought  so  dere 

With  tribulation  and  gret  penance, 

How  shuld  I  than,  living  in  swiche  plesance 

As  alle  wedded  men  don  with  hir  wives, 

Come  to  the  blisse,  ther  Crist  eterne  on  live  is  f 

This  is  my  drede,  and  ye,  my  brethren  tweie, 

Assoileth  me  this  question  I  preie. 

J  us  tin  us,  which  that  hated  his  folie, 
Answerd  anon  right  in  his  japerie  ; 
And  for  he  wold  his  longe  tale  abrege, 
He  wolde  non  auctoritee  allege, 
But  sayde,  sire,  so  ther  be  non  obstacle 
Other  than  this,  God  of  his  hie  miracle, 
And  of  his  mercy  may  so  for  you  werche, 
That  er  ye  have  your  rights  of  holy  cherche, 
Ye  may  repent  of  wedded  mannes  lif, 
In  which  ye  sain  ther  is  no  wo  ne  strif : 
And  elles  God  forbede,  but  if  he  sent 
A  wedded  man  his  grace  him  to  repent 
Wei  often,  rather  than  a  single  man. 
And  therfore,  sire,  the  best  rede  that  I  can, 
Despeire  you  not,  but  haveth  in  memorie, 
Para  venture  she  may  be  your  purgatorie  ; 
She  may  be  Goddes  raene  and  Goddes  whippe ; 
Than  shal  your  soule  up  unto  heven  skippe 
Swifter  than  doth  an  arow  of  a  bow. 
I  hope  to  God  hereafter  ye  shal  know, 
That  ther  n'is  non  so  gret  felicitee 
In  mariage,  ne  never  more  shal  be, 
That  you  shal  let  of  your  salvation, 
So  that  ye  use.  as  skill  is  and  reson, 
The  lustes  of  your  wif  attemprely, 
And  that  ye  plese  hire  nat  to  amorously  : 
And  that  ye  kepe  you  eke  from  other  sinne. 
My  tale  is  don,  for  my  wit  is  but  thinne. 
Beth  not  agast  hereof,  my  brother  dere, 
But  let  us  waden  out  of  this  matere. 
The  wif  of  Bathe,  if  ye  han  understonde, 
Of  mariage,  which  ye  now  han  in  honde, 
Declared  hath  ful  wel  in  litel  space  : 
Fareth  now  wel,  God  have  you  in  his  grace. 

And  with  this  word  this  Justine  and  his  brother 
Han  take  hir  leve,  and  eche  of  hem  of  other. 
And  whan  they  saw  that  it  must  nedes  be, 
They  wroughten  so  by  sleighte  and  wise  tretee, 
That  she  this  maiden,  which  that  Mai  us  hight, 
As  hastily  as  ever  that  she  might, 
Shal  wedded  be  unto  this  January. 
I  trow  it  were  to  longe  you  to  tary, 
If  I  you  told  of  every  script  and  bond, 
By  which  that  she  was  feoffed  in  his  lond  ; 
Or  for  to  rekken  of  hire  rich  array. 
But  finally  yeomen  is  the  day, 
That  to  the  chirche  bothe  ben  they  went, 
For  to  receive  the  holy  sacrament. 
Forth  cometh  the  preest,  with  stole  about  his  nekke, 
And  bade  hire  be  like  Sara  and  Rebekke, 
In  wisdome  and  in  trouthe  of  mariage  : 
And  sayd  his  orisons,  as  is  usage, 
And  crouched  hem, and  bade  God  shuld  hem  blesse, 
And  made  all  siker  ynow  with  holinesse. 

Thus  ben  they  wedded  with  solempnitee  ; 
And  at  the  feste  aitteth  he  and  she 
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With  other  worthy  folk  upon  the  deis. 

Al  ful  of  joye  and  blisse  is  the  paleis, 

And  ful  of  instruments,  and  of  vitaille, 

The  raoste  deinteous  of  all  Itaille. 

Beforn  hem  stood  swiche  instruments  of  soun, 

That  Orpheus,  ne  of  Thebes  Amphion, 

Ne  maden  never  swiche  a  melodie. 

At  every  cours  in  came  loude  minstralcie, 

That  nerer  Joab  tromped  for  to  here, 

Ne  he  Theodomas  yet  half  so  clere 

At  Thebes,  whan  the  citee  was  in  doute. 

Bacchus  the  win  hem  skinketh  al  about©, 

And  Venus  laugheth  upon  every  wight, 

(For  January  was  become  hire  knight, 

And  wolde  bothe  assaien  his  corage 

In  libertee,  and  eke  in  mariage) 

And  with  hire  firebrond  in  hire  bond  aboute 

Danceth  before  the  bride  and  all  the  route. 

And  certainly  I  dare  right  wel  say  this, 

Ymeneus,  that  God  of  wedding  its, 

Saw  never  his  lif  so  mery  a  wedded  man. 

Hold  thou  thy  pees,  thou  poet  Marcian, 
That  writest  us  that  ilke  wedding  mery 
Of  hire  Philologie  and  him  Mercurie, 
And  of  the  songes  that  the  Muses  songe  : 
To  smal  is  both  thy  pen  and  eke  thy  tonge 
For  to  descriven  of  this  mariage. 
Whan  tendre  youth  hath  wedded  stouping  age, 
Ther  is  swiche  mirth  that  it  may  not  be  writen  ; 
Assaieth  it  yourself,  than  may  ye  witen 
If  that  I  lie  or  non  in  this  matere. 

Maim*,  that  sit  with  so  benigne  a  chere, 
Hire  to  behold  it  semed  faerie, 
Qucne  Hester  loked  never  with  swiche  an  eye 
On  Assuere,  so  meke  a  look  hath  she, 
I  may  you  not  devise  all  hire  beautee ; 
But  thus  raoch  of  hire  beautee  tell  I  may, 
That  she  was  like  the  bright©  morwe  of  May 
Fulfilled  of  all  beautee,  and  plesance. 

This  January  is  ravished  in  a  trance, 
At  every  time  he  loketh  in  hire  face, 
But  in  his  herte  he  gan  hire  to  manacc, 
That  he  that  night  in  armes  wold  hire  strcinc 
Harder  than  ever  Paris  did  Helcine. 
But  natheles  yet  had  he  gret  pitee 
That  thilke  night  offenden  hire  must  he, 
And  thought,  alas,  o  tendre  creature, 
Now  wolde  God  ye  mighten  wel  endure 
All  my  corage,  it  is  so  sharpe  and  kene  ; 
I  am  agast  ye  shal  it  nat  sustene. 
But  God  forbede,  that  1  did  all  my  might. 
Now  wolde  God  that  it  were  waxen  night, 
And  that  the  night  wold  lasten  ever  mo. 
I  wold  that  all  this  peple  were  ago. 
And  finally  he  doth  all  his  labour, 
As  he  best  mighte,  saving  his  honour, 
To  haste  hem  fro  the  mete  in  subtil  wise. 

The  time  came  that  reson  was  to  rise, 
And  after  that  men  dance,  and  drinken  fast, 
And  spices  all  about  the  hous  they  cast, 
And  ful  of  joye  and  blisse  is  every  man, 
All  but  a  squier,  that  highte  Damian, 
Which  carf  beforn  the  knight  ful  many  a  day  : 
He  was  so  ravisht  on  his  lady  May, 
That  for  the  veray  peine  he  was  nie  wood  ; 
Almost  he  swelt,  and  swouned  ther  he  stood  : 
So  sore  hath  Venus  hurt  him  with  hire  brond, 
As  that  she  bare  it  dancing  in  hire  bond. 
And  to  his  bed  he  went  him  hastily  ; 
No  more  of  him  as  at  this  time  speke  I  ; 


But  ther  I  let  bim  wepe  ynow  and  plaine,  ' 
Til  f reslie  May  wol  rewen  on  his  peine.  [ 

0  perilous  fire,  that  in  the  bedstraw  bredeth  1 
O  famulcr  fo,  that  his  service  bedeth  ! 
O  servant  traitour,  false  of  holy  he  we, 
Like  to  the  nedder  in  bosom  sue  untrewe, 
God  shelde  us  alle  from  your  acquaintance  1 
O  January,  dronken  in  plesance 
Of  mariage,  see  how  thy  Damian, 
Thin  owen  squier  and  thy  boren  man, 
Entendeth  for  to  do  thee  vilanie : 
God  grante  thee  thin  homly  fo  to  espie. 
For  in  this  world  n'is  werse  pestilence, 
Than  homly  fo,  all  day  in  thy  presence. 

Parformed  hath  the  sonne  his  arke  dinroe, 
No  longer  may  the  body  of  him  sojourne 
On  the  orisont,  as  in  that  latitude  : 
Night  with  his  mantel,  that  is  derke  and  rude, 
Gran  oversprede  the  Hemisperie  aboute  : 
For  which  departed  is  this  lusty  route 
Fro  January,  with  thank  on  every  side. 
Home  to  hir  houses  lustily  they  ride, 
Ther  as  they  don  hir  th Luges,  as  hem  lest, 
And  whan  they  saw  hir  time  son  to  rest. 

Sone  after  that  this  hastif  January 
Wol  go  to  bed,  he  wol  no  longer  Ury. 
He  drinketh  Ipocras,  clarre,  and  vernage 
Of  spices  hot,  to  encresen  his  corage  : 
And  many  a  letuarie  had  he  ful  fine, 
Swiche  as  the  cursed  monk  dan  Constant! ne 
Hath  written  in  his  book  de  Coitu  ; 
To  ete  hem  all  he  wolde  nothing  eschue : 
And  to  his  privee  frendes  thus  sayd  he  : 

For  Goddes  love,  as  sone  as  it  may  be, 
Let  voiden  all  this  hous  in  curteis  wise.  I 
And  they  han  don  right  as  he  wol  devise. 

Men  drinken,  and  the  travers  drawe  anon  ; 
The  bride  is  brought  a-bed  as  still  as  ston  ; 
And  whan  the  bed  was  with  the  preest  yblesMd, 
Out  of  the  chambre  hath  every  wight  him  dnwed, 
And  January  hath  fast  in  armes  take 
His  freshe  May,  his  paradia,  bis  make. 
He  lulleth  hire,  he  kisseth  hire  ful  oft ; 
With  thicke  bristles  of  his  berd  unsoft, 
Like  to  the  skin  of  houndfish,  sharp  as  brere, 
(For  he  was  shave  al  newe  in  his  manere) 
He  rubbeth  hire  upon  hire  tendre  nice. 
And  soyde  thus  ;  Alas  !  I  mote  trespace 
To  you,  my  spouse,  and  you  gretly  offend, 
Or  time  come  that  I  wol  doun  descend. 
But  natheles  considereth  this,  (quod  he) 
Ther  n'is  no  workman,  whatsoever  he  be, 
That  may  both  werken  wel  and  hastily  : 
This  wol  be  don  at  leiser  parfitly. 
It  is  no  force  how  longe  that  we  play  ; 
In  trewe  wedlok  coupled  be  we  tway  ; 
And  blessed  be  the  yoke  that  we  ben  inne. 
For  in  our  actes  may  ther  be  no  sinne. 
A  man  may  do  no  sinne  with  his  wif, 
Ne  hurt  himselven  with  his  owen  knif : 
For  we  have  leve  to  play  us  by  the  lawe. 

Thus  laboureth  he,  til  that  the  day  gan  dswe, 
And  than  he  taketh  a  sop  in  fine  clarre, 
And  upright  in  his  bed  than  sitteth  he. 
And  after  that  he  sang  ful  loud  and  clere, 
And  kist  his  wif,  and  maketh  wanton  chere. 
He  was  al  coltish,  ful  of  ragerie, 
And  ful  of  jergon,  as  a  flecked  pie. 
The  slacke  skin  about  his  necke  sbaketh, 
While  that  he  sang,  so  ehanteth  he  and  crakrth 
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wot  what  that  May  thought  in  hire  herte, 
te  him  saw  up  sitting  in  his  sherte 
ght  cap,  and  with  his  necke  lene  : 
leth  not  his  playing  worth  a  bene, 
d  he  thus  ;  my  reete  wol  I  take 

is  come,  I  may  no  longer  wake  ; 
n  he  layd  his  hed  and  slept  til  prime, 
rward,  whan  that  he  saw  his  time, 
1  January,  but  freshe  May 
9  in  chambre  til  the  fourthe  day, 
t  is  of  wires  for  the  beste. 
y  labour  som  time  moste  han  reete, 
ionge  may  he  not  endure  ; 
>  say,  no  lives  creature, 
ish,  or  brid,  or  best,  or  man. 
ol  I  speke  of  woful  Damian, 
pireth  for  lore,  as  ye  shul  here  ; 

I  speke  to  him  in  this  manere. 
sely  Damian,  alas  ! 

0  this  demand,  as  in  this  cas, 
It  thou  to  thy  lady  freshe  May 

y  wo  t   She  wol  alway  say  nay  ; 
on  speke,  she  wol  thy  wo  bewrein  ; 
iin  help,  I  can  no  better  sein. 
ike  Damian  in  Venus  fire 
eth,  that  he  dieth  for  desire ; 
h  he  put  his  lif  in  a  venture, 
r  might  he  in  this  wise  endure, 
»ly  a  penner  gan  he  borwe, 
lettre  wrote  he  all  his  sorwe, 
re  of  a  complaint  or  a  lay, 
mire  freshe  lady  May. 
purse  of  silk,  heng  on  his  sherte, 
it  put,  and  layd  it  at  his  herte. 
one  that  at  none  was  thilke  day 
nary  hath  wedded  freshe  May 
Taure,  was  into  Cancer  gliden  ; 
tath  Mains  in  hire  chambre  abiden, 
ne  is  unto  thise  nobles  alle. 
ihal  not  eten  in  the  halle, 
four  or  three  dayes  at  the  leste 
ben,  than  let  hire  go  to  feste. 
the  day  complete  fro  none  to  none, 
it  the  highe  mease  was  ydone, 
»t  this  January  and  May, 
as  is  the  brighte  somers  day. 
efel,  how  that  this  goode  man 
red  him  upon  this  Damian, 
le  ;  Seinte  Marie,  how  may  it  be, 
oian  entendeth  not  to  me  1 
like  f  or  how  may  this  betide ! 
lien,  which  that  stoden  ther  beside, 
him,  because  of  his  siknesse, 
tied  him  to  don  his  besinesse  : 
r  cause  mighte  make  him  tary. 
le  forthinketh,  quod  this  January  ; 
en  til  squier  by  my  trouthe, 

1  died,  it  were  gret  harme  and  routhe. 
wise,  discrct,  and  as  secree, 

tan  I  wote  of  his  degree, 
to  manly  and  eke  servisable, 
o  ben  a  thrifty  man  right  able. 

mete  as  sone  as  ever  I  may 
•elfe  visite  him,  and  eke  May, 
im  all  the  comfort  that  I  can. 
hat  word  him  blessed  every  man, 
is  bountee  and  his  gentillesse 

so  comforten  in  siknesse 
r,  for  it  was  a  gen  til  dede. 
quod  this  January,  take  good  hede, 


At  after  mete,  ye  with  your  women  alle, 

(Whan  that  ye  ben  in  chambre  out  of  this  halle) 

That  all  ye  gon  to  see  this  Damian  : 

Doth  him  disport,  he  is  a  gentil  man, 

And  telleth  him  that  I  wol  him  visite, 

Have  I  no  thing  but  rested  me  a  lite  : 

And  spede  you  faste,  for  I  wol  abide 

Til  that  ye  slepen  faste  by  my  side. 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  unto  him  calle 

A  squier,  that  was  marshal  of  his  halle, 

And  told  him  certain  thinges  that  he  wolde. 

This  freshe  May  hath  streight  hire  way  yholde 
With  all  hire  women  unto  Damian. 
Doun  by  his  beddes  side  sit  she  than, 
Comforting  him  as  goodly  as  she  may. 

This  Damian,  whan  that  his  time  he  say, 
In  secree  wise,  his  purse,  and  eke  his  bill, 
In  which  that  he  ywritten  had  his  will, 
Hath  put  into  hire  hond  withouten  more, 
Save  that  he  siked  wonder  depe  and  sore, 
And  softely  to  hire  right  thus  sayd  he  ; 
Mercie,  and  that  ye  nat  discover  me  : 
For  I  am  ded,  if  that  this  thing  be  kid. 

This  purse  hath  she  in  with  hire  bosom e  hid, 
And  went  hire  way  ;  ye  get  no  more  of  me  ; 
But  unto  January  ycome  is  she, 
That  on  his  beddes  side  sate  fill  soft. 
He  taketh  hire,  and  kisseth  hire  ful  oft : 
And  layd  him  doun  to  slepe,  and  that  anon. 
She  feined  hire,  as  that  she  muste  gon 
Ther  as  ye  wote  that  every  wight  mot  nede ; 
And  whan  she  of  this  bill  hath  taken  hede, 
She  rent  it  all  to  cloutes  at  the  last, 
And  in  the  privee  softely  it  cast. 

Who  studieth  now  but  faire  freshe  May  t 
Adoun  by  olde  January  she  lay, 
That  slepte,  til  the  cough  hath  him  awaked  : 
Anon  he  prayed  hire  stripen  hire  al  naked, 
He  wold  of  hire,  he  said,  nave  som  plesance  ; 
And  said,  hire  clothes  did  him  encombrance. 
And  she  obeieth  him,  be  hire  lefe  or  loth. 
But  lest  that  precious  folk  be  with  me  wroth, 
How  that  he  wrought,  I  dare  nat  to  you  tell, 
Or  wheder  hire  thought  it  paradis  or  hell  ; 
But  ther  I  let  hem  werken  in  hir  wise 
Til  evesong  rang,  and  that  they  must  arise. 

Were  it  by  destinee,  or  aventure, 
Were  it  by  influence,  or  by  nature, 
Or  constellation,  that  in  swiche  estat 
The  heven  stood  at  that  time  fortunat, 
As  for  to  put  a  bill  of  Venus  werkes 
(F or  alle  thing  hath  time,  as  sayn  thise  clerkes) 
To  any  woman  for  to  get  hire  love, 
I  cannot  say,  but  grete  God  above, 
That  knoweth  that  non  act  is  causeles, 
He  deme  of  all,  for  I  wol  hold  my  pees. 
But  soth  is  this,  how  that  this  freshe  May 
Hath  taken  swiche  impression  that  day 
Of  pitee  on  this  sike  Damian, 
That  fro  hire  herte  she  ne  driven  can 
The  remembrance  for  to  don  him  ese. 
Certain  (thought  she)  whom  that  this  thing  displeso 
I  rekke  not,  for  here  I  him  assure, 
To  love  him  best  of  any  creature, 
Though  he  no  more  hadde  than  his  sherte. 

Lo,  pitee  renneth  sone  in  gentil  herte. 
Here  may  ye  seen,  how  excellent  franchise 
In  women  is  whan  they  hem  narwe  avise. 
Som  tyraunt  is,  as  ther  ben  many  on, 
That  hath  an  herte  as  hard  as  any  ston, 
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Which  wold  ban  lette  him  sterven  in  the  place 
Wei  rather  than  han  granted  him  hire  grace  : 
And  hem  rejoycen  in  hir  cruel  pride, 
And  rekken  not  to  ben  an  homicide. 

This  gentil  May,  fulfilled  of  pitee, 
Right  of  hire  hond  a  lettre  maketh  she, 
In  which  she  granteth  him  hire  veray  grace  ; 
There  lacked  nought,  but  only  day  and  place, 
Wher  that  she  might  unto  his  lust  suffice  : 
For  it  shall  be,  right  as  he  wol  devise. 

And  whan  she  saw  hire  time  upon  a  day 
To  visiten  this  Damian  goth  this  May, 
And  sotilly  this  lettre  doun  she  threat 
Under  his  pilwe,  rede  it  if  him  lest. 
She  taketh  him  by  the  hond,  and  hard  him  twist 
So  secretly,  that  no  wight  of  it  wist, 
And  bade  him  ben  all  hoi,  and  forth  she  went 
To  January,  whan  he  for  hire  sent. 

Up  riseth  Damian  the  nexte  morwe, 
Al  passed  was  his  siknesse  and  his  sorwe. 
He  kembeth  him,  he  proineth  him  and  piketh, 
He  doth  all  that  his  lady  lust  and  liketh  ; 
And  eke  to  January  he  goth  as  lowe, 
As  ever  did  a  dogge  for  the  bowe. 
He  is  so  plesant  unto  every  man, 
(For  craft  is  all,  who  so  that  don  it  can) 
That  every  wight  is  fain  to  speke  him  good  ; 
And  fully  in  Ins  ladies  grace  he  stood. 

Thus  let  I  Damian  about  his  nede, 
And  in  my  tale  forth  I  wol  procede. 

Som  clerkes  holden  that  felicitee 
Stiin t  in  delit,  and  therfore  certain  he 
This  noble  January,  with  all  his  might 
In  honest  wise  as  longeth  to  a  knight, 
Shope  him  to  liven  ful  deliriously. 
His  housing,  his  array,  as  honestly 
To  his  degree  was  maked  as  a  kingcs. 
Amonges  other  of  his  honest  thinges 
He  had  a  gardin  walled  all  with  ston. 
So  fayre  a  gardin  wote  I  no  wher  non. 
For  out  of  doute  I  veraily  suppose, 
That  he  that  wrote  the  Romant  of  the  Rose, 
Ne  coude  of  it  the  beau  tee  wel  devise  : 
Ne  Priapus  ne  mighte  not  suffise, 
Though  he  be  god  of  gardins,  for  to  tell 
The  beautee  of  the  gardin,  and  the  well, 
That  stood  under  a  Taurer  alway  grene. 
Ful  often  time  he  Pluto  and  his  quene 
Proserpina,  and  alle  hir  faerie, 
Disporten  hem  and  maken  melodie 
About  that  well,  and  daunced,  as  men  told. 

This  noble  knight,  this  January  the  old 
Swiche  deintee  hath  in  it  to  walke  and  pley, 
That  he  wol  suffre  no  wight  bere  the  key, 
Sauf  he  himself,  for  of  the  smal  wiket 
He  bare  alway  of  silver  a  cliket, 
With  which  whan  that  him  list  he  it  unshctte. 
And  whan  that  he  wold  pay  his  wives  dette 
In  somer  seson  thider  wold  he  go, 
And  May  his  wif,  and  no  wight  but  they  two  ; 
And  thinges  which  that  were  not  don  a-bedde, 
He  in  the  gardin  parfourmed  hem  and  spedde. 

And  in  this  wise  many  a  mery  day 
Lived  this  January  and  freshe  May, 
But  worldly  joye  may  not  alway  endure 
To  January,  ne  to  no  creature. 

O  soden  hap,  o  thou  fortune  unstable, 
Like  to  the  Scorpion  so  deceivable, 
That  flatrest  with  thy  hed  whan  thou  wolt  sting  ; 
Thy  tayl  is  deth,  thurgh  thin  enveniming. 


O  brotel  joye,  o  swete  poyson  queinte, 
O  monstre,  that  so  sotilly  canst  peinte 
Thy  giftes,  under  hewe  of  stedfastnesse, 
That  thou  deceivest  bothe  more  and  lease, 
Why  hast  thou  January  thus  deceived, 
That  haddest  him  for  thy  ful  frend  received  t 
And  now  thou  hast  beraft  him  both  his  eyen. 
For  sorwe  of  which  desireth  he  to  dyen. 

Alas  !  this  noble  January  free, 
Amidde  his  lust  and  his  prosperitee 
Is  waxen  blind,  and  that  al  sodenly. 
He  wepeth  and  he  waileth  pitously  ; 
And  therwithall,  the  fire  of  jalousie 
(Lest  that  his  wif  shuld  fall  in  som  folie) 
So  brent  his  herte,  that  he  wolde  fain, 
That  som  man  had  both  bim  and  hire  yslain ; 
For  nother  after  his  deth,  ne  in  his  lif, 
Ne  wold  he  that  she  were  no  love  ne  wif, 
But  ever  live  as  a  widewe  in  clothes  blake, 
Sole  as  the  turtle  that  hath  lost  hire  make. 
But  at  the  last,  after  a  moneth  or  tway 
His  sorwe  gan  asswagen,  soth  to  say. 
For  whan  he  wist  it  might  non  other  be, 
He  patiently  toke  his  adversitee  : 
Save  out  of  doute  he  ne  may  nat  forgon, 
That  he  n'as  jalous  ever  more  in  on : 
Which  jalousie  it  was  so  outrageous, 
That  neither  in  halle,  ne  in  non  other  hous, 
Ne  in  non  other  place  never  the  mo 
He  n'olde  suffre  hire  for  to  ride  or  go, 
But  if  that  he  had  honde  on  hire  alway. 
For  which  ful  often  wepeth  freshe  May, 
That  loveth  Damian  so  brenningly, 
That  she  moste  either  dien  sodenly, 
Or  elles  she  moste  han  him  as  hire  lest : 
She  waited  whan  hire  herte  wold  to-brest. 

Upon  that  other  side  Damian 
Becoinen  is  the  sorwefullest  man 
That  ever  was,  for  neither  night  ne  day 
Ne  might  he  speke  a  word  to  freshe  May, 
As  to  his  purpos  of  no  swiche  matere, 
But  if  that  January  must  it  here, 
That  had  an  hand  upon  hire  evermo. 
But  natheles,  by  writing  to  and  fro, 
And  privee  signes,  wist  he  what  she  ment, 
And  she  knew  eke  the  fin  of  his  entent. 

O  January,  what  might  it  thee  availe, 
Though  thou  might  seen,  as  fer  as  shippes  smile ! 
For  as  good  is  blind  to  deceived  be, 
As  be  deceived,  whan  a  man  may  see. 
Lo  Argus,  which  that  had  an  hundred  even, 
For  all  that  ever  he  coude  pore  or  prien, 
Yet  was  he  blent,  and,  God  wot,  so  ben  mo, 
That  wenen  wisly  that  it  be  not  so : 
Passe  over  is  an  ese,  I  say  no  more. 

This  freshe  May,  of  which  I  spake  of  yore, 
In  warm  wex  hath  enprented  the  cliket. 
That  January  bare  of  the  smal  wiket, 
By  which  into  his  gardin  oft  he  went ; 
And  Damian  that  knew  all  hire  entent 
The  cliket  contrefeted  prively  ; 
Ther  n'is  no  more  to  say,  but  hastily 
Som  wonder  by  this  cliket  shal  betide, 
Which  ye  shul  heren,  if  ye  wol  abide. 

O  noble  Ovide,  soth  sayest  thou,  God  wote. 
What  sleight  is  it  if  love  be  long  and  hole, 
That  he  n'ill  find  it  out  in  som  manere  t 
By  Pyramus  and  Thisbe  may  men  lere  ; 
Though  they  were  kept  ful  long  and  streit  over  4 
They  ben  accorded,  rowning  thurgh  a  wall, 
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right  coude  han  founden  swichea  aleighte. 
to  purpos ;  er  that  daiea  eight© 
sea  of  the  month  of  Juil,  befill, 
nary  hath  caught  so  gret  a  will, 
gging  of  hia  wif,  him  for  to  play 
.-din,  and  no  wight  but  they  tway, 
morwe  unto  this  May  said  he  ; 
ny  wif,  my  love,  my  lady  free  ; 
38  Tois  is  herd,  myn  owen  swete  ; 
:r  is  gon,  with  all  his  raines  wete. 
h  now  with  thin  eyen  columbine, 
r  ben  thy  brests  than  ony  wine, 
n  is  enclosed  all  aboute  ; 
th,  my  white  spouse,  for  out  of  doute, 
t  me  wounded  in  myn  herte,  o  wif : 
a  thee  n'as  never  in  all  thy  lif. 
ii,  and  let  us  taken  our  disport, 
lee  for  my  wif  and  my  comfort, 
olde  lewed  wordes  used  he. 
in  a  signe  made  she, 
hold  go  before  with  his  cliket. 
Jan  hath  opened  the  wiket, 
i  stert,  and  that  in  swiche  manere, 
right  might  him  see  neyther  yhere, 
he  sit  under  a  bush.  Anon 
lary,  as  blind  as  is  a  ston, 
us  in  his  hand,  and  no  wight  mo, 
freahe  gardin  is  ago, 
jed  to  the  wiket  sodenly. 
if,  quod  he,  here  n'is  but  thou,  and  I, 
the  creature  that  I  best  love  : 
at  lord  that  sit  in  heven  above, 
ever  dien  on  a  knif, 
»  offenden,  dere  trewe  wif. 
ea  sake,  thinke  how  I  thee  chees, 
o  covetise  douteles, 
for  the  love  I  had  to  thee, 
gh  that  1  be  old  and  may  not  see, 
le  trewe,  and  I  wol  tell  you  why  ; 
ree  thingea  shal  ye  win  therby  ; 

>  of  Crist,  and  to  yourself  honour, 
iin  heritage,  toun  and  tour. 

you,  maketh  chartres  as  you  lest : 
be  don  to-morwe  er  amine  rest, 
jod  my  aoule  bring  to  bliaae ; 
u  on  this  covenant  ye  me  kiaae. 
gh  that  I  be  jaloua,  wite  me  nought ; 

>  depe  enprented  in  my  thought, 
n  that  I  consider  your  beautee, 
withall  the  unlikely  elde  of  me, 

t  certes,  though  1  shulde  die, 

0  ben  out  of  your  compagnie 

r  love  ;  this  is  withouten  doute  : 

;  me,  wif,  and  let  us  rome  aboute. 

eshe  May,  whan  she  thise  wordes  herd, 

r  to  January  answerd, 

and  forward  she  began  to  wepe  : 

uod  she,  a  aoule  for  to  kepe 

1  ye,  and  also  min  honour, 

y  wifhood  thilke  tendre  flour, 
at  I  have  assured  in  your  hond, 
it  the  preest  to  you  my  body  bond  : 
;  I  wol  answere  in  this  manere, 
b  of  you,  myn  owen  lord  ho  dere. 
to  God  that  never  daw  that  day, 
i  sterve,  as  foule  as  woman  may, 
do  unto  my  kin  that  shame, 
[  empeire  so  my  name, 
i  Calse  ;  and  if  I  do  that  lakke, 
n  me  and  put  me  in  a  aakke, 


And  in  the  nexte  river  do  me  drenche  : 

I  am  a  gentil  woman,  and  no  wenche. 

Why  apeke  ye  thus !  but  men  ben  ever  untrewe, 

And  women  han  reprefe  of  you  ay  newe. 

Ye  con  non  other  daliance,  1  leve, 

But  apeke  to  us  as  of  untrust  and  repreve. 

And  with  that  word  she  saw  wher  Damian 
Sat  in  the  bush,  and  coughen  she  began  ; 
And  with  hire  finger  a  signe  made  she, 
That  Damian  shuld  climbe  up  on  a  tre, 
That  charged  was  with  fruit,  and  up  he  went : 
For  veraily  he  knew  all  hire  entent, 
And  every  signe  that  she  coude  make, 
Wei  bet  than  January  hire  owen  make. 
For  in  a  lettre  she  had  told  him  all 
Of  this  matere,  how  that  he  werken  shall. 
And  thus  I  let  him  sitting  in  the  pery, 
And  January  and  May  roraing  ful  mery. 

Bright  was  the  day,  and  blew  the  firmament ; 
Phebus  of  gold  his  stremes  doun  hath  sent 
To  gladen  every  flour  with  his  warmnesse ; 
He  was  that  time  in  Gemini*,  I  geese, 
But  litel  fro  his  declination 
Of  Cancer,  Joves  exaltation. 
And  so  befell  in  that  bright  morwe  tide, 
That  in  the  gardin,  on  the  ferther  side, 
Pluto,  that  is  the  king  of  Faerie, 
And  many  a  ladie  in  his  compagnie 
Folwing  his  wif,  the  quene  Proserpina, 
Which  that  he  ravished  out  of  Ethna, 
While  that  she  gadred  floures  in  the  mede, 
(In  Claudian  ye  may  the  story  rede, 
How  that  hire  in  his  grisely  carte  he  fette) 
This  king  of  Faerie  adoun  him  aette 
Upon  a  benche  of  turves  freehe  and  grene, 
And  right  anon  thus  said  he  to  his  quene. 

My  wif,  quod  he,  ther  may  no  wight  say  nay, 
The  experience  so  preveth  it  every  day, 
The  treson  which  that  woman  doth  to  man. 
Ten  hundred  thousand  stories  tell  I  can 
Notable  of  your  untrouth  and  brotelnesse. 

O  Salomon,  richest  of  all  richesae, 
Fulfilled  of  sapience,  and  worldly  glorie, 
Ful  worthy  ben  thy  wordes  to  memorie 
To  every  wight,  that  wit  and  reson  can. 
Thus  praise  th  he  the  bountee  yet  of  man  ; 
Among  a  thousand  men  yet  fond  I  on, 
But  of  all  women  fond  I  never  non. 
Thus  saith  this  king,  that  knewe  your  wikkednesse  ; 
And  Jesus,  Filius  Sirach,  as  I  gesse, 
He  speketh  of  you  but  aelden  reverence. 
A  wilde  fire,  a  corrupt  pestilence, 
So  fall  upon  your  bodies  yet  to-night : 
Ne  see  ye  not  this  honourable  knight ! 
Because,  alas  !  that  he  is  blind  and  old, 
Hia  owen  man  shal  make  him  cokewold. 
Lo,  wher  he  ait,  the  lechour,  in  the  tree. 
Now  wol  I  graunten  of  my  majeatee 
Unto  this  olde  blinde  worthy  knight, 
That  he  shal  have  again  hia  eyen  sight, 
Whan  that  hia  wif  wol  don  him  vilanie  ; 
Than  shal  he  knowen  all  hire  harlotrie, 
Both  in  reprefe  of  hire  and  other  mo. 

Ye,  aire,  quod  Proserpine,  and  wol  ye  so  I 
Now  by  my  modre  Ceres  aoule  I  swere, 
That  I  Bhall  yeve  hire  suffiaant  answere, 
And  alle  women  after  for  hire  sake  ; 
That  though  they  ben  in  any  gilt  ytake, 
With  face  bold  they  shul  hemselve  excuse, 
And  bere  hem  doun  that  wolden  hem  accuse. 
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For  lacke  of  answere,  noil  of  us  shal  dien. 
Al  had  yo  seen  a  thing  with  bothe  youre  eyen, 
Yet  shul  we  so  visage  it  hardely, 
And  wepe  and  swere  and  chiden  subtilly, 
That  ye  shul  ben  as  lewed  as  ben  gees. 

What  rekketh  me  of  your  auctoritees  ? 
I  wote  wel  that  this  Jewe,  this  Salomon, 
Fond  of  us  women  fooles  many  on  :  * 
But  though  that  he  ne  fond  no  good  woman, 
Ther  hath  yfonden  many  an  other  man 
Women  ful  good,  and  trewe,  and  vertuous  ; 
Witnesse  on  hem  that  dwelte  in  Cristes  hous, 
With  martyrdom  they  preved  hir  Constance. 
The  Roma  in  gestes  maken  remembrance 
Of  many  a  veray  trewe  wif  also. 
But,  sire,  ne  be  not  wroth,  al  be  it  so, 
Though  that  he  said  he  fond  no  good  woman, 
I  pray  you  take  the  sentence  of  the  man  : 
He  ment  thus,  That  in  soverain  bountee 
N'is  non  but  God,  no,  nouther  he  ne  she. 

Ey,  for  the  veray  God  that  n'is  but  on, 
What  maken  ye  so  moche  of  Salomon  ! 
What  though  he  made  a  temple,  Goddea  hous  ! 
What  though  he  riche  were  and  glorious  t 
So  made  he  eke  a  temple  of  false  goddes, 
How  might  he  don  a  thing  that  more  forbode  is  1 
Parde  as  faire  as  ye  his  name  emplastre, 
He  was  a  lechbur,  and  an  idolastre, 
And  in  his  elde  he  veray  God  forsoke. 
And  if  that  God  ne  hadde  (as  saith  the  boke) 
Spared  him  for  his  fathers  sake,  he  sholde 
Han  lost  his  regne  rather  than  he  wolde. 

I  sete  nat  of  all  the  vilanie, 
That  he  of  women  wrote,  a  boterflie. 
I  am  a  woman,  nedes  moste  I  speke, 
Or  swell  unto  that  time  min  herte  breke. 
For  sin  he  said  that  we  ben  jangleresses, 
As  ever  mote  I  brouken  hole  my  tresses, 
I  shal  nat  sparen  for  no  curtesie 
To  speke  him  harm,  that  sayth  us  vilanie. 

Dame,  quod  this  Pluto,  be  no  lenger  wroth, 
I  yeve  it  up  :  but  sin  I  swore  min  oth, 
That  I  wold  graunten  him  his  sight  again, 
My  word  shal  stand,  that  warne  I  you  certain  * 
I  am  a  king,  it  sit  me  not  to  lie. 
And  I,  quod  she,  am  quene  of  Faerie. 
Hire  answere  she  shal  han  I  undertake, 
Let  us  no  more  wordes  of  it  make. 
Forsoth,  quod  he,  I  wol  you  not  contrary. 

Now  let  us  turne  again  to  January, 
That  in  the  gardin  with  his  faire  May 
Singeth  wel  merier  than  the  popingay : 
You  love  I  best,  and  shal,  and  other  non. 

So  long  about  the  alleyes  is  he  gon, 
Til  he  was  comen  again  to  thilke  pery, 
Wher  as  this  Damian  sitteth  ful  mery 
On  high,  among  the  freshe  leves  grene. 

This  freshe  May,  that  is  so  bright  and  shene, 
Gan  for  to  sike,  and  said  ;  alas  my  side  ! 
Now,  sire,  quod  she,  for  ought  that  may  betide 
I  moste  have  of  the  peres  that  I  see, 
Or  1  moste  die,  so  sore  longeth  me 
To  eten  of  the  smale  peres  grene  : 
Help  for  hire  love  that  is  of  heven  quene. 
I  tell  you  wel  a  woman  in  my  plit 
May  have  to  fruit  so  gret  an  appetit, 
That  she  may  dien,  but  she  of  it  have. 

Alas  !  quod  he,  that  I  n'adde  here  a  knave, 
That  coude  climbe,  alas  !  alas  !  (quod  he) 
For  I  am  blinde.    Ye,  sire,  no  force,  quod  she ; 


But  wold  ye  vouchesauf  for  Goddes  sake, 
The  pery  in  with  your  armes  for  to  take, 
(For  wel  I  wot  that  ye  mistrusten  me) 
Than  wold  I  climben  wel  ynough,  (quod  she)  • 
So  I  my  fote  might  setten  on  your  back. 

Certes,  said  he,  therin  shal  be  no  lack, 
Might  I  you  helpen  with  min  herte  blood. 

He  stoupeth  doun,  and  on  his  back  she  stood, 
And  caught  hire  by  a  twist,  and  up  she  goth. 

i Ladies,  I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  wroth, 
can  nat  glose,  I  am  a  rude  man  :) 
And  sodenly  anon^this  Damian 
Gan  pullen  up  the  smock,  and  in  he  throng. 

And  whan  that  Pluto  saw  this  grete  wrong, 
To  January  he  yaf  again  his  sight, 
And  made  him  see  as  wel  as  ever  he  might. 
And  whan  he  thus  had  caught  his  sight  again, 
Ne  was  ther  never  man  of  thing  so  fain : 
But  on  his  wif  his  thought  was  ever  mo. 

Up  to  the  tree  he  cast  his  eyen  two, 
And  saw  how  Damian  his  wife  had  dressed 
In  swiche  manere,  it  may  not  ben  expressed, 
But  if  I  wolde  speke  uncurtetsly. 
And  up  he  yaf  a  roring  and  a  cry, 
As  doth  the  mother  whan  the  child  shal  die  ; 
Out !  helpe  !  alas  !  harow  !  he  gan  to  cry  ; 

0  stronge  lady  store,  what  doest  thou  t 
And  she  answered  :  sire,  what  aileth  you ! 

Have  patience  and  reson  in  your  minde, 

1  have  you  holpen  on  both  your  eyen  blinde. 
Up  peril  of  my  soule,  I  shal  nat  heo, 

As  me  was  taught  to  helpen  with  your  eyen, 
Was  nothing  better  for  to  make  you  see. 
Than  strogle  with  a  man  upon  a  tree : 
God  wot,  I  did  it  in  ful  good  entent. 

Strogle  !  quod  he,  ye,  algate  in  it  went. 
God  yeve  you  both  on  shames  deth  to  dien  ! 
He  swived  thee ;  I  saw  it  with  min  eyen  ; 
And  elles  be  I  honged  by  the  halse.  ' 

Than  is,  quod  she,  my  medicine  al  false. 
For  certainly,  if  that  ye  mighten  see, 
Ye  wold  not  say  thise  wordes  unto  me. 
Ye  have  som  glimsing,  and  no  parfit  sight 

I  see,  quod  he,  as  wel  as  ever  I  might, 
(Thanked  be  God)  with  both  min  even  two, 
And  by  my  feith  me  thought  he  did  thee  so. 

Ye  mase,  ye  masen,  goode  sire,  qnod  she  ; 
This  thank  have  I  for  I  have  made  vou  see  : 
Alas  !  quod  she,  that  ever  I  was  so  kind. 

Now,  dame,  quod  he,  let  al  passe  out  of  mind  ; 
Come  doun,  my  lefe,  and  if  I  have  missaid, 
God  helpe  me  so,  as  I  am  evil  apaid. 
But  by  my  fadres  soule,  I  wende  have  sein, 
How  that  this  Damain  had  by  thee  lein, 
And  that  thy  smock  had  lein  upon  his  brest 

Ye,  sire,  quod  she,  ye  may  wene  as  yon  lest : 
But,  sire,  a  man  that  waketh  of  his  slope, 
He  may  not  sodenly  wel  taken  kepe 
Upon  a  thing,  ne  seen  it  parntly, 
Til  that  he  be  adawed  veraily. 
Right  so  a  man,  that  long  hath  blind  ybe, 
He  may  not  sodenly  so  wel  ysee, 
First  whan  his  sight  is  newe  comen  agetn, 
As  he  that  hath  a  day  or  two  ysein. 
Til  that  your  sight  ysateled  be  a  while, 
Ther  may  ful  many  a  sighte  you  begile. 
Beware,  I  pray  you,  for  by  heven  king 
Ful  many  a  man  weneth  to  see  a  thing, 
And  it  is  all  another  than  it  semeth  : 
He  which  that  misconceiveth  oft  misdemeth. 
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th  that  word  she  lep  doun  fro  the  tree. 

ary  who  is  glad  but  he  ! 

i  hire,  and  clippeth  hire  ful  oft, 

re  wombe  he  Btroketh  hire  ful  sor> ; 


And  to  his  paleis  home  he  hath  hire  lad. 
Now,  goode  men,  I  pray  you  to  be  glad. 

Thus  endeth  here  my  tale  of  Januarie, 
God  blesse  us,  and  his  moder  Seinte  Marie. 
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b  mercy,  sayde  oure  Hoste  tho, 
le  a  wif  I  preie  God  kepe  me  fro. 
>  sleightes  and  subtilitees 
ben  ;  for  ay  as  besy  as  bees 
us  sely  men  for  to  deceive, 
a  sothe  wol  they  ever  weive. 
archantes  tale  it  preveth  weL 
lea,  as  trewe  as  any  stele, 
rif,  though  that  she  poure  be  ; 
e  tonge  a  tabbing  shreweis  she  ; 
tie  hath  an  hepe  of  vices  mo. 
force  ;  let  all  swiche  thingcs  go. 
jre  what  t  in  conseil  be  it  seyde, 
1  sore  I  am  unto  hire  teyde  ; 
shulde  rekene  every  vice, 
it  she  hath,  ywis  I  were  to  nice  ; 
»  why,  it  shulde  reported  be 
o  hire  of  som  of  this  compagnie, 
it  nedeth  not  for  to  declare, 
a  eonnen  utter  swiche  chaifare) 
oy  wit  sufficeth  not  therto 
ifl  ;  wherfore  my  tale  is  do. 
come  ner,  if  it  youre  wille  be, 
omwhat  of  love,  for  certes  ye 
eron  as  mocbe  as  any  man. 
quod  he,  but  swiche  thing  as  I  can 
ly  wille,  for  I  wol  not  rebelle 
re  lust,  a  tale  wol  I  telle, 
excused  if  I  speke  amis ; 
s  good  ;  and  lo,  my  tale  is  this. 
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in  the  lond  of  Tartarie, 

t  a  king  that  werreied  Russie, 

bioh  ther  died  many  a  doughty  man  : 

*  lrin£  was  cleped  Cambuscan, 

his  tune  was  of  so  gret  renoun, 

n'as  no  wher  in  no  regioun, 

at  a  lord  in  alle  thing : 

d  nought  that  longeth  to  a  king, 

lecte  of  which  that  he  was  borne. 

is  lay  to  which  he  was  ysworne, 

>  he  was  hardy,  wise,  and  riche, 

s  and  just,  and  alway  yliche  ; 

lis  word,  benigne  and  honourable  ; 

ige  as  any  centre  stable  ; 

h,  and  strong,  in  armes  desirous, 

cheler  of  all  his  nous. 

non  he  was,  and  fortunate, 

ilway  so  wel  real  estat, 


That  ther  n'as  no  wher  swiche  another  man. 

This  noble  king,  this  Tartre  Cambuscan, 
Hadde  two  sones  by  Elfeta  his  wif, 
Of  which  the  eldest  sone  highte  Algarsif, 
That  other  was  ycleped  Camballo. 

A  doughter  had  this  worthy  king  also, 
That  yongest  was,  and  highte  Canace  : 
But  for  to  tellen  you  all  hire  beautee, 
It  lith  not  in  my  tonge,  ne  in  my  conning, 
I  dare  not  undertake  so  high  a  thing  : 
Min  English  eke  is  unsufficient, 
It  muste  ben  a  Rethor  excellent, 
That  coude  his  colours  longing  for  that  art, 
If  he  shuld  hire  descriven  ony  part : 
I  am  not  swiche,  I  mote  speke  as  I  can. 

And  so  befell,  that  whan  this  Cambuscan 
Hath  twenty  winter  borne  his  diademe, 
As  he  was  wont  fro  yere  to  yere  I  deme, 
He  let  the  feste  of  his  nativitee 
Don  crien,  thurghout  Sarra  his  citee, 
The  last  Idus  of  March,  after  the  yere. 

Phebus  the  sonne  ful  jolif  was  and  clere, 
For  he  was  nigh  his  exaltation 
In  Martes  face,  and  in  his  mansion 
In  Aries,  the  colerike  hote  signe  : 
Ful  lusty  was  the  wether  and  benigne, 
For  which  the  foules  again  the  sonne  shene, 
What  for  the  'seson  and  the  yonge  grene, 
Ful  loude  songen  hir  affections  : 
Hem  semed  han  getten  hem  protections 
Again  the  swerd  of  winter  kene  and  cold. 

This  Cambuscan,  of  which  I  have  you  told, 
In  real  vestiments,  sit  on  his  deis 
With  diademe,  ful  high  in  his  paleis  ; 
And  holt  his  feste  so  solempne  and  so  riche, 
That  in  this  world  ne  was  ther  non  it  liche. 
Of  which  if  1  shal  tellen  all  the  array, 
Than  wold  it  occupie  a  somen  day  ; 
And  eke  it  nedeth  not  for  to  devise 
At  every  cours  the  order  of  hir  service. 
I  wol  not  tellen  of  hir  strange  sewes, 
Ne  of  her  swannes,  ne  hir  heronsewes. 
Eke  in  that  lond,  as  tellen  knightes  old, 
Ther  is  som  mete  that  is  ful  deintee  hold, 
That  in  this  lond  men  recche  of  it  ful  smal : 
Ther  n'is  no  man  that  may  reporten  al. 
I  wol  not  tarien  you,  for  it  is  prime, 
And  for  it  is  no  fruit,  but  loose  of  time, 
Unto  my  purpose  I  wol  have  recours. 

And  so  befell  that  after  the  thridde  cours 
While  that  this  king  sit  thus  in  his  nobley, 
Herking  his  ministralles  hir  thinges  pley 
Beforne  him  at  his  bord  deliriously, 
In  at  the  halle  dore  al  sodenly 
Ther  came  a  knight  upon  a  stede  of  bras, 
And  in  his  hond  a  brod  mirrour  of  £las  ; 
Upon  his  thombe  he  had  of  gold  a  ring. 
And  by  his  side  a  naked  swerd  hanging  i 
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And  up  he  rideth  to  the  highe  bord. 
In  all  the  halle  do  was  ther  spoke  a  word, 
For  mervaille  of  this  knight ;  him  to  behold 
Ful  besily  they  waiten  yong  and  old. 

This  strange  knight  that  come  thus  sodenly 
AI  armed  save  his  hed  ful  richely, 
Salueth  king  and  quene,  and  lordes  alle 
By  order,  as  they  eaten  in  the  halle. 
With  so  high  reverence  and  observance, 
As  wel  in  speche  as  in  his  contenance, 
That  Gawain  with  his  olde  curtesie, 
Though  he  were  come  agen  out  of  faerie, 
Ne  coude  him  not  amenden  with  a  word. 
And  after  this,  beforn  the  highe  bord 
He  with  a  manly  vois  savd  his  message, 
After  the  forme  used  in  his  langage, 
Withouten  vice  of  Billable  or  of  letter. 
And  for  his  tale  shulde  seme  the  better, 
Accordant  to  his  wordes  was  his  chere, 
As  techeth  art  of  speche  hem  that  it  lere. 
A 1  be  it  that  I  cannot  soune  his  stile, 
Ne  cannot  climben  orer  so  high  a  stile, 
Yet  say  I  this,  as  to  comun  entent, 
Thus  much  amounteth  all  that  ever  he  ment, 
if  it  so  be  that  I  have  it  in  mind. 

He  sayd  ;  The  king  of  Arabie  and  of  Iude, 
My  liege  lord,  on  this  solempne  day 
Salueth  you  as  he  best  can  and  may, 
And  sendeth  you  in  honour  of  your  feste 
B  v  me,  that  am  al  redy  at  your  heste, 
This  stede  of  bras,  that  esily  and  wel 
Can  in  the  space  of  a  day  nature!, 
(This  is  to  sayn,  in  four  and  twenty  houres) 
Wher  so  you  list,  in  drought  or  el  lea  shoures, 
Beren  your  body  into  every  place, 
To  which  your  herte  willeth  for  to  pace, 
Withouten  wemmc  of  you,  thurgh  foule  or  faire. 
Of  if  you  list  to  fleen  as  high  in  the  aire, 
As  doth  an  egle,  whan  him  list  to  sore, 
This  same  stede  filial  here  you  evermore 
Withouten  harme,  till  ye  be  ther  you  lest, 
(Though  that  ye  slepen  on  his  back  or  rest) 
And  turne  again,  with  writhing  of  a  pin. 
Ho  that  it  wrought,  he  coude  many  a  gin  ; 
He  waited  many  a  constellation, 
Or  he  had  don  this  operation, 
And  knew  ful  many  a  sele  and  many  a  bond. 

This  mirrour  ckc,  that  I  have  in  min  hond, 
Hath  swiche  a  might,  that  men  may  in  it  see, 
Whan  ther  shal  faJle  ony  adversitee 
Unto  your  regne,  or  to  yourself  also, 
And  openly,  who  is  your  frend  or  fo. 
And  over  all  this,  if  any  lady  bright 
Hath  set  hire  herte  on  any  maner  wight, 
If  he  be  false,  she  shal  his  treson  see, 
His  newe  love,  and  all  his  subtiltee 
So  openly,  that  ther  shal  nothing  hide. 

Wherfore  again  this  lusty  somer  tide 
This  mirrour  and  this  ring,  that  ye  may  se, 
He  hath  sent  to  my  lady  Canace, 
Your  excellente  doughter  that  is  here. 

The  vertue  of  this  ring,  if  ye  wol  here, 
Is  this,  that  if  hire  list  it  for  to  were 
Upon  hire  thombe,  or  in  hire  purse  it  bere, 
Ther  is  no  foule  that  fleeth  under  heven, 
That  she  ne  shal  wel  understond  his  Steven, 
And  know  his  mening  openly  and  plaine, 
And  answere  him  in  his  langage  again  : 
And  every  gras  that  groweth  upon  rote 
She  shal  eke  know,  and  whom  it  wol  do  bote, 


All  be  his  woundes  never  so  depe  and  wide. 

This  naked  swerd,  that  hangeth  by  my  side, 
Swiche  vertue  hath,  that  what  man  that  it  smite, 
Thurghout  his  armure  it  wol  kerve  and  bite, 
Were  it  as  thicke  as  is  a  braunched  oke  : 
And  what  man  that  is  wounded  with  the  stroke 
Shal  never  be  hole,  til  that  you  list  of  grace 
To  stroken  him  with  the  platte  in  thilke  place 
Ther  he  is  hurt ;  this  is  as  much  to  sain, 
Ye  moten  with  the  platte  swerd  again 
Stroken  him  in  the  wound,  and  it  wol  close. 
This  is  the  veray  soth  withouten  glose, 
It  failleth  not,  while  it  is  in  Your  hold. 

And  whan  this  knight  hath  thus  bis  tale  told, 
He  rideth  out  of  halle,  and  doun  he  light : 
His  stede,  which  that  shone  as  sonne  bright, 
Stant  in  the  court  as  stille  as  any  ston. 
This  knight  is  to  his  chambre  ladde  anon, 
And  is  unarmed,  and  to  the  mete  ysette. 
Thise  presents  ben  ful  richelich  yfctte, 
This  is  to  sain,  the  swerd  and  the  mirrour, 
And  borne  anon  into  the  highe  tour, 
With  certain  officers  ordained  therfore  ; 
And  unto  Canace  the  ring  is  bore 
Solempnely,  ther  she  sat  at  the  table ; 
But  sikerly,  withouten  any  fable, 
The  hors  of  bras,  that  may  not  be  remued ; 
It  stant,  as  it  were  to  the  ground  yglued ; 
Ther  may  no  man  out  of  the  place  it  drive 
For  non  engine,  of  windas,  or  polive : 
And  cause  why,  for  they  con  not  the  craft. 
And  therfore  in  the  place  they  han  it  laft, 
Til  that  the  knight  hath  taught  hem  the  maner*  v 
To  voiden  him,  as  ye  shal  after  here. 

Gret  was  the  prees,  that  swarmed  to  and  fti, 
To  gauren  on  this  hors  that  stondeth  so : 
For  it  so  high  was,  and  so  brod  and  long, 
So  wel  proportioned  for  to  be  strong, 
Right  as  it  were  a  stede  of  Lumbardie ; 
Therwith  so  horsly,  and  so  quik  of  eye, 
As  it  a  gentil  Poileis  courser  were  : 
For  certes,  fro  his  tayl  unto  his  ere 
Nature  ne  art  ne  coud  him  not  amend 
In  no  degree,  as  all  the  peple  wend. 

But  evermore  hir  moste  wonder  was, 
How  that  it  coude  gon,  and  was  of  bras ; 
It  was  of  faerie,  as  the  peple  semed. 
Diverse  folk  diversely  han  demed ; 
As  many  heds,  as  many  wittes  ben. 
They  murmured,  as  doth  a  swarme  of  been, 
And  maden  skilles  after  hir  fantasies, 
Rehersing  of  the  olde  poetries, 
And  sayd  it  was  ylike  the  Pegasee, 
The  hors  that  hadde  winges  for  to  flee, 
Or  ellcs  it  was  the  Grekes  hors  Sinon, 
That  broughte  Troye  to  destruction, 
As  men  moun  in  thise  olde  gestes  rede. 

Min  herte  (quod  on)  is  evermore  in  drede, 
I  trow  som  men  of  armes  ben  tberin, 
That  8hapen  hem  this  citee  for  to  win : 
It  were  right  good  that  al  swiche  thing  were  know. 
Another  rowned  to  his  felaV  low, 
And  sayd,  He  lieth,  for  it  is  rather  like 
An  apparence  ymade  by  som  magike, 
As  jogelours  plaien  at  thise  festes  grete. 
Of  sondry  doutes  thus  they  jangle  and  trete, 
As  lewed  peple  demen  comunly 
Of  thinges,  that  ben  made  more  subtifly, 
Than  they  can  in  hir  lewednesse  comprehends, 
They  demen  gladly  to  the  badder  ende. 
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i  of  hem  wondred  on  the  mirrour, 
was  up  in  to  the  maister  tour, 
raighte  in  it  swiche  thinges  see. 
answerd,  and  »ayd,  it  might  wel  be 
5y  compositions 
and  of  slie  reflections  ; 
that  in  Rome  was  swiche  on. 
;  of  Alhazen  and  Vitellon, 
>tle,  that  writen  in  hir  lives 
mirrours,  and  of  prospectives, 
t  they,  that  han  hir  bookes  herd, 
er  folk  han  wondred  on  the  swerd, 

>  percen  thurghout  erery  thing : 
speche  of  Telephus  the  king, 

hilles  for  his  queinte  spere, 
tde  with  it  bothe  hele  and  dere, 
riche  wise  as  men  may  with  the  swerd, 
ight  now  ye  have  yonrselven  herd. 
?n  of  sondry  harding  of  metall, 
n  of  medicines  therwithall, 
and  whan  it  shuld  yharded  be, 
inknow  algatea  unto  me. 
ken  they  of  Canacees  ring, 
1  all,  that  swiche  a  wonder  thing 
ringes  herd  they  never  non, 
he  Moises  and  king  Salomon 
name  of  conning  in  swiche  art. 
the  peple,  and  drawen  hem  apart, 
beles  som  saiden  that  it  was 

>  maken  of  ferne  ashen  glas, 
glas  nought  like  ashen  of  ferne, 

ey  han  yknowen  it  so  ferne, 
Mseth  hir  jangling  and^tiii*  wonder, 
wondren  som  on  cause  of  thonder, 
ud  floud,  on  gossomer,  and  on  mist, 
I  thing,  til  that  the  cause  is  wist, 
ngfen  they,  and  demen  and  devise, 
ie  king-ganVro  his  bord  arise.  / 
hath  left  the  angle  meridional, 
wending  was  the  beste  real, 
Leon,  with  his  Aldrian, 
t  this  Tartre  king,  this  Cambuscan, 

>  his  bord,  ther  as  he  sat  ful  hie  : 
tm  goth  the  loude  minstralcie, 

ie  to  his  chambre  of  parements, 

ny  sounden  divers  instruments, 

like  an  heven  for  to  here. 

uncen  lusty  Venus  children  dere  : 

!  fish  hir  lady  set  ful  hie, 

h  on  hem  with  a  frendly  eye. 

ble  king  is  set  upon  his  trone  ; 

nge  knight  is  fet  to  him  ful  sone, 

e  daunce  he  goth  with  Canace. 

the  revell  and  the  jolitee, 

t  able  a  dull  man  to  devise  : 

ian  knowen  love  and  his  servise, 

i  festlieh  man,  as  fresh  as  May, 

ie  you  devisen  swiche  array. 

ude  tellen  you  the  forme  of  daunces 

h,  and  so  freshe  contenaunces, 
btil  lokings  and  dissimulings, 

af  jalous  mennes  apperceivings  ! 
ut  Launcelot,  and  he  is  ded. 
[  passe  over  all  this  lustyhed, 
ciore,  but  in  this  jolinesse 

i,  til  men  to  the  souper  hem  dresse. 
irard  bit  the  spices  for  to  hie 

he  win,  in  all  this  melodie  ; 
s  and  the  squierie  ben  gon, 
t  and  the  win  is  come  anon  : 


They  ete  and  drinke,  and  whan  this  had  an  end, 
Unto  the  temple,  as  reson  was,  they  wend  : 
The  service  don,  they  soupen  all  by  day. 

What  nedeth  you  rehersen  hir  array  ? 
Eche  man  wot  wel,  that  at  a  kinges  fest 
Is  plentee,  to  the  most  and  to  the  lest, 
And  deintees  mo  than  ben  in  mv  knowing. 

At  after  souper  goth  this  noble  king 
To  seen  this  hors  of  bras,  with  all  a  route 
Of  lordes  and  of  ladies  him  aboute. 
Swiche  wondring  was  ther  on  this  hors  of  bras, 
That  sin  the  gret  assege  of  Troye  was, 
Ther  as  men  wondred  on  an  hors  also, 
Ne  was  ther  swiche  a  wondring,  as  was  tho. 
But  finally  the  king  asketh  the  knight 
The  vertue  of  this  courser,  and  the  might, 
And  praied  him  to  tell  his  governaunce. 

This  hors  anon  gan  for  to  trip  and  daunce, 
Whan  that  the  knight  laid  hoiid  up  on  his  rein, 
And  saide,  sire,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  sain, 
But  whan  you  list  to  riden  any  where, 
Ye  moten  trill  a  pin,  stant  in  his  ere, 
Which  I  shal  tellen  you  betwixt  us  two, 
Ye  moten  nempne  him  to  what  place  also, 
Or  to  what  contree  that  you  list  to  ride. 

And  whan  ye  come  ther  as  you  list  abide, 
Bid  him  descend,  and  trill  another  pin, 
(For  therin  lieth  the  effect  of  all  the  gin) 
And  he  wol  doun  descend  and  don  your  will, 
And  in  that  place  he  wol  abiden  still : 
Though  al  the  world  had  the  contrary  swore, 
He  shal  not  thennes  be  drawe  ne  be  bore. 
Or  if  you  list  to  bid  him  thennes  gon, 
Trille  this  pin,  and  he  wol  vanish  anon 
Out  of  the  sight  of  every  maner  wight, 
And  come  agen,  be  it  by  day  or  night, 
Whan  that  you  list  to  clepen  him  again 
In  swiche  a  guise,  as  I  shal  to  you  sain 
Betwixen  you  and  me,  and  that  ful  sone. 
Ride  whan  you  list,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  done. 

Enfourmed  whan  the  king  was  of  the  knight, 
And  hath  conceived  in  his  wit  aright 
The  maner  and  the  forme  of  all  this  thing, 
Ful  glad  and  blith,  this  noble  doughty  king 
Repaireth  to  his  revel,  as  beforne. 
The  bridel  is  in  to  the  tour  yborne, 
And  kept  among  his  jewels  lefe  and  dere  : 
The  hors  vanisht,  I  n'ot  in  what  manere, 
Out  of  hir  sight,  ye  get  no  more  of  me  : 
But  thus  I  lete  in  lust  and  jolitee 
This  Cambuscan  his  lordes  festeying, 
Til  that  wel  nigh  the  day  began  to  spring. 


PARS  SECUNDA. 


The  norice  of  digestion,  the  slepe, 
Gan  on  hem  winke,  and  bad  hem  taken  kepe, 
That  mochel  drinke,  and  labour  wol  have  rest  : 
And  with  a  galping  mouth  hem  all  he  kest, 
And  said,  that  it  was  time  to  lie  adoun, 
For  blood  was  in  his  dominatioun  : 
Cherisheth  blood,  natures  frend,  quod  he. 

They  thanken  him  galping,  by  two  by  three ; 
And  every  wight  gan  drawe  him  to  his  rest, 
As  slcpe  hem  bade,  they  toke  it  for  the  best. 

Hir  dremes  shul  not  now  be  told  for  me  ; 
Ful  were  hir  hedes  of  fuinositee, 
That  causeth  dreme,  of  which  ther  is  no  charge. 
They  slepen  til  that  it  was  prime  large, 
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The  moste  part,  but  it  were  Canace  ; 
She  was  ful  mesurable,  as  women  be. 
For  of  hire  father  had  she  take  hire  leve 
To  gon  to  rest,  sone  after  it  was  eve  ; 
Hire  liste  not  appalled  for  to  be, 
Nor  on  the  morwe  unfestliche  for  to  see ; 
And  slept  hire  firste  slepe,  and  than  awoke. 
For  swiche  a  joye  she  in  hire  herte  toke 
Both  of  hire  queinte  ring,  and  of  hire  mirrour, 
That  twenty  time  she  chaunged  hire  colour  ; 
And  in  hire  slepe  right  for  the  impression 
Of  hire  mirrour  she  had  a  vision. 
Wherfore,  or  that  the  sonne  gan  up  glide, 
She  clepeth  upon  hire  maistresse  hire  beside, 
And  saide,  that  hire  luste  for  to  arise. 

This©  olde  women,  that  ben  gladly  wise, 
As  is  hire  maistresse,  answerd  hire  anon, 
And  said  ;  Madame,  whider  wol  ye  gon 
Thus  erly !  for  the  folk  ben  all  in  rest. 

I  wol,  quod  she,  arisen  (for  me  lest 
No  longer  for  to  slepe)  ana  walken  aboute. 

Hire  maistresse  clepeth  women  a  gret  route, 
And  up  they  risen,  wel  a  ten  or  twelve  ; 
Up  riseth  freshe  Canace  hireselve, 
As  rody  and  bright,  as  the  yonge  sonne, 
That  in  the  ram  is  foure  degrees  yronne  ; 
No  higher  was  he,  whan  she  redy  was ; 
And  forth  she  walketh  esily  a  pas, 
Arrayed  after  the  lusty  seson  sote 
Lightely  for  to  playe,  and  walken  on  fote, 
Nought  but  with  five  or  sixe  of  hire  meinie ; 
And  in  a  trenche  forth  in  the  park  goth  she. 
.  The  vapour,  which  that  fro  the  erthe  glode, 
Maketh  the  sonne  to  seme  rody  and  brode  : 
But  natheles,  it  was  so  faire  a  sight, 
That  it  made  all  hir  hertea  for  to  light, 
What  for  the  seson,  and  the  morwening, 
And  for  the  foules  that  she  herde  sing. 
For  right  anon  she  wiste  what  they  inent 
Right  by  hir  song,  and  knew  al  hir  entont. 

The  knotte,  why  that  every  tale  is  tolde, 
If  it  be  taried  til  the  lust  be  colde 
Of  hem,  that  han  it  herkcned  after  yore, 
The  savour  passeth  ever  lenger  the  more, 
For  fulsumnesse  of  the  prolixitee  : 
And  by  that  same  reson  thinketh  me 
I  shuld  unto  the  knotte  condcscende, 
And  maken  of  hire  walking  sone  an  ende. 

Amidde  a  tree  for-dry,  as  white  as  chalk, 
As  Canace  was  playing  in  hire  walk, 
Ther  sat  a  faucon  over  hire  hed  ful  hie, 
That  with  a  pitous  vois  so  gan  to  crie, 
That  all  the  wood  resouned  of  hire  cry, 
And  beten  had  hireself  so  pitously 
With  bothe  hire  winges,  til  the  rede  blood 
Ran  endelong  the  tree,  ther  as  she  stood. 
And  ever  in  on  alway  she  cried  and  shright, 
And  with  hire  bek  hireselven  she  so  twight, 
That  ther  n'is  tigre,  ne  no  cruel  best, 
That  dwell  eth  other  in  wood,  or  in  forest, 
That  n'olde  han  wept,  if  that  he  wepen  coude, 
For  sorwe  of  hire,  she  shright  alway  so  loude. 

For  ther  was  never  yet  no  man  on  live, 
If  that  he  coude  a  faucon  wel  descrive, 
That  herde  of  swiche  another  of  fayreness 
As  wel  of  plumage,  as  of  gentilesse, 
Of  shape,  of  all  that  might  yrekened  be. 
A  faucon  peregrine  semed  she 
Of  fremde  lond,  and  ever  as  she  stood, 
She  swouned  now  and  now  for  lack  of  blood, 


Til  wel  neigh  is  she  fallen  fro  the  tree. 

This  faire  kinges  doughter  Canace, 
That  on  hire  finger  bare  the  queinte  ring, 
Thurgh  which  she  understood  wel  every  thing 
That  any  foule  may  in  his  leden  sain, 
And  coude  answere  him  in  his  leden  again, 
Hath  undeistonden  what  this  faucon  seyd, 
And  wel  neigh  for  the  routhe  almost  she  deyd : 
And  to  the  tree  she  goth  ful  hastily, 
And  on  this  faucon  loketh  pitously, 
And  held  hire  lap  abrode,  for  wel  she  wist 
The  faucon  muste  fallen  from  the  twist 
Whan  that  she  swouned  next,  for  faute  of  blood. 
A  longe  while  to  waiten  hire  she  stood, 
Til  at  the  last  she  spake  in  this  manere 
Unto  the  hauk,  as  ye  shul  after  here. 

What  is  the  cause,  if  it  be  for  to  tell, 
That  ye  ben  in  this  furial  peine  of  hell  t 
Quod  Canace  unto  this  hauk  above  ; 
Is  this  for  sorwe  of  deth,  or  losse  of  love  f 
For  as  I  trow,  thise  be  the  causes  two, 
That  cause  n  most  a  gentil  herte  wo. 
Of  other  harme  it  nedeth  not  to  speke, 
For  ye  yourself  upon  yourself  awreke, 
Which  preveth  wel,  that  other  ire  or  drede 
Mote  ben  encheson  of  your  cruel  dede, 
Sin  that  I  se  non  other  wight  you  chace. 
For  the  love  of  God,  as  doth  yourselven  grace : 
Or  what  may  be  your  helpe  1  for  west  ne  est 
Ne  saw  I  never  er  now  no  brid  ne  best, 
That  ferde  with  himself  so  pitously. 
Ye  sle  me  with  your  sorwe  veraily, 
I  have  of  you  so  gret  compaasioun.  , 
For  Goddes  love  come  fro  the  tree  adoon ; 
And  as  I  am  a  kinges  doughter  trewe, 
If  that  I  veraily  the  causes  knewe 
Of  your  disese,  if  it  lay  in  my  might, 
I  wold  amend  it,  or  that  it  were  night, 
As  wisly  help  me  the  gret  God  of  kind. 
And  hcrbes  shal  I  right  ynough  yfind, 
To  helen  with  your  hurtes  hastily. 

Tho  shright  this  faucon  yet  more  pitoosly 
Than  ever  she  did,  and  fell  to  ground  anon, 
And  lith  aswoune,  as  ded  as  lith  a  ston, 
Til  Canace  hath  in  hire  lappe  hire  take, 
Unto  that  time  she  gan  of  swoune  awake : 
And  after  that  she  out  of  swoune  abraide, 
Right  in  hire  haukes  leden  thus  she  sayde. 

That  pitee  renneth  sone  in  gentil  herte 
(Feling  his  similitude  in  peines  smerte) 
Is  proved  alle  day,  as  men  may  see, 
As  wel  by  werke  as  by  auctoritee, 
For  gentil  herte  kitheth  gentillesse. 
I  see  wel,  that  ye  have  on  my  distrossc 
Compassion,  my  faire  Canace, 
Of  veray  womanly  benignitee, 
That  nature  in  your  principles  hath  set. 
But  for  non  hope  for  to  fare  the  bet, 
But  for  to  obey  unto  your  herte  free, 
And  for  to  maken  other  yware  by  me, 
As  by  the  whelpe  chastised  is  the  leon, 
Right  for  that  cause  and  that  conclusion, 
While  that  I  have  a  leiser  and  a  space, 
Min  harme  I  wol  confessen  er  I  pace. 
And  ever  while  that  on  hire  sorwe  told, 
That  other  wept,  as  she  to  water  wold, 
Til  that  the  faucon  bad  hire  to  be  still, 
And  with  a  sike  right  thus  she  said  hire  tiD. 

Ther  I  was  bred,  (alas  that  ilke  day  !) 
And  fostred  in  a  rocne  of  marble  gray 
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lat  nothing  ailed  me. 
what  was  adversitee, 
;  ful  high  under  the  skie. 
1  a  tercclet  me  faste  by, 
elle  of  alle  gentillease, 
1  of  treson  and  falsenesse. 
?ped  under  humble  chore, 
w  of  trouth  in  swichc  manere, 
«,  and  under  besy  peine, 

coud  have  wend  he  coude  feine, 
>vn  he  died  his  coloured 
peut  hideth  him  under  flourcs, 
»  his  time  for  to  bite  ; 
jod  of  loves  hypocrite 
remonies  and  obeisance, 

scmblaunt  alle  his  observance, 
unto  gentillesse  of  love. 
•  is  all  the  faire  above, 
the  corps,  swiche  as  ye  vote  ; 
is  hypocrite  both  cold  and  bote, 
so  he  served  his  entcnt, 

fend,  non  wiste  what  he  inent  * 
liad  weped  and  complained, 
ere  his  service  to  me  fained, 
lerte,  to  pitous  and  to  nice, 

his  crowned  malice, 
is  deth,  as  though te  me, 
s  and  his  scuretee, 

love,  on  this  conditiouu, 
nin  honour  and  renoun 
othe  privee  and  apert ; 
that,  after  his  desert, 

min  herte  and  all  my  thought, 
1  he,  that  other  waves  nought) 
terte  in  chaunge  of  min  for  ay. 

d,  gon  sithen  is  many  a  day, 
and  a  theef  thinken  not  on. 

te  saw  the  thing  so  for  ygon, 
inted  him  fully  my  love, 
lise  aa  I  have  said  above, 
n  mv  trewe  herte  as  free 
utt  he  yaf  his  herte  to  me, 

e,  ful  of  doublenesse, 

?es  with  so  grct  humblcsse, 
reverence,  as  by  his  chere, 
1  lover  of  manere, 
»  it  semed,  for  the  joye, 
son,  no  Paris  of  Troye, 
,  ne  never  other  man, 
as,  that  aldcrfirst  U>gan 
as  writen  folk  beforno, 
m  the  first  man  was  borne, 

by  twenty  thousand  part 

sophimes  of  his  art ; 
ly  to  unbocle  his  galoche, 
•shc  of  faining  shuld  approche, 
mnke  a  wight,  as  he  did  me. 
s  an  hcven  for  to  see 
,  were  she  never  f»o  wise  ; 
and  kempt,  at  point  device, 
rdos,  as  his  contenauce. 
i  him  for  his  obeisance, 
•outlie  I  <!emed  in  his  herte, 
•e  that  any  tiling  him  siuerte, 
er  so  lite,  and  I  it  wist, 
felt  deth  at  myn  herte  twist, 
o  ferforth  this  thing  is  went, 
waH  his  willes  instrument  ; 

my  will  obeied  his  will 
as  fer  as  reson  fill, 


Keping  the  boundes  of  my  worship  ever  : 
No  never  had  I  thing  so  lefe,  ne  lover, 
As  him,  God  wot,  ne  never  shal  no  mo. 

This  lasteth  longer  than  a  yere  or  two, 
That  I  supposed  of  him  nought  but  good. 
But  finally,  thus  at  the  last  it  stood, 
That  fortune  wolde  that  he  muste  twin 
Out  of  that  place,  which  that  I  was  in. 
Wher  me  was  wo,  it  is  no  question ; 
I  cannot  make  of  it  description. 
For  o  thing  dare  I  tellen  boldely, 
I  know  what  is  the  peine  of  deth  therby, 
Swiche  harme  I  felt,  for  he  ne  might  byleve. 

So  on  a  day  of  me  he  toke  his  leve, 
So  sorweful  eke,  that  I  wend  veraily, 
That  he  had  felt  as  inochel  harme  aa  I, 
Whan  that  I  herd  him  speke,  and  saw  his  hewe. 
But  natheles,  I  thought  he  was  so  trewe, 
And  eke  that  he  repairen  shuld  again 
j  Within  a  litel  while,  soth  to  sain, 
I  And  reson  wold  eke  that  he  muste  go 
For  his  honour,  as  often  happeth  so, 
That  I  made  vertue  of  necessitee, 
And  toke  it  wel,  sin  that  it  muste  be. 
As  I  best  might,  I  hid  fro  him  my  sorwe, 
And  toke  him  by  the  bond,  Seiut  John  to  borwe, 
And  said  him  thus  ;  lo,  I  am  yourcs  all, 
Beth  swichc  as  I  have  ben  to  you  and  sliall. 

What  ho  answerd,  it  nedeth  not  reherse  ; 
Who  can  say  bet  than  he,  who  can  do  worse  ? 
Whan  he  hath  al  wel  said,  than  hatli  he  done. 
Therforc  bchoveth  him  a  ful  long  spone, 
That  slial  ete  with  a  fend  ;  thus  herd  I  say. 

So  at  the  last  he  muste  forth  his  way, 
And  forth  he  fleeth,  til  he  cpme  ther  him  lest. 
Whan  it  came  him  to  purpos  for  to  rest, 
I  trow  that  he  had  thilke  text  in  mind, 
That  alle  thing  repairing  to  his  kind 
Gladcth  himself;  thus  sain  men  as  I  gesso  : 
Men  loven  of  propre  kind  ncwefangelnesse, 
As  briddes  don,  that  men  in  cages  fede. 
For  though  thou  night  and  day  take  of  hem  hede, 
And  strew  hir  cage  faire  and  soft  as  Mike, 
And  give  hem  sugre,  hony,  bred,  and  milke, 
Yet  right  anon  as  that  his  dore  is  up, 
He  with  his  feet  wol  spunicn  doun  his  cup, 
And  to  the  wood  he  wol,  and  wormcs  etc  ; 
So  newefangel  ben  they  of  hir  mete, 
And  loven  noveltees  of  propre  kind  ; 
No  gentillesse  of  blood  ne  may  hem  bind. 

So  ferd  this  tercclet,  alas  the  day  1 
Though  he  were  gentil  borne,  and  fresh,  sad  gtj9 
And  goodly  for  to  scon,  and  humble,  and  free- 
He  saw  upon  a  time  a  kite  flee, 
And  sodenly  he  loved  this  kite  so, 
That  all  hi*  love  is  clone  fro  mo  ago : 
And  hath  his  trout  he  falscd  in  this  mine. 
Thus  hath  the  kite  my  lovo  in  hire  Hiiiu. 
And  I  am  lorn  withouten  remedy. 

And  with  that  word  this  faueoa  gmn  c?. 
And  swouneth  eft  in  Canacces  i 
(  I  ret  was  the  sorwe  for  that  I 
That  Canace  and  all  hire  i 
They  n'isten  how  they  might  ifeiM  £a«S*. 
But  Canace  horn  bereth  hire  mhm*  mo. 
And  softely  in  piastres  pan  hire  taf. 
Thcr  as  she  with  hire  bek  hsdf 

Now  cannot  Canace  bsi  aerf 
Out  of  the  ground,  and 
Of  herbes  precious  sad  faetf  I 
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To  helen  with  this  hauk  ;  fro  day  to  night 
She  doth  hire  besinesse,  and  all  hire  might. 
And  by  hire  beddes  hed  she  made  a  mew, 
And  covered  it  with  velouettes  blew, 
In  eigne  of  trouth,  that  is  in  woman  sene ; 
And  all  without  the  mew  is  pointed  grene, 
In  which  were  pointed  all  thise  false  foules, 
As  ben  thise  tidifes,  tercelettes,  and  owles ; 
And  pies,  on  hem  for  to  cry  and  chide, 
Right  for  despit  were  pointed  hem  beside. 

Thus  lete  I  Canace  hire  hauk  keping. 
I  wol  no  more  as  now  speke  of  hire  ring, 
Til  it  come  eft  to  purpos  for  to  sain, 
How  that  this  faucon  gat  hire  love  again 
Repentant,  as  the  story  telleth  us, 
By  mediation  of  Camballus 


The  kinges  sone,  of  which  that  I  you  told. 
But  hennesforth  I  wol  my  processe  hold 
To  speke  of  aventures,  and  of  bataillea, 
That  yet  was  never  herd  so  gret  mervailles. 

First  wol  1  tellen  you  of  Cambuscan, 
That  in  his  time  many  a  citee  wan  : 
And  after  wol  I  speke  of  Algarsif, 
How  that  he  wan  Theodora  to  his  wif, 
For  whom  ful  oft  in  gret  peril  he  was, 
Ne  had  he  ben  hoi  pen  by  the  bore  of  bras. 
And  after  wol  I  speke  of  Camballo, 
That  fought  in  listes  with  the  brethren  two 
For  Canace,  er  that  he  might  hire  winne, 
Atid  ther  I  left  I  wol  again  beginne. 

•  •  •  • 
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In  faith,  Squier,  thou  hast  thee  wel  yquit 

And  gentillv,  I  preise  wel  thy  wit, 

Quod  the  Frankelein  ;  considering  thin  youthe, 

So  felingly  thou  spekest,  sire,  I  aloue  the 

As  to  my  dome,  ther  is  non  that  is  here, 

Of  eloquence  that  shal  be  thy  pere, 

If  that  thou  live  ;  God  yeve  thee  goode  chance, 

And  in  vertue  send  thee  continuance, 

For  of  thy  speking  I  have  gret  deintee. 

I  have  a  sone,  and  by  the  Trinitee 

It  were  me  lever  than  twenty  pound  worth  lond, 

Though  it  right  now  were  fallen  in  my  hond, 

He  were  a  man  of  swiche  discretion, 

As  that  ye  ben  :  fie  on  possession, 

But  if  a  man  be  vertuous  withal. 

I  have  my  sone  snibbed,  and  yet  shal, 

For  he  to  vertue  listeth  not  to  entend, 

But  for  to  play  at  dis,  and  to  dispend, 

And  lese  all  that  he  hath,  is  his  usage ; 

And  he  had  lever  talken  with  a  page, 

Than  to  commune  with  any  gentil  wight, 

Ther  he  might  leren  gen  til  lease  aright. 

Straw  for  your  gentillesse,  quod  our  hostc. 
What  t  Frankelein,  parde,  sire,  wel  thou  wost, 
That  eche  of  you  mote  tellen  at  the  lest 
A  tale  or  two,  or  breken  his  behest. 
That  know  I  wel,  sire,  quod  the  Frankelein, 
I  pray  you  haveth  me  not  in  disdein, 
Though  I  to  this  man  speke  a  word  or  two. 
Tell  on  thy  tale,  withouten  wordes  mo. 
Gladly,  sire  hoste,  quod  he,  I  wol  obey 

|    Unto  your  will  ;  now  herkeneth  what  I  sey  ; 

j    I  wol  you  not  contrarien  in  no  wise, 
As  fer  as  that  my  wittes  may  suffice. 

I    I  pray  to  God  that  it  may  plesen  you, 
Than  wot  I  wel  that  it  is  good  ynow. 

Thise  olde  gentil  Bretons  in  hir  dayes 
i    Of  diverse  aventures  maden  layes, 
j    Rimeyed  in  hir  firste  Breton  tongc  ; 
j    Which  layes  with  hir  instruments  they  songe, 


Or  elles  redden  hem  for  hir  plesance, 
And  on  of  hem  have  I  in  remembrance, 
Which  I  shal  sayn  with  good  wille  as  I  can. 
'  But,  sires,  because  I  am  a  borel  man, 
At  my  beginning  first  I  you  beseche 
Have  me  excused  of  my  rude  speche. 
I  lerned  never  rhetorike  certain  ; 
Thing  that  I  speke,  it  mote  be  bare  and  plain. 
I  slept  never  on  the  mount  of  Pernaso, 
Ne  lerned  Marcus  Tullius  Cicero. 
Colours  ne  know  I  non,  withouten  drede, 
But  swiche  colours  as  growen  in  the  mede, 
Or  elles  swiche  as  men  die  with  or  peinte  ; 
Colours  of  rhetorike  ben  to  me  queinte  ; 
My  spirit  feleth  not  of  swiche  matere. 
But  if  you  lust  my  tale  shul  ye  here. 
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In  Armorike,  that  called  is  Bretaigne, 
Ther  was  a  knight,  that  loved  and  did  his  peine 
To  serve  a  ladie  in  his  beste  wise  ; 
And  many  a  labour,  many  a  gret  emprise 
He  for  his  lady  wrought,  or  she  were  wonne: 
For  she  was  on  the  fairest  under  sonne, 
And  eke  therto  comen  of  so  high  kinrede, 
That  wel  unnethes  durst  this  knight  for  drede 
Tell  hire  his  wo,  his  peine,  and  his  distresse. 
But  at  the  last,  she  for  his  worthinesses 
And  namely  for  his  meke  obeysance, 
Hath  swiche  a  pitee  caught  of  his  penance, 
That  prively  she  fell  of  his  accord 
To  take  him  for  hire  husbond  and  hire  lord  ; 
(Of  swiche  lordship  as  men  han  over  hir  wives) 
And,  for  to  ledc  the  more  in  blisse  hir  lives, 
Of  his  free  will  he  swore  hire  as  a  knight, 
That  never  in  all  his  lif  he  day  ne  night 
Ne  shulde  take  upon  him  no  maistrie 
Agains  hire  will,  ne  kithe  hire  jalousie, 
But  hire  obey,  and  folwe  hire  will  in  al, 
As  any  lover  to  his  lady  shal : 
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it  the  name  of  soverainetee 
Id  be  ban  for  shame  of  his  degree, 
iked  him,  and  with  ful  gret  hamblesse 
e  ;  sire,  sin  of  your  gentillesse 
ren  me  to  have  bo  large  a  reine, 
e  God  never  betwix  us  tweine, 
Y        were  ©ither  werre  or  strif : 
rol  be  your  bumble  trewe  wif, 
re  my  trouth,  till  that  myn  herte  breste. 
n  they  both  in  quiete  and  in  reste. 
thing,  sires,  saufly  dare  I  seie, 
□des  everich  other  must  obeie, 
wol  longe  holden  compagnie. 
1  not  be  constreined  by  maistrie. 
laistrie  cometh,  the  God  of  love  anon 
tis  winges,  and  fare  we  1,  he  is  gon. 
i  thing,  as  any  spirit,  free, 
of  kind  desiren  libertee, 
to  be  constreined  as  a  thral ; 
Ion  men,  if  sothly  I  say  shal. 
10  that  is  most  patient  in  love, 
his  avantage  all  above. 

is  an  high  vertue  certain, 
•nquisheth,  as  thise  clerkes  sain, 
that  rigour  never  shulde  atteine. 
j  word  men  may  not  chide  or  pleiue. 
to  suffren,  or,  so  mote  I  gon, 
it  lerne  whether  ye  wol  or  non. 
lis  world  certain  no  wight  ther  is, 
ne  doth  or  sayth  somtime  amis, 
nease,  or  constellation, 
,  or  changing  of  complexion, 
ful  oft  to  don  amis  or  speken  : 
i  wrong  a  man  may  not  be  wreken. 
t  time  must  be  temperance 
r  wight  that  can  of  governance, 
rfore  hath  this  worthy  wise  knight 
l  in  ese)  suff ranee  hire  behight  ; 
to  him  ful  wisly  gan  to  swere, 
er  shuld  ther  be  defaute  in  here, 
nay  men  seen  an  humble  wise  accord  : 
th  she  take  hire  servant  and  hire  lord, 
in  love,  and  lord  in  manage. 
a  he  both  in  lordship  and  servage  ? 
!  nay,  but  in  lordship  al  above, 
ath  both  his  lady  and  his  love  : 
certes,  and  his  wif  also, 
eh  that  law  of  love  accordeth  to. 
in  he  was  in  this  prosperitee, 
ith  his  wif  he  goth  to  his  contree, 
ro  Penmark,  ther  his  dwelling  was, 

he  liveth  in  blisse  and  in  solas, 
ioude  tell,  but  he  had  wedded  be, 

the  ese,  and  the  prosperitee, 
>etwix  an  husbond  and  his  wif  ? 
ind  more  lasteth  this  blisful  lif, 
this  knight,  of  which  I  spake  of  thus, 
Cairrud  was  cleped  Arviragus, 
m  to  gon  and  dwelle  a  yere  or  twaine 
dond,  that  cleped  was  eke  Bretaigne, 
in  armes  worship  and  honour  : 
his  Inst  he  set  in  swiche  labour) 
site  ther  two  yere ;  the  book  saith  thus. 
wol  I  stint  of  this  Arviragus, 
ke  I  wol  of  Dorigene  his  wif, 
eth  hire  husbond  as  hire  hertes  lif. 
ibsence  wepeth  she  and  siketh, 
thise  noble  wives  whan  hem  liketh  ; 
neth,  waketh,  waileth,  fasteth,  pleineth  ; 
his  presence  hire  so  distraiueth, 


That  all  this  wide  world  she  set  at  nought. 
Hire  frendes,  which  that  knew  hire  hevy  thought, 
Comforten  hire  in  all  that  ever  they  may  ; 
They  prechen  hire,  they  telle  hire  night  and  day, 
That  causeles  she  sleth  m'reself,  alas  1 
And  every  comfort  possible  in  this  cas 
They  don  to  hire,  with  all  hir  besinesse, 
Al  for  to  make  hire  leve  hire  hevinesse. 

By  processe,  as  ye  knowen  everich  on, 
Men  mowe  so  longe  graven  in  a  ston, 
Til  som  figure  therin  emprented  be  : 
So  long  han  they  comforted  hire,  til  she 
Received  hath,  by  hope  and  by  reson, 
The  emprenting  of  hir  consolation, 
Thurgh  which  hire  grete  sorwe  gan  assuage  ; 
She  may  not  alway  duren  in  swiche  rage. 
And  eke  Arviragus,  in  all  this  care, 
Hath  sent  his  lettres  home  of  his  welfare, 
And  that  he  wol  come  hastily  again, 
Or  elles  had  this  sorwe  hire  herte  slain. 

Hire  frendes  saw  hire  sorwe  gan  to  slake, 
And  preiden  hire  on  knees  for  Goddessake 
To  come  and  romen  in  hir  compagnie, 
Away  to  driven  hire  derke  fautasie : 
And  finally  she  granted  that  request, 
For  wel  she  saw  that  it  was  for  the  best. 

Now  stood  hire  castel  faste  by  the  see, 
And  often  with  hire  frendes  walked  she, 
Hire  to  disporten  on  the  bank  an  hie, 
Wher  as  she  many  a  ship  and  barge  sie, 
Sailing  hir  cours,  wher  as  hem  list  to  go. 
But  than  was  that  a  parcel  of  hire  wo, 
For  to  hireself  ful  oft,  alas  !  said  she, 
Is  ther  no  ship,  of  so  many  as  I  see, 
Wol  bringen  home  my  lord  !  than  were  my  herte 
Al  warished  of  his  bitter  peines  smerte. 

Another  time  wold  she  sit  and  thuike, 
And  cast  her  eyeu  dounward  fro  the  brinke  ; 
But  whan  she  saw  the  grisly  rockes  blake, 
For  veray  fere  so  wold  hire  herte  quake, 
That  on  hire  feet  she  might  hire  not  sustene. 
Than  wold  she  sit  adoun  upon  the  grene, 
And  pitously  into  the  see  behold, 
And  say  right  thus,  with  careful  sikes  cold. 

Eterne  God,  that  thurgh  thy  purveance 
Led  est  this  world  by  certain  governance, 
In  idel,  as  men  sain,  ye  nothing  make. 
But,  lord,  thise  grisly  fendly  rockes  blake, 
That  semen  rather  a  foule  confusion 
Of  werk,  than  any  faire  creation 
Of  swiche  a  parfit  wise  God  and  stable, 
Why  han  ye  wrought  this  werk  unresonable  ! 
For  by  this  werk,  north,  south,  ne  west,  ne  est, 
Ther  n'is  yfostred  man,  ne  brid,  ne  best : 
It  doth  no  good,  to  my  wit,  but  anoyeth. 
See  ye  not,  lord,  how  mankind  it  destroyed)  I 
An  hundred  thousand  bodies  of  mankind 
Han  rockes  slain,  al  be  they  not  in  mind  ; 
Which  mankind  is  so  faire  part  of  thy  werk, 
Thou  madest  it  like  to  thyn  owen  merk. 
Than,  semeth  it,  ye  had  a  gret  chertee 
Toward  mankind  ;  but  how  than  may  it  be, 
That  ye  swiche  raenes  make  it  to  destroycii  ? 
Which  menes  don  no  good,  but  ever  anoyen. 

I  wote  wel,  clerkes  wol  sain  as  hem  lest 
By  arguments,  that  all  is  for  the  best, 
Though  1  ne  can  the  causes  nought  yknow  ; 
But  thilke  God  that  made  the  wind  to  blow, 
As  kepe  my  lord,  this  is  my  conclusion  : 
To  clerkes  lete  1  all  disputison 
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But  wolde  God,  that  all  thise  rockes  blake 

I    Were  sonken  into  helle  for  his  sake. 

I    Thise  rockes  slee  min  herte  for  the  fere. 

I    Thus  wold  she  say  with  many  a  pitous  tere. 

I       Hire  frendes  saw  that  it  was  no  disport 
To  romen  by  the  see,  bat  discomfort, 
And  shape  hem  for  to  plaien  somwher  elles. 
They  leden  hire  by  rivers  and  by  welles, 
And  eke  in  other  places  delitables  ; 
They  dancen  and  they  play  at  ches  and  tables. 

So  on  a  day,  right  m  the  morwe  tide, 
Unto  a  gardin  that  was  ther  beside, 
In  which  that  they  had  made  hir  ordinance 
Of  vitaille,  and  of  other  purveance, 

1    They  gon  and  plaie  hem  all  the  longe  day: 

I    And  this  was  on  the  sixte  morwe  of  May, 

!    Which  May  had  peinted  with  his  softe  shoures 
This  gardin  ful  of  leves  and  of  floures  : 

|    And  craft  of  mannes  hond  so  curiously 

I    Arrayed  had  this  gardin  trewely, 

|    That  never  was  ther  gardin  of  swiche  pris, 

>    But  if  it  were  the  veray  paradis. 

,    The  odour  of  floures,  and  the  freshe  sight, 
Wold  han  ymaked  any  herte  light 

I    That  ever  was  born,  but  if  to  gret  sikenesse 

j    Or  to  gret  sorwe  held  it  in  distresse, 

I    So  ful  it  was  of  beautee  and  plesance. 

j       And  after  dinner  gonnen  they  to  dance 
And  sing  also,  sauf  Dorigene  alone, 

j    Which  made  alway  hire  complaint  and  hire  mone, 
For  she  ne  saw  him  on  the  dance  go, 
That  was  hire  husbond,  and  hire  love  also  : 
But  nathlees  she  must  a  time  abide, 
And  with  good  hope  let  hire  sorwe  slide. 

Upon  this  dance,  amonges  other  men, 
Danced  a  squier  before  Dorigen, 
That  fresher  was  and  jolier  of  array, 
As  to  my  dome,  than  is  the  month  of  May. 
He  singeth,  danceth,  passing  any  man, 
That  is  or  was  sin  that  the  world  began  ; 
Therwith  he  was,  if  men  shuld  him  discrive, 
On  of  the  beste  faring  men  on  live, 
Yong,  strong,  and  virtuous,  and  riche,  and  wise, 
And  wel  beloved,  and  holden  in  gret  prise. 
And  shortly,  if  the  soth  I  tellen  shal, 
Unweting  of  this  Dorigene  at  al, 
This  lusty  squier,  servant  to  Venus, 
Which  that  ycleped  was  Aurelius, 
Had  loved  hire  best  of  any  creature 
Two  yere  and  more,  as  was  his  aventure  : 
But  never  dorst  he  tell  hire  his  grevance, 
Withouten  cup  he  dranke  all  his  penance. 
He  was  dispeired,  nothing  dor?t  he  say, 
Sauf  in  his  songes  somwhat  wold  he  wray 
His  wo,  as  in  a  general  complaining  ; 
He  said,  he  loved,  and  was  beloved  nothing. 
Of  swiche  matere  made  he  many  layes, 
Songes,  complaintes,  roundels,  virelayes  ; 
How  that  he  dorste  not  his  sorwe  telle, 
But  languisheth,  as  doth  a  furie  in  helle  ; 
And  die  he  must,  he  said,  as  did  Ecco 
For  Narcissus,  that  dorst  not  tell  hire  wo. 

In  other  maner  than  ye  here  me  say, 
Ne  dorst  he  not  to  hire  his  wo  bewray, 
Sauf  that  paraventure  somtimc  at  danees, 
Ther  yonge  folk  kepen  hir  observances, 
It  may  wel  be  he  loked  on  hire  face 
In  swiche  a  wise,  as  man  that  axeth  grace, 
But  nothing  wiste  she  of  his  enteut. 
Natheles  it  happed,  or  they  thennes  went, 


Because  that  he  was  hire  neighebour, 
And  was  a  man  of  worship  and  honour, 
And  had  yknowen  him  of  time  yore, 
They  fell  in  speche,  and  forth  ay  more  and  more  , 
Unto  his  purpos  drow  Aurelius  ; 
And  wlian  he  saw  his  time,  he  saide  thus.  j 
Madame,  quod  he,  by  God  that  this  world  made,  1 
So  that  I  wist  it  might  your  herte  glade,  j 
I  wold  that  day,  that  your  Arviragus 
Went  over  see,  that  I  Aurelius 
Had  went  ther  I  shuld  never  come  again  ;  I 
For  wel  I  wot  my  service  is  in  vain,  j 
My  guerdon  n'ia  but  bresting  of  min  herte. 
Madame,  rueth  upon  my  peines  smerte,  | 
For  with  a  word  ye  may  me  sleen  or  save. 
Here  at  your  feet  God  wold  that  I  were  grave, 
j  I  ne  have  as  now  no  leiser  more  to  sey : 
I  Have  mercy,  swete,  or  ye  wol  do  me  dey.  , 
!     She  gan  to  loke  upon  Aurelius  ;  ' 
1  Is  this  your  will  (quod  she)  and  say  ye  thus  1 

Never  erst  (quod  she)  ne  wist  I  what  ye  ment : 
|  But  now,  Aurelie,  I  know  your  entent. 
I  By  thilke  God  that  yaf  me  soule  and  lif, 
Ne  shal  I  never  ben  an  untrewe  wif 
In  word  ne  werk,  as  fer  as  I  have  wit, 
I  wol  ben  his  to  whom  that  I  am  knit : 
Take  this  for  final  answer  as  of  me. 
But  after  that  in  play  thus  saide  she. 

Aurelie,  (quod  she)  by  high  God  above 
Yet  wol  I  granten  you  to  ben  your  love, 

iSin  I  you  see  so  pitously  complaine) 
ioke,  what  day  that  endelong  Bretaigne 
Ye  remue  all  the  rockes,  ston  by  ston, 
That  they  ne  letten  ship  ne  bote  to  gon, 
I  say,  whan  ye  han  made  the  cost  so  dene 
Of  rockes,  that  ther  n*is  no  ston  ysene, 
Than  wol  1  love  you  best  of  any  man, 
Have  here  my  trouth,  in  all  that  ever  I  can ; 
For  wel  I  wote  that  it  shal  never  betide. 
Let  swiche  folie  out  of  your  herte  glide. 
What  deintee  shuld  a  man  have  in  his  lif 
For  to  go  love  another  mannes  wif, 
That  hath  hire  body  whan  that  ever  him  liketh  1 

Aurelius  ful  often  sore  siketh  ; 
Is  ther  non  other  grace  in  you !  quod  he. 

No,  by  that  lord,  quod  she,  that  maked  me. 
Wo  was  Aurelie  whan  that  he  this  herd, 
And  with  a  sorweful  herte  he  thus  answerd. 

Madame,  quod  he,  this  were  an  impossible. 
Than  moste  I  die  of  soden  deth  horrible. 
And  with  that  word  he  turned  him  anon. 

Tho  come  hire  other  frendes  many  on, 
And  in  the  alleyes  romed  up  and  doun, 
And  nothing  wist  of  this  conclusioun, 
But  sodenly  begonnen  revel  newe, 
Til  that  the  brighte  sonne  had  lost  his  hewe, 
For  the  orizont  had  reft  the  sonne  his  light ; 
(This  is  as  much  to  sayn  as  it  was  night) 
And  home  they  gon  in  mirthe  and  in  solas  ; 
Sauf  only  wrecche  Aurelius,  alas  ! 
He  to  his  hous  is  gon  with  sorweful  herte. 
He  saith,  he  may  not  from  his  deth  asterte. 
Him  semeth,  that  he  felt  his  herte  cold. 
Up  to  the  heven  his  hondes  gan  he  hold, 
And  on  his  knees  bare  he  set  him  doun, 
And  in  his  raving  said  his  orisoun. 
For  veray  wo  out  of  his -wit  he  braide. 
He  n'iste  what  he  spake,  but  thus  he  saide; 
With  pitous  herte  his  plaint  hath  he  begonne 
Unto  the  goddes,  and  first  unto  the  sonne. 


V— 11482 


THE  FRANKELEINES  TALE. 


87 


;  Apollo,  God  and  governour 

•  plante,  herbe,  tree,  and  flour, 
rest  after  thy  declination 

of  hem  his  time  and  his  seson, 
thin  herbergh  changeth  low  and  hie  ; 
iebus,  cast  thy  merciabie  eie 
che  Aurelie,  which  that  am  but  lorne 
,  my  lady  hath  my  deth  ysworne 
en  gilt,  but  thy  benignitee 
y  dedly  herte  have  som  pitee. 
I  wot,  lord  Phebus,  if  you  lest, 
me  helpen,  sauf  my  lady,  best, 
icheth  sauf,  that  I  may  you  devise 
it  I  may  be  holpe  and  in  what  wise, 
blisful  suster,  Lucina  the  shene, 
the  see  is  chief  goddesse  and  quene, 
Neptunus  have  deitee  in  the  see, 
scrice  aboven  him  is  she  : 
ire  wel,  lord,  that  right  as  hire  desire 
quiked  and  lighted  of  your  fire, 
eh  she  folweth  you  ful  besily, 

•  the  see  desire  th  natureliy 

n  hire,  as  she  that  is  goddesse 
the  see  and  rivers  more  and  lease, 
■e,  lord  Phebus,  this  is  my  request, 
miracle,  or  do  min  herte  brest ; 

•  next  at  this  opposition, 

a  the  signe  shal  be  of  the  Leon, 
ith  hire  so  grct  a  flood  to  bring, 
?  fadome  at  the  lest  it  overspring 
lest  rock  in  Armor  ike  Bretaigne, 
this  flood  enduren  yeres  twaine  : 
rtes  to  my  lady  may  I  say, 
your  hest,  the  rockes  ben  away, 
ebus,  this  miracle  doth  for  me, 
e  she  go  no  faster  cours  than  ye  ; 
s,  preyeth  your  suster  that  she  go 
r  cours  than  ye  thise  yeres  two  : 
&1  she  ben  even  at  ful  alway, 
ing-flood  lasten  bothe  night  and  day. 
she  vouchesauf  in  swiche  manere 
iten  me  my  soveraine  lady  dere, 
e  to  sinken  every  rock  adoun 
;  owen  derke  regioun 
le  ground,  ther  Pluto  dwelleth  in, 
rmo  shal  I  my  lady  win. 
»mple  in  Delphoe  wol  I  barefoot  seke. 
icbus,  see  the  teres  on  my  cheke, 
my  peine  have  som  compassioun. 
a  that  word,  in  sorwe  he  fell  adoun, 
re  time  he  lay  forth  in  a  trance, 
her,  which  that  knew  of  his  penance, 
ht  him,  and  to  bed  he  hath  him  brought, 
d  in  this  torment  and  this  thought 
is  woful  creature  lie, 
»  for  me  whether  he  wol  live  or  die. 
igus  with  hele  and  gret  honour 
hat  was  of  chevalrie  the  flour) 
i  home,  and  other  worthy  men  : 
1  art  thou  now,  thou  Dorigen, 
it  thy  lusty  husbond  in  thin  armes, 
he  knight,  the  worthy  man  of  armes, 
eth  thee,  as  his  owen  hertes  lif : 
list  him  to  be  imaginatif, 
ight  had  spoke,  while  he  was  oute, 
of  love  ;  he  had  of  that  no  doute  ; 
sntendeth  to  no  swiche  matere, 
ceth,  juste  th,  and  maketh  mery  chere. 
is  in  joye  and  blisse  I  let  hem  dwell, 
the  sike  Aurelius  wol  I  tell. 


In  langour  and  in  turment  furious 
Two  yere  and  more  lay  wrecche  Aurelius, 
Er  any  foot  on  erthe  he  mighte  gon  ; 
Ne  comfort  in  this  time  ne  had  he  non, 
Sauf  of  his  brother,  which  that  was  a  clerk. 
He  knew  of  all  this  wo  and  all  this  werk ; 
For  to  non  other  creature  certain 
Of  this  matere  he  dorste  no  word  sain  ; 
Under  his  brest  he  bare  it  more  secree, 
Than  ever  did  Pamphilus  for  Galathee. 
His  brest  was  hole  withouten  for  to  seen, 
But  in  his  herte  ay  was  the  arwe  kene, 
And  wel  ye  knowe  that  of  a  sursanure 
In  surgerie  is  perilous  the  cure, 
But  men  might  touch  the  arwe  or  come  therby. 

His  brother  wepeth  and  waileth  prively, 
Til  at  the  last  him  fell  in  remembrance, 
That  while  he  was  at  Orleaunce  in  France, 
As  yonge  clerkes,  that  ben  likerous 
To  reden  artes  that  ben  curious, 
Seken  in  every  halke  and  every  herne 
Particuler  sciences  for  to  lerne, 
He  him  remembred,  that  Upon  a  day 
At  Orleaunce  in  studie  a  book  he  say 
Of  Magike  naturel,  which  his  felaw, 
That  was  that  time  a  bacheler  of  law, 
AJ  were  he  ther  to  lerne  another  craft, 
Had  prively  upon  his  desk  ylaft ; 
Which  book  spake  moche  of  operations 
Touching  the  eight  and  twenty  mansions 
That  longen  to  the  Mone,  and  swiche  folie 
As  in  our  dayes  n'is  not  worth  a  flie  : 
For  holy  cherches  feith,  in  our  beleve, 
Ne  suffreth  non  illusion  us  to  greve. 
And  whan  this  book  was  in  his  remembrance, 
Anon  for  joye  his  herte  gan  to  dance, 
And  to  himself  he  saied  prively ; 
My  brother  shal  be  warished  hastily  : 
For  I  am  siker  that  ther  be  sciences, 
By  which  men  maken  divers  apparences, 
Swiche  as  thise  subtil  tregetoures  play. 
For  oft  at  festes  have  I  wel  herd  say, 
That  tregetoures,  within  an  hal!e  large, 
Have  made  come  in  a  water  and  a  barge, 
And  in  the  halle  rowen  up  and  doun. 
Somtime  hath  semed  come  a  grim  leoun, 
And  somtime  floures  spring  as  in  a  mede, 
Somtime  a  vine,  and  grapes  white  and  rede, 
Somtime  a  castel  al  of  lime  and  ston, 
And  whan  hem  liketh  voideth  it  anon : 
Thus  semeth  it  to  every  mannes  sight. 

Now  than  conclude  I  thus,  if  that  I  might 
At  Orleaunce  som  olde  felaw  find, 
That  hath  thise  Mones  mansions  in  mind, 
Or  other  Magike  naturel  above, 
He  shuld  wel  make  my  brother  have  his  love. 
For  with  an  apparence  a  clerk  may  make 
To  mannes  sight,  that  all  the  rockes  blake 
Of  Bretaigne  were  yvoided  everich  on, 
And  shippes  by  the  brinke  comen  and  gon, 
And  in  swiche  forme  endure  a  day  or  two  : 
Than  were  my  brother  warished  of  his  wo, 
Than  must  she  nedes  holden  hire  behest, 
Or  el  lea  he  shal  shame  hire  at  the  lest. 

What  shuld  I  make  a  lenger  tale  of  this  f 
Unto  his  brothers  bed  he  comen  is, 
And  swiche  comfort  he  yaf  him,  for  to  gon 
To  Orleaunce,  that  he  up  stert  anon, 
And  on  his  way  forth  ward  than  is  he  fare. 
In  hope  for  to  ben  lissed  of  his  care. 
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Whan  they  were  oome  almost  to  that  citee, 
But  if  it  were  a  two  furlong  or  three, 
A  yonge  clerk  roming  by  himself  they  mette, 
Which  that  in  Latine  thriftily 'hem  grette. 
And  after  that  he  sayd  a  wonder  thing  ; 
I  know,  quod  he,  the  cause  of  your  coming  : 
And  or  they  farther  any  foote  went, 
He  told  hem  all  that  was  in  hir  entent. 

This  Breton  clerk  him  axed  of  felawes, 
The  which  he  had  yknowen  in  olde  dawes, 
And  he  answered  him  that  they  dede  were, 
For  which  he  wept  f ul  often  many  a  tere. 

Doun  of  his  hors  Aurelius  light  anon, 
And  forth  with  this  magicien  is  gon 
Home  to  his  hous,  and  made  hem  wel  at  ese  : 
Hem  lacked  no  vitaille  that  might  hem  plese. 
So  wel  arraied  hous  as  ther  was  on, 
Aurelius  in  his  lif  saw  never  non. 

He  shewed  him,  or  thev  went  to  soupere, 
Forestes,  parkes  ful  of  wilde  dere. 
Ther  saw  he  hartes  with  hir  hornes  hie, 
The  gretest  that  were  ever  seen  with  eie. 
He  saw  of  hem  an  hundred  slain  with  houndes, 
And  som  with  arwes  blede  of  bitter  woundes. 
He  saw,  whan  voided  were  the  wilde  dere, 
Thise  fauconers  upon  a  faire  rivere, 
That  with  hir  haukes  han  the  heron  slain. 

Tho  saw  he  knightes  justen  in  a  plain. 
And  after  this  he  did  him  swiche  plesance, 
That  he  him  shewed  his  lady  on  a  dance, 
On  which  himselven  danced,  as  him  thought. 
'  And  whan  this  maister,  that  this  inagike  wrought, 
Saw  it  was  time,  he  clapped  his  hondes  two, 
And  fare  wel,  al  the  revel  is  ago. 
And  yet  remued  they  never  out  of  the  hous, 
While  they  saw  all  thise  sightes  merveillous  ; 
But  in  his  studie,  ther  his  bookes  be, 
They  saten  still,  and  no  wight  but  they  three. 

To  him  this  maister  called  his  squier, 
And  sayd  him  thus,  may  we  go  to  souper  ? 
Almost  an  houre  it  is,  I  undertake, 
Sin  I  you  bade  our  souper  for  to  make, 
Whan  that  thise  worthy  men  wenten  with  me 
Into  my  studie,  ther  my  bookes  be. 

Sire,  quod  this  squier,  whan  it  liketh  you, 
It  is  al  redy,  though  ye  wol  right  now. 

Go  we  than  soupe,  quod  he,  as  for  the  best, 
Thise  amorous  folk  somtime  moste  han  rest. 

At  after  souper  fell  they  in  tretee 
What  summe  shuld  this  maisters  guerdon  be, 
To  remue  all  the  rockes  of  Bretaigne, 
And  eke  from  Gerounde  to  the  mouth  of  Saine. 

He  made  it  strange,  and  swore,  so  God  him  save, 
Lease  than  a  thousand  pound  he  wold  not  have, 
Ne  gladly  for  that  summe  he  wold  not  gon. 

Aurelius  with  blisful  herte  anon 
Answered  thus  ;  fie  on  a  thousand  pound  : 
This  wide  world,  which  that  men  sayn  is  round, 
1  wold  it  yeve,  if  I  were  lord  of  it. 
This  bargaine  is  ful-drive,  for  we  ben  knit ; 
Ye  shul  be  paied  trewelv  by  my  trouth. 
But  loketb,  for  non  negligence  or  slouth, 
Ye  tarie  us  here  no  lenger  than  to  morwe. 
Nay,  quod  this  clerk,  have  here  my  faith  to  borwe. 

To  bed  is  gon  Aurelius  whan  him  lest, 
And  wel  nigh  all  that  night  he  had  his  rest, 
What  for  his  labour,  and  his  hope  of  blisse, 
His  woful  herte  of  penance  had  a  lisse. 

Upon  the  morwe  whan  that  it  was  day, 
To  Bretaigne  token  they  the  righte  way, 


Aurelie,  and  this  magicien  him  beside, 
And  ben  descended  ther  they  wold  abide  : 
And  this  was,  as  the  bookes  me  remember, 
The  colde  frosty  seson  of  December. 

Phebus  waxe  old,  and  hewed  like  laton, 
That  in  his  bote  declination 
Shone  as  the  burned  gold,  with  stremes  bright ; 
But  now  in  Capricorne  adoun  he  light, 
Wher  as  he  shone  ful  pale,  I  dare  wel  sain. 
The  bitter  frostes  with  the  sleet  and  rain 
Destroyed  han  the  grene  in  every  yerd. 
Janus  sit  by  the  fire  with  double  berd, 
And  drinketh  of  his  bugle  horn  the  wine  : 
Beforn  him  stant  braune  of  the  tusked  swine, 
And  nowel  crieth  every  lusty  man. 

Aurelius  in  all  that  ever  he  can, 
Doth  to  his  maister  chere  and  reverence, 
And  praieth  him  to  don  his  diligence 
To  bringen  him  out  of  his  peines  smerte, 
Or  with  a  swerd  that  he  wold  slit  his  herte. 

This  sotil  clerk  swiche  routh  hath  on  this  man, 
That  night  and  day  he  spedeth  him,  that  he  can, 
To  wait  a  time  of  his  conclusion  ; 
This  is  to  sayn,  to  make  illusion, 
By  swiche  an  apparence  or  joglerie, 
(I  can  no  termes  of  AstrologieJ 
That  she  and  every  wight  shula  wene  and  say, 
That  of  Bretaigne  the  rockes  were  away, 
Or  elles  they  were  sonken  under  ground. 
So  at  the  last  he  hath  his  time  yfound 
To  make  his  japes  and  his  wretchednesse 
Of  swiche  a  superstitious  cursednesse. 
His  tables  Toletanes  forth  he  brought 
Ful  wel  corrected,  that  ther  lacked  nought, 
Nother  his  collect,  ne  his  expans  yeres, 
N  other  his  rotes,  ne  his  other  geres, 
As  ben  his  centres,  and  his  argumentes, 
And  his  proportionel  convenientes 
For  his  equations  in  every  thing. 
And  by  his  eighte  speres  in  his  werking, 
He  knew  ful  wel  how  fer  Alnath  was  shove 
Fro  the  hed  of  thilke  fix  Aries  above, 
That  in  the  ninthe  spere  considered  is. 
Ful  sutilly  he  calculed  all  this. 
Whati  he  had  found  his  first©  mansion, 
He  knew  the  renienant  by  proportion  ; 
And  knew  the  rising  of  his  mone  wel, 
And  in  whos  face,  and  terme,  and  every  del ; 
And  knew  ful  wel  the  mooes  mansion 
Accordant  to  his  operation  ; 
And  knew  also  his  other  observances, 
For  swiche  illusions  and  swiche  meschances, 
As  hethen  folk  used  in  thilke  dates. 
For  which  no  lenger  maketh  he  delaies, 
But  thurgh  his  magike,  for  a  day  or  tway, 
It  seined  all  the  rockes  were  away. 

Aurelius,  which  that  despeired  is, 
Whether  he  shal  han  his  love,  or  fare  amis, 
Awaiteth  night  and  day  on  this  miracle : 
And  whan  he  knew  that  ther  was  non  obstacle, 
That  voided  were  thise  rockes  everich  on, 
Doun  to  his  maisters  feet  he  feli  anon, 
And  sayd  ;  I  wofuf  wretch  Aurelius, 
Thanke  you,  my  lord,  and  lady  min  Venus, 
That  me  han  holpen  fro  my  cares  cold. 
And  to  the  temple  his  way  forth  hath  he  hold, 
Theras  he  knew  he  shuld  his  lady  see. 
And  whan  he  saw  his  time,  anon  right  he 
With  dredful  herte  and  with  ful  humble  chere 
Salued  hath  his  soveraine  lady  dere. 
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htful  lady,  quod  this  woful  man, 
most  drede,  and  love,  as  I  best  can, 
?st  were  of  all  this  world  displese, 
hat  I  for  you  have  swiche  disese, 
ust  die  here  at  your  foot  anon", 
rold  I  tell  how  me  is  wo  begon. 
*  other  must  I  die  or  plaine ; 
e  gilteles  for  veray  peine, 
y  deth  though  that  ye  hau  no  routh, 
ou,  or  that  ye  breke  your  trouth  : 
h  you  for  thilke  God  above, 

sle,  because  that  I  you  love, 
ame,  wel  ye  wote  what  ye  have  hight ; 
I  chalenge  any  thing  of  right 
ay  soveraine  lady,  but  of  grace  ; 
gardin  yond,  in  swiche  a  place, 
right  wel  what  ye  behighten  me, 
yn  hond  your  trouthe  p lighten  ye, 
le  best ;  God  wote  ye  saied  so, 

that  I  unworthy  be  therto  ; 

I  speke  it  for  the  honour  of  you, 
n  to  save  my  hertes  lif  right  now  : 
m  so  as  ye  commanded  me, 
t  Touchesauf,  ye  may  go  see. 
rou  list,  have  your  behest  in  mind, 
c  or  ded,  right  ther  ye  shul  me  find  : 
&  all  to  do  me  live  or  dey, 
[  wote  the  rockes  ben  awey. 
eth  his  leve,  and  she  astonied  stood  ; 
•e  face  n'as  o  drope  of  blood  : 
d  never  han  come  in  swiche  a  trappe. 
quod  she,  that  ever  this  shuld  happe  ! 
I  I  never  by  possibilitee, 
;he  a  monstre  or  mervaille  might  be  ; 
a  the  proces8e  of  nature, 
e  she  goth  a  sorweful  creature, 
f  fere  onnethes  may  she  go. 
Ih,  waileth  all  a  day  or  two, 
ineth,  that  it  rou  the  was  to  see  : 
it  was,  to  no  wight  tolde  she, 
if  toun  was  gon  Arviragus. 
reself  she  spake,  and  saied  thus, 
a  pale,  and  with  ful  sory  chere, 
omplaint,  as  ye  shul  after  here, 
quod  she,  on  thee,  fortune,  I  plain, 
rare  hast  me  wrapped  in  thy  chain  : 
h  to  escapen,  wote  I  no  soccour, 
'  deth,  or  elles  dishonour  : 
Be  two  behoveth  me  to  chese. 
eles,  yet  had  I  lever  lese 
lan  of  my  body  have  a  shame, 
myselveu  false,  or  lese  my  name  ; 
i  my  deth  I  may  be  quit  y  wis. 
r  not  many  a  noble  wif  or  this, 
ly  a  maid  yslaine  hireself ,  alas  ! 
ban  with  hire  body  don  trespas ! 
es  ;  lo,  thise  stories  bere  witnesse. 
thirty  tyrants  ful  of  cursed  nesso 
i  Phidon  in  Athens  at  the  fest, 
nmanded  his  dough tren  for  to  arrest, 
gen  hem  beforne  hem  in  despit 
i,  to  fulfill  hir  foule  delit ; 
ir  Cadres  blood  they  made  hem  dance 
>  pavement,  God  veve  hem  meschance. 
h  thise  woful  maidens  ful  of  drede, 
han  they  wold  lese  hir  maiden  hede, 
vely  ben  stert  into  a  welle, 
nt  hemselven,  as  the  bookes  telle, 
if  Messene  let  enquere  and  seke 
iomie  fifty  maidens  eke, 


On  which  they  wolden  don  hir  lecherie  : 
But  ther  was  non  of  all  that  compagnie 
That  she  n'as  slaine,  and  with  a  glad  entent 
Chees  rather  for  to  dien,  than  assent 
To  ben  oppressed  of  hire  maidenhede. 
Why  shuld  I  than  to  dien  ben  in  drede  1 

Lo  eke  the  tyrant  Aristoclides, 
That  loved  a  maid  hight  Stimphalides, 
Whan  that  hire  father  slaine  was  on  a  night, 
Unto  Dianes  temple  goth  she  right, 
And  hente  the  image  in  hire  handes  two. 
Fro  which  image  wold  she  never  go, 
No  wight  hire  handes  might  of  it  arrace, 
Til  she  was  slaine  right  in  the  selve  place. 

Now  sin  that  maidens  hadden  swiche  despit 
To  be  defouled  with  mannes  foule  delit, 
Wel  ought  a  wif  rather  hireselven  sle, 
Than  be  defouled,  as  it  thinketh  me. 

What  shal  I  sayn  of  Hasdrubales  wif, 
That  at  Cartage  beraft  hireself  hire  lif? 
For  whan  she  saw  that  Romains  wan  the  toun; 
She  toke  hire  children  all,  and  skipt  adoun 
Into  the  fire,  and  chees  rather  to  die, 
Than  any  Remain  did  hire  vilanie. 

Hath  not  Lucrece  yslaine  hireself,  alas  ! 
At  Rome,  whan  that  she  oppressed  was 
Of  Tarquine  !  for  hire  thought  it  was  a  shame 
To  liven,  whan  she  hadde  lost  hire  name. 

The  seven  maidens  of  Milesie  also 
Han  slaine  hemself  for  veray  drede  and  wo, 
Rather  than  folk  of  Gaule  hem  shuld  oppress©. 

Mo  than  a  thousand  stories,  as  I  gesse, 
Coude  I  now  tell  as  touching  this  matere. 

Whan  Abradate  was  slain,  his  wif  so  dere 
Hireselven  slow,  and  let  hire  blood  to  glide 
In  Abradates  woundes,  depe  and  wide, 
And  sayd,  my  body  at  the  leste  way 
Ther  shal  no  wight  defoulen,  if  I  may. 

What  shuld  I  mo  ensamples  hereof  sain ! 
Sin  that  so  many  han  hemselven  slain 
Wel  rather  than  they  wold  defouled  be, 
I  wol  conclude  that  it  is  bet  for  me 
To  sle  myself  than  be  defouled  thus. 
I  wol  be  trewe  unto  Arviragus, 
Or  elles  sle  myself  in  some  manere, 
As  did  Demotiones  doughter  dere, 
Because  she  wolde  not  defouled  be. 

0  Sedasus,  it  is  ful  gret  pitee 
To  reden  how  thy  doughtren  died,  alas  ! 
That  slowe  hemselven  for  swiche  maner  cas. 

As  gret  a  pitee  was  it  or  wel  more, 
The  Theban  maiden,  that  for  Nichanore 
Hireselven  slow,  right  for  swiche  manere  wo. 
Another  Theban  mayden  did  right  so, 
For  on  of  Macedoine  had  hire  oppressed, 
She  with  hire  deth  hire  maidenhed  redressed. 

What  shal  I  sain  of  Nicerates  wif, 
That  for  swiche  cas  beraft  hireself  hire  lif ! 

How  trewe  was  eke  to  Alcibiadcs 
His  love,  that  for  to  dien  rather  chees, 
Than  for  to  suffre  his  body  unburied  be ! 

Lo,  which  a  wif  was  Alceste  eke  I  (quod  she) 
What  sayth  Homere  of  good  Penelope ! 
All  Grece  knoweth  of  hire  chastitee. 

Parde  of  Laodomia  is  written  thus, 
That  whan  at  Troye  was  slain  Prothcsilaus, 
No  lenger  wolde  she  live  after  his  day. 

The  same  of  noble  Portia  tell  I  may  ; 
Wi  thou  ten  Brutus  coude  she  not  live, 
To  whom  she  had  all  hoi  hire  herte  yeve. 
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The  parfit  wifhood  of  Artemisie 
Honoured  is  thurghout  all  Barbaric 

0  Teuta  quene,  thy  wifly  chastitee 
To  alle  wives  may  amirrour  be. 

Thus  plained  Dorigene  a  day  or  twey, 
Purposing  ever  that  she  wolde  dey  ; 
But  natheles  upon  the  thridde  night 
Home  came  Arviragus,  the  worthy  knight, 
And  axed  hire  why  that  she  weep  so  sore  : 
And  she  gan  wepen  ever  lenger  the  more. 

Alas,  quod  she,  that  ever  I  was  y borne  ! 
Thus  have  I  said,  (quod  she)  thus  have  I  sworne. 
And  told  him  all,  as  ye  have  herd  before : 
It  nedeth  not  reherse  it  you  no  more. 

This  husbond  with  glad  chere  in  frendly  wise 
Answerd  and  sayd,  as  I  shal  you  devise. 
Is  ther  ought  elles,  Dorigene,  but  this  f 

Nay,  nay,  quod  she,  God  helpe  me  so,  as  wis 
This  is  to  much,  and  it  were  Goddes  will. 

Ye,  wif,  quod  he,  let  slepen  that  is  still, 
It  may  be  wel  paraventure  yet  to-day. 
Ye  shal  your  trouthe  holden  by  my  fay. 
For  God  so  wisly  have  mercy  on  me, 
I  had  wel  lever  stiked  for  to  be, 
For  veray  love  which  that  I  to  yon  have, 
But  if  ye  shuld  your  trouthe  kepe  and  save. 
Trouth  is  the  hiest  thing  that  man  may  kepe. 
But  with  that  word  he  brast  anon  to  wepe, 
And  sayd  ;  I  you  forbede  on  peine  of  deth, 
That  never  while  you  lasteth  lif  or  breth, 
To  no  wight  tell  ye  this  misaventure. 
As  I  may  best  I  wol  my  wo  endure. 
Ne  make  no  contenance  of  hevinesse, 
That  folk  of  you  may  demen  harme  or  gesse. 
And  forth  he  cleped  a  squier  and  a  maid. 
Goth  forth  anon  with  Dorigene,  he  said, 
And  bringeth  hire  to  swiche  a  place  anon. 
They  take  hir  leve,  and  on  hir  way  they  gon  : 
But  they  ne  wisten  why  she  thider  went, 
She  n'olde  no  wight  tellen  hire  entent. 

This  squier,  which  that  highte  Aurelius, 
On  Dorigene  that  was  so  amorous, 
Of  a  venture  happed  hire  to  mete 
Amid  the  toun,  right  in  the  quikkest  strete, 
As  she  was  boun  to  go  the  way  forthright 
Toward  the  gardin,  ther  as  she  had  hight. 
And  he  was  to  the  gardin  ward  also  ; 
For  wel  he  spied  whan  she  wolde  go 
Out  of  hire  hous,  to  any  maner  place  : 
But  thus  they  met  of  aventure  or  grace, 
And  he  salueth  hire  with  glad  entent, 
And  axeth  of  hire  whiderward  she  went. 

And  she  answered,  half  as  she  were  mad, 
Unto  tho  gardin,  as  rayn  husbond  bad, 
My  trouthe  for  to  hold,  alas  !  alas  ! 

Aurelius  gan  wondren  on  this  cas, 
And  in  bis  herte  had  gret  compassion 
Of  hire,  and  of  hire  lamentation, 
And  of  Arviragus  the  worthy  knight, 
That  bad  hire  holden  all  that  she  had  hight, 
So  loth  him  was  his  wif  shuld  breke  hire  trouthe. 
And  in  his  herte  he  caught  of  it  gret  routhe, 
Considering  the  best  on  every  side, 
That  fro  his  lust  yet  were  him  lever  abide, 
Than  do  so  high  a  cherlish  wretchednesse 
Ageins  fraunchise,  and  alle  gentillesse  j 
For  which  in  fewe  wordes  sayd  he  thus. 

Madame,  say  to  your  lord  Arviragus, 
That  sin  I  see  the  grete  gentillesse 
Of  him,  and  eke  I  see  wel  your  distresse, 


That  him  were  lever  have  shame  (and  that  were 
routhe) 

Than  ye  to  me  shuld  broken  thus  your  trouthe, 

I  hadde  wel  lever  ever  to  suffren  wo, 

Than  to  depart  the  love  betwix  you  two. 

I  you  relese,  madame,  into  your  hond 

Quit  every  seurement  and  every  bond, 

That  ye  han  made  to  me,  as  herebeforne, 

Sin  thilke  time  that  ye  were  y  borne. 

Have  here  my  trouthe,  I  shal  you  never  repreve 

Of  no  behest,  and  here  I  take  my  leve, 

As  of  the  trewest  and  the  beste  wif, 

That  ever  yet  I  knew  in  all  my  lif. 

But  every  wif  beware  of  hire  behest ; 

On  Dorigene  remembreth  at  the  lest. 

Thus  can  a  squier  don  a  gentil  dede, 

As  wel  as  can  a  knight,  withouten  drede. 

She  thanketh  him  upon  hire  knees  bare, 
And  home  unto  hire  husbond  is  she  fare, 
And  told  him  all,  as  ye  han  herd  me  sayd  : 
And,  trusteth  me,  he  was  so  wel  apayd, 
That  it  were  impossible  me  to  write. 

What  shuld  I  lenger  of  this  cas  endite  ! 
Arviragus  and  Dorigene  his  wif 
In  soveraine  blisse  leden  forth  hir  lif, 
Never  eft  ne  was  ther  anger  hem  betwene ; 
He  cherished  hire  as  though  she  were  a  quene, 
And  she  was  to  him  trewe  for  evermore : 
Of  thise  two  folk  ye  get  of  me  no  more. 

Aurelius,  that  his  cost  hath  all  forlorne, 
Curse th  the  time,  that  ever  he  was  borne. 
Alas  !  quod  he,  alas  that  I  behight 
Of  pured  gold  a  thousand  pound  of  wight 
Unto  this  philosophre  !  how  shal  I  do  I 
I  see  no  more,  but  that  I  am  fordo. 
Min  heritage  mote  I  nedes  sell, 
And  ben  a  begger,  here  I  n'ill  not  dwell, 
And  shamen  all  my  kinrede  in  this  place, 
But  I  of  him  may  geten  better  grace. 
But  natheles  I  wol  of  him  assay 
At  certain  daies  yere  by  yere  to  pay, 
And  thanke  him  of  his  grete  curtesies. 
My  trouthe  wol  I  kepe,  I  wol  not  lie. 

With  herte  sore  he  goth  unto  his  cofre, 
And  broughte  gold  unto  this  philosophre, 
The  value  of  five  hundred  pound  I  gease, 
And  him  besecheth  of  his  gentillesse 
To  graunt  him  daies  of  the  remenaunt, 
And  sayde  ;  maister,  I  dare  wel  make  avannt, 
I  failled  never  of  my  trouthe  as  yet. 
For  sikerly  my  dette  shal  be  quit 
Towardes  you,  how  so  that  ever  I  fare 
To  gon  a  begging  in  my  kirtle  bare  : 
But  wold  ye  vouchen  sauf  upon  seurtee 
Two  yere  or  three  for  to  respiten  me, 
Than  were  I  wel,  for  elles  mote  I  sell 
Min  heritage,  ther  is  no  more  to  tell. 

This  Philosophre  sobrely  answerd, 
And  saied  thus,  whan  he  thise  wordes  herd  ; 
Have  I  not  holden  covenant  to  thee  f 

Yes  certes,  wel  and  trewely,  quod  he. 
Hast  thou  not  had  thy  lady  as  thee  liketh  ! 

No,  no,  quod  he,  and  sorwefully  he  siketh. 
What  was  the  cause !  tell  me  if  thou  can. 

Aurelius  his  tale  anon  began, 
And  told  him  all  as  ye  han  herd  before, 
It  nedeth  not  reherse  it  any  more. 
He  sayd,  Arviragus  of  gentillesse 
Had  lever  die  in  sorwe  and  in  distresse, 
Thau  that  his  wif  were  of  hire  trouthe  fids. 
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e  of  Dorigene  be  told  him  als, 

hire  was  to  ben  a  wicked  wif, 

she  lever  had  lost  that  day  hire  lif  ; 

her  trouth  she  swore  thurgh  innocence  ; 

*  erst  hadde  herd  speke  of  apparence  : 

e  me  han  of  hire  so  gret  pitee, 

:  as  freely  as  he  sent  hire  to  me, 

sent  I  hire  to  him  again  : 

1  and  som,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  sain. 

ilosophre  answerd  ;  leve  brother, 

f  you  did  gentilly  to  other  : 

a  squier,  and  he  is  a  knight, 

Forbede  for  his  blisful  might, 

lerk  coud  don  a  gentil  dede 


As  wel  as  any  of  you,  it  is  no  drede. 

Sire,  I  relese  thee  thy  thousand  pound, 
As  thou  right  now  were  crope  out  of  the  ground, 
Ne  never  er  now  ne  haddest  knowen  me. 
For,  sire,  I  wol  not  take  a  peny  of  thee 
For  all  my  craft,  ne  nought  for  my  travaille  : 
Thou  hast  ypaied  wel  for  my  vitaUle. 
It  is  ynough,  and  farewel,  have  good  day. 
And  toke  his  hors,  and  forth  he  goth  his  way. 

Lordings,  this  question  wold  I  axen  now, 
Which  was  the  moste  free,  as  thinketh  you  f 
Now  telleth  me,  or  that  ve  further  wende. 
I  can  no  more,  my  tale  is  at  an  ende. 
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tat  passen,  quod  oure  Hoste,  as  now. 

3ur  of  Physike,  I  prey  you, 

tale  of  som  honest  mate  re. 

be  don,  if  that  ye  wol  it  here, 

loctour,  and  his  tale  began  anon. 

1  men,  quod  he,  herkeneth  everich  on. 
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,  as  telleth  Titus  Livius, 
that  cleped  was  Virginius, 
>f  honour  and  worthinesse, 
g  of  frendes,  and  of  gret  richesse. 
ight  a  doughter  hadde  by  his  wif. 
en  had  he  mo  in  all  his  lif. 
this  maid  in  excellent  beau  tee 
rery  wight  that  man  may  see  : 
e  hath  with  soveraine  diligence 
hire  in  so  gret  excellence, 
i  she  wolde  sayn,  lo,  I  nature, 
I  forme  and  peint  a  creature, 
1  me  list ;  who  can  me  contrefete  ! 
1  not,  though  he  ay  forge  and  bete, 
or  peinte  :  for  I  dare  wel  sain, 
Ceuxis,  shulden  werche  in  vain, 
jave,  or  peinte,  or  forge,  or  bete, 
esumed  me  to  contrefete. 
it  is  the  former  principal, 
ed  me  his  vicaire  general 
and  peinten  erthly  creatures 
ne  list,  and  eche  thing  in  my  cure  is 
i  mone,  that  may  wane  and  waxe. 
ly  werk  right  nothing  wol  I  axe  ; 
nd  I  ben  ful  of  on  accord, 
re  to  the  worship  of  my  lord  ; 
1  min  other  creatures, 
•ur  that  they  han,  or  what  figures, 
sth  me  that  nature  wolde  say. 
id  of  age  twelf  yere  was  and  tway, 


In  which  that  nature  hadde  swiche  delit. 

For  right  as  she  can  peint  a  lily  whit 

And  red  a  rose,  right  with  swiche  peinture 

She  peinted  hath  this  noble  creature 

Er  she  was  borne,  upon  hire  limmes  free, 

Wheras  by  right  swiche  colours  shulden  be  : 

And  Phebus  died  hath  hire  tresses  grete, 

Like  to  the  stremes  of  his  burned  hete. 

And  if  that  excellent  were  hire  beautee, 

A  thousand  fold  more  vertuous  was  she. 

In  hire  ne  lacked  no  condition, 

That  is  to  preise,  as  by  discretion. 

As  wel  in  gost  as  body,  chast  was  she  : 

For  which,  she  floured  in  virginitee, 

With  all  humilitee  and  abstinence, 

With  all  attemperance  and  patience, 

With  mesure  eke,  of  bering  and  array. 

Discrete  she  was  in  answering  alway, 

Though  she  were  wise  as  Pallas,  dare  I  sain, 

Hire  facounde  eke  ful  womanly  and  plain, 

No  contrefeted  termes  hadde  she 

To  semen  wise ;  but  after  hire  degree 

She  spake,  and  all  hire  wordes  more  and  lesse 

Souning  in  vertue  and  in  gentillesse. 

Shamefast  she  was  in  maidens  shamefastnesse, 

Constant  in  herte,  and  ever  in  besinesse 

To  drive  hire  out  of  idel  slogardie  : 

Bacchus  had  of  hire  mouth  right  no  maistrie. 

For  wine  and  youthe  don  Venus  encrese, 

As  men  in  fire  wol  casten  oile  and  grese. 

And  of  hire  owen  vertue  unconstrefned, 

She  hath  hireself  ful  often  sike  yfeined, 

For  that  she  wolde  fleen  the  compagnie, 

Wher  likely  was  to  treten  of  folie, 

As  is  at  festes,  at  revels,  and  at  dances, 

That  ben  occasions  of  daliance*. 

Swiche  thinges  maken  children  for  to  be 

To  Pone  ripe  and  bold,  as  men  may  see, 

Which  is  ful  perilous,  and  hath  ben  yore  ; 

For  al  to  sone  may  she  lernen  lore 

Of  boldnesse,  whan  she  woxen  is  a  wif. 

And  ye  maistresses  in  your  olde  lif, 
That  lordes  doughters  han  in  governance, 
Ne  taketh  of  my  wordes  displesance  : 
Thinketh  that  ve  ben  set  in  governinges 
Of  lordes  doughters,  only  for  two  thinges 


92 


CANTERBURY  TALES. 


t.  12011—121 


Other  for  ye  han  kept  your  honestee, 
Or  elles  for  ye  han  fallen  in  freeltee, 
And  knowen  wel  ynough  the  olde  dance, 
And  han  forsaken  fully  swiche  meschance 
For  evermo  :  therfore  for  Cristes  sake 
To  teche  hem  vertue  loke  that  ye  ne  slake. 

A  theef  of  venison,  that  hath  forlaft 
His  likerousnesse,  and  all  his  olde  craft, 
Can  kepe  a  forest  best  of  any  man  : 
Now  kepetb  hem  wel,  for  if  ye  wol  ye  can. 
Loke  wel,  that  ye  unto  no  vice  assent, 
Lest  ye  be  damned  for  your  wikke  entent, 
For  who  so  doth,  a  traytour  is  certain  : 
And  taketh  kepe  of  that  I  shal  you  sain  ; 
Of  alle  treson  soveraine  pestilence 
Is,  whan  a  wight  betrayeth  innocence. 

Ye  fathers,  and  ye  mothers  eke  also, 
Though  ye  han  children,  be  it  on  or  mo, 
Your  is  the  charge  of  all  hir  surveance, 
While  that  they  ben  under  your  governance. 
Beth  ware,  that  by  ensample  of  your  living, 
Or  by  your  negligence  in  chastising, 
That  they  ne  perish  :  for  I  dare  wel  saye, 
If  that  they  don,  ye  shul  it  dere  abeye. 
Under  a  shepherd  soft  and  negligent, 
The  wolf  hath  many  a  shepe  and  lamb  to-rent. 

Suffice th  this  ensample  now  as  here, 
For  I  mote  turne  agen  to  my  matere. 

This  maid,  of  which  I  tell  my  tale  expresse, 
She  kept  hireself,  hire  neded  no  maistresse  ; 
For  in  hire  living  maidens  mighten  rede, 
As  in  a  book,  every  good  word  and  dede, 
That  longeth  to  a  maiden  vertuous  : 
She  was  so  prudent  and  so  bounteous. 
For  which  the  fame  out  sprong  on  every  side 
Both  of  hire  beautee  and  hire  bountee  wide  : 
That  thurgh  the  lond  they  preised  hire  ech  one, 
That  loved  vertue,  sauf  envie  alone, 
That  sory  is  of  other  mannes  wele, 
And  glad  is  of  his  sorwe  and  his  unhele. 
The  doctour  maketh  this  descriptioun. 

This  maiden  on  a  day  went  in  the  toun 
Toward  a  temple,  with  hire  mother  dere, 
As  is  of  yonge  maidens  the  manere. 

Now  was  ther  than  a  justice  in  that  toun, 
That  governour  was  of  that  regioun  : 
And  so  befell,  this  juge  his  eyen  cast 
Upon  this  maid,  avising  hire  ful  fast, 
As  she  came  forth  by  ther  this  juge  stood  : 
Anon  his  herte  changed  and  his  mood, 
So  was  he  caught  with  beautee  of  this  maid, 
And  to  himself  ful  prively  he  said. 
This  maiden  shal  be  min  for  any  man. 

Anon  the  feud  into  his  herte  ran, 
And  taught  htm  sodenly,  that  he  by  sleight 
This  maiden  to  his  purpos  winnen  might. 
For  certes,  by  no  force,  ne  by  no  mede, 
Him  thought  ho  was  not  able  for  to  spede ; 
For  she  was  strong  of  frendes,  and  eke  she 
Confermed  was  in  swiche  soveraine  bountee, 
That  wel  he  wist  he  might  hire  never  winne, 
As  for  to  make  hire  with  hire  body  sinne. 
For  which  with  gret  deliberatiouu 
He  sent  after  a  cherl  was  in  the  toun, 
The  which  he  knew  for  sotil  and  for  bold. 
This  juge  unto  this  cherl  his  tale  hath  told 
In  secree  wise,  and  made  him  to  ensure, 
He  shulde  tell  it  to  no  creature, 
And  if  he  did,  he  shulde  lese  his  hede. 
And  whan  assented  was  this  cursed  rede, 


Glad  was  the  juge,  and  maked  him  gret  chere, 
And  yaf  him  yeftes  precious  and  dere. 

Whan  shapen  was  all  hir  conspiracie 
Fro  point  to  point,  how  that  his  lecherie 
Parformed  shulde  be  ful  sotilly, 
As  ye  shul  here  it  after  openly, 
Home  goth  this  cherl,  that  highte  Claudius. 
This  false  juge,  that  highte  Appius, 
(So  was  his  name,  for  it  is  no  fable, 
But  knowen  for  an  his  to  rial  thing  notable : 
!  The  sentence  of  it  soth  is  out  of  doute) 
|  This  false  juge  goth  now  fast  aboute 
J  To  hasten  his  delit  all  that  he  may. 
And  so  befell,  sone  after  on  a  day 
This  false  juge,  as  telleth  us  the  storie, 
As  he  was  wont,  sat  in  his  consistorie, 
And  yaf  his  domes  upon  sondry  cas  ; 
This  false  cherl  came  forth  a  ful  gret  pas, 
And  saide  ;  lord,  if  that  it  be  your  will, 
As  doth  me  right  upon  this  pitous  bill, 
In  which  I  plaine  upon  Yirginius. 
And  if  that  he  wol  sayn  it  is  not  thus, 
I  wol  it  preve,  and  linden  good  witnesse, 
That  soth  is  that  my  bille  wol  expresse. 

The  juge  answerd,  of  this  in  his  absence 
I  may  not  yeve  diffinitif  sentence. 
Let  don  him  call,  and  I  wol  gladly  here ; 
Thou  shalt  have  right,  and  no  wrong  as  now  her 

Virginius  came  to  wete  the  juges  will, 
And  right  anon  was  red  this  cursed  bill ; 
The  sentence  of  it  was  as  ye  shul  here. 

To  you,  my  lord  sire  Appius  so  dere, 
Sheweth  your  poure  servant  Claudius, 
How  that  a  knight  called  Yirginius, 
Agein  the  la  we,  agein  all  equitee, 
Holdeth,  expresse  agein  the  will  of  me, 
My  servant,  which  that  is  my  thral  by  right, 
Which  from  min  hous  was  stolen  on  a  night 
While  that  she  was  ful  yong,  I  wol  it  preve 
By  witnesse,  lord,  so  that  it  you  not  greve  ; 
She  11 'is  his  dough  ter  nought,  what  so  he  say 
Wherfore  to  you,  my  lord  the  juge,  I  pray  ; 
Yelde  me  my  thral,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 
Lo,  this  was  all  the  sentence  of  his  bill. 

Yirginius  gan  upon  the  cherl  behold ; 
But  hastily,  er  he  his  tale  told, 
And  wold  ban  preved  it,  as  shuld  a  knight, 
And  eke  by  witnessing  of  many  a  wight, 
That  all  was  false,  that  said  his  adversary, 
This  cursed  juge  wolde  nothing  tary, 
Ne  here  a  word  more  of  Yirginius, 
But  yave  his  jugement,  and  saide  thus. 

I  deme  anon  this  cherl  his  servant  have. 
Thou  shalt  no  lenger  in  thin  hous  hire  save. 
Go  bring  hire  forth,  and  put  hire  in  our  ward 
The  cherl  shal  have  his  thral  ;  thus  I  award. 

And  whan  this  worthy  knight  Yirginius, 
Thurgh  sentence  of  this  justice  Appius, 
Muste  by  force  his  dere  dough  ter  yeven 
Unto  the  juge,  in  lecherie  to  liven, 
He  goth  him  home,  and  set  him  in  his  hall. 
And  let  anon  his  dere  doughter  call : 
And  with  a  face  ded  as  ashen  cold, 
Upon  hire  humble  face  he  gan  behold, 
With  fadres  pitee  stiking  thurgh  his  herte, 
Al  wold  he  from  his  purpos  not  converte. 

Doughter,  quod  he,  Virginia  by  thy  nam*, 
Ther  ben  two  waies,  other  deth  or  shame, 
That  thou  must  sufTre,  alas  that  I  was  bore ! 
For  never  thou  deservedest  wherfore 
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vith  a  swerd  or  with  a  knif. 

mghter,  ender  of  my  lif, 

have  fostred  up  with  swiche  plesance, 

i  were  never  out  of  my  remembrance  ; 

er,  which  that  art  my  laste  wo, 

ly  lif  my  laste  joye  also, 

•  of  chastitee,  in  patience 

a  thy  deth,  for  this  is  my  sentence  ; 

and  not  for  hate  thou  must  be  ded, 

s  hond  must  smiten  of  thin  hed. 

;  ever  Appius  thee  say  ! 

h  he  falsely  juged  thee  to-day. 

hire  all  the  cas,  as  ye  before 

I,  it  nedeth  not  to  tell  it  more. 

ry,  dere  father,  quod  this  maid. 

i  that  word  she  both  hire  armea  laid 

s  necke,  as  she  was  wont  to  do, 

»  brast  out  of  hire  eyen  two,) 

,  O  goode  father,  shal  I  die  ! 

0  grace  ?  is  ther  no  remedie  \ 
tea,  dere  doughter  rain,  quod  ho. 
e  me  leiser,  father  min,  quod  slie, 
for  to  complaine  a  litel  space  : 

e  Jepte  yave  his  doughter  grace 
>mplaine,  or  he  hire  slow,  alas  ! 
it  wot,  nothing  was  hire  trespas, 
he  ran  hire  father  first  to  see, 
me  him  with  gret  solempnitee. 

1  that  word  she  fell  aswoune  anon, 
r,  whan  hire  swouning  was  agon, 

h  up,  and  to  hire  father  said  : 
►e  God,  that  I  shall  die  a  maid, 
my  deth,  or  that  I  have  a  shame, 
b  your  child  your  wille  a  goddes  name, 
t  that  word  she  praied  him  ful  oft, 


That  with  his  swerd  he  wolde  smite  hire  soft ; 
And  with  that  word,  aswoune  again  she  fell. 
Hire  father,  with  ful  sorweful  herte  and  will, 
Hire  hed  of  smote,  and  by  the  top  it  hent, 
And  to  the  juge  he  gan  it  to  present. 
As  he  sat  yet  in  dome  in  consistorie. 

And  whan  the  juge  it  saw,  as  saith  the  stone. 
He  bad  to  take  him,  and  anhang  him  fast. 
But  right  anon  a  thousand  peple  in  thrast 
To  save  the  knight,  for  routh  and  for  pitse, 
For  knowen  was  the  false  iniquitee. 

The  peple  anon  had  suspect  in  this  thing 
By  maner  of  the  cherles  chalenging, 
That  it  was  by  the  assent  of  Appius  ; 
They  wisten  wel  that  he  was  lecherous. 
For  which  unto  this  Appius  they  gon, 
And  caste  him  in  a  prison  right  anon, 
Wheras  he  slow  himself :  and  Claudius, 
That  servant  was  unto  this  Appius, 
Was  demed  for  to  hange  upon  a  tree ; 
But  that  Virginius  of  his  pitee 
So  prayed  for  him,  that  he  was  exiled, 
And  elles  certes  had  he  ben  begiled : 
The  remenant  were  an  hanged,  more  and  lesse, 
That  were  consentant  of  this  cursed nesse. 

Here  men  may  see  how  sin  hath  his  merite  : 
Beth  ware,  for  no  man  wot  whom  God  wol  smite 
In  no  degree,  ne  in  which  maner  wise 
The  worme  of  conscience  may  agrise 
Of  wicked  lif,  though  it  so  privee  be, 
That  no  man  wote  therof,  sauf  God  and  he  : 
For  be  he  lewed  man  or  elles  lered, 
He  not  how  sone  that  he  shal  ben  afered. 
Therfore  I  rede  you  this  conseil  take, 
Forsaketh  suine,  or  sinne  you  forsake. 
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ite  gan  to  swere  as  he  were  wood  ; 
(quod  he)  by  nailes  and  by  blood, 
a  false  cherl,  and  a  false  justice, 
eful  deth,  as  herte  can  devise, 
thise  juges  and  hir  advocas. 
lis  sely  maide  is  slain,  alas  ! 
dere  abought  she  hire  beautee. 
e  1  say,  that  al  day  man  may  see, 
tea  of  fortune  and  of  nature 
*e  of  deth  to  many  a  creature, 
utee  was  hire  deth,  I  dare  wel  sain  ; 
» pitously  as  she  was  slain, 
yeftea,  th.it  1  speke  of  now, 
i  ful  often  more  for  harm  than  prow, 
ewely,  min  owen  maister  dere, 
t  a  pitous  tale  for  to  here  : 
icles,  passe  over,  is  no  force. 
>  God  so  save  thy  gentil  corps, 
thyn  orinals,  and  thy  jordaues, 


Thin  Ypocras,  and  eke  thy  Galianes, 

And  every  boist  ful  of  thy  letuarie, 

God  blesse  hem  and  our  lady  Seinte  Marie. 

So  mote  I  the,  thou  art  a  propre  man, 

And  like  a  prelat  by  Seint  Ronian  ; 

Said  I  not  wel !    I  cannot  speke  in  terme  ; 

But  wel  I  wot,  thou  dost  min  herte  to  erme, 

That  I  have  almost  caught  a  cardiacle  : 

By  corpus  domini  but  I  have  triacle, 

Or  elles  a  draught  of  moist  and  corny  ale, 

Or  but  I  here  anon  a  mery  tale, 

Myn  herte  is  lost  for  pitee  of  this  maid. 

Thou  bel  amy,  thou  pardoner,  he  said, 

Tel  us  som  mirth  of  japes  right  anon. 

It  shal  be  don,  quod  he,  by  Seint  Ron  ion. 
But  first  (quod  he)  here  at  this  ale-stake 
I  wol  both  drinke,  and  biten  on  a  cake. 
But  right  anon  thise  gentiles  gan  to  crie  ; 

Nay,  let  him  tell  us  of  no  ribaudrie. 
Tell  us  som  moral  thing,  that  we  mow  iere, 
Som  wit,  and  thanne  wol  we  gladly  here. 
I  graunte  ywis,  quod  he,  but  1  must  thinke 
Upon  som  honest  thing,  while  that  I  drinke. 
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Lordings,  quod  he,  in  chirche  whan  I  preche, 
I  peine  me  to  have  an  hautein  speche, 
And  ring  it  out,  as  round  as  goth  a  bell, 
For  I  can  all  by  rote  that  I  tell. 
My  teme  is  alway  on,  and  ever  was  ; 
Radix  malorum  est  cupiditas. 

First  I  pronounce  whennes  that  I  come, 
And  than  my  bulles  shew  I  all  and  some  : 
Our  liege  lordes  sele  on  my  patente, 
That  shew  I  first  my  body  to  warrente. 
That  no  man  be  so  bold,  ne  preest  ne  clerk, 
Me  to  disturb©  of  Gristes  holy  werk. 
And  after  that  than  tell  I  forth  my  tales. 
Bulles  of  popes,  and  of  cardinales, 
Of  patriarkes,  and  bishoppes  I  she  we, 
And  in  Latin  I  speke  a  wordes  fewe, 
To  saffron  with  my  predication, 
And  for  to  stere  men  to  devotion. 
Than  shew  I  forth  my  longe  cristal  stones, 
Ycrammed  ful  of  cloutes  and  of  bones, 
Relikes  they  ben,  as  wenen  they  echon. 

Than  have  I  in  laton  a  shulder  bone, 
Which  that  was  of  an  holy  Jewes  shepe. 

Good  men,  say  I,  take  of  my  wordes  kepe  : 
If  that  this  bone  be  washe  in  any  well, 
If  cow,  or  calf,  or  shepe,  or  oxe  swell, 
That  any  worm  hath  ete,  or  worm  ystonge, 
Take  water  of  that  well,  and  wash  his  tonge, 
And  it  is  hole  anon  :  and  forthermore 
Of  pockes,  and  of  scab,  and  every  sore 
Shal  every  shepe  be  hole,  that  of  this  well 
Drinketh  a  draught  ;  take  kepe  of  that  I  tell. 

If  that  the  good  man,  that  the  bestes  oweth, 
Wol  every  weke,  er  that  the  cok  him  croweth, 
Fasting  ydrinken  of  this  well  a  draught, 
As  thilke  holy  Jew  our  eldres  taught, 
His  bestes  and  his  store  shal  multiplie. 
And,  sires,  also  it  heleth  jalousie. 
For  though  a  man  be  falle  in  jalous  rage, 
Let  maken  with  this  water  his  potage, 
And  never  shal  he  more  his  wif  mistrist, 
Though  he  the  soth  of  hire  defaute  wist ; 
Al  had  she  taken  preestes  two  or  three. 

Here  is  a  mitaine  eke,  that  ye  may  see  : 
He  that  his  hand  wol  put  in  this  mitaine, 
He  shal  have  multiplying  of  his  grain e, 
Whan  he  hath  so  wen,  be  it  whete  or  otes, 
So  that  he  offer  pens  or  elles  grotes. 

And,  men  and  women,  o  thing  warne  I  you  : 
If  any  wight  be  in  this  chirche  now, 
That  hath  don  sinne  horrible,  so  that  he 
Dare  not  for  shame  of  it  yshriven  be : 
Or  any  woman,  be  she  yong  or  old, 
That  hath  ymade  hire  husbond  cokewold, 
Swiche  folk  shul  han  no  power  ne  no  grace 
To  offer  to  my  relikes  in  this  place. 
|    And  who  so  findeth  him  out  of  swiche  blame, 
i    He  wol  come  up  and  offer  in  Goddes  name, 

And  I  assoyle  him  by  the  auctoritce, 
I     Which  that  by  bulle  ygranted  was  to  me. 

By  this  gaude  have  I  wonnen  yere  by  yere 
i    An  hundred  mark,  sin  I  was  pardonere. 
I  stonde  like  a  clerk  in  my  pulpet, 
And  whan  the  lewed  pepie  is  doun  yset, 
I  preche  so  as  ye  han  herd  before, 
And  tell  an  hundred  false  japes  more. 
Than  peine  1  me  to  stretchen  forth  my  necke. 


And  est  and  west  upon  the  peple  I  becke, 
As  doth  a  dove,  sitting  upon  a  beme  : 
Myn  hondes  and  my  tonge  gon  so  yerne, 
That  it  is  joye  to  see  my  besinease. 
Of  avarice  and  of  swiche  cursedneese 
Is  all  my  preching,  for  to  make  hem  free 
To  yeve  hir  pens,  and  namely  unto  me. 
For  min  entente  is  not  but  for  to  winne, 
And  nothing  for  correction  of  sinne. 
I  recke  never  whan  that  they  be  beried, 
Though  that  hir  soules  gon  a  blake  beried. 

For  certes  many  a  predication 
Cometh  oft  time  of  evil  entention  ; 
Som  for  plesance  of  folk,  and  flaterie, 
To  ben  avanced  by  hypocrisie  ; 
And  som  for  vaine  glorie,  and  som  for  hate. 
For  whan  I  dare  non  other  wayes  debate. 
Than  wol  I  sting  him  with  my  tonge  smerte 
In  preching,  so  that  he  shal  not  asterte 
To  ben  defamed  falsely,  if  that  he 
Hath  trespased  to  my  brethren  or  to  me. 
For  though  I  telle  not  his  propre  name, 
Men  shal  wel  knowen  that  it  is  the  same 
By  signes,  and  by  other  circumstances. 
Thus  quite  I  folk,  that  don  us  displesances : 
Thus  spit  I  out  my  venime  under  hewe 
Of  holinesse,  to  seme  holy  and  trewe. 
But  shortly  min  entente  I  wol  devise, 
I  preche  of  nothing  but  for  oovetise. 
Therfore  my  teme  is  yet,  and  ever  was, 
Radix  malorum  est  cupiditas. 

Thus  can  I  preche  again  the  same  vice 
Which  that  I  use,  and  that  is  avarice. 
But  though  myself  be  gjlty  in  that  sinne, 
Yet  can  I  maken  other  folk  to  twinne 
From  avarice,  and  sore  hem  to  repente. 
But  that  is  not  my  principal  entente  ; 
I  preche  nothing  but  for  covetise. 
Of  this  matere  it  ought  ynough  suffise. 

Than  tell  I  hem  ensamples  many  on 
Of  olde  stories  longe  time  agon. 
For  lewed  peple  loven  tales  olde ; 
Swiche  thinges  can  they  wel  report  and  holds. 
What  t  trowen  ye,  that  whiles  I  may  preche 
And  winnen  gold  and  silver  for  I  teche, 
That  I  wol  live  in  poverte  wilfully  ! 
Nay,  nay,  I  thought  it  never  trewely. 
For  I  wol  preche  and  beg  in  sondry  londes, 
I  wol  not  do  no  labour  with  min  hondes, 
Ne  make  baskettes  for  to  live  therby, 
Because  I  wol  not  beggen  idelly. 
I  wol  non  of  the  apostles  contrefete  : 
I  wol  have  money,  wolle,  chese,  and  whete, 
Al  were  it  yeven  of  the  pourest  page, 
Or  of  the  pourest  widewe  in  a  village  : 
Al  shulde  hire  children  sterven  for  famine. 
Nay,  I  wol  drinke  the  lioour  of  the  vine, 
And  have  a  joly  wenche  in  every  toon. 

But  herkeneth,  lordings,  in  conclusioun, 
Your  liking  is  that  I  shal  tell  a  tale. 
Now  I  have  dronke  a  draught  of  corny  ale, 
By  God  I  hope  I  shal  you  tell  a  thing, 
That  shal  by  reson  ben  at  your  liking : 
For  though  myself  be  a  ful  vicious  man, 
A  moral  tale  yet  I  you  telle n  can, 
Which  I  am  wont  to  prechen,  for  to  winne. 
Now  hold  your  pees,  my  tale  I  wol  beginne. 

In  Flandres  whilom  was  a  compagnie 
Of  yonge  folk,  that  haunteden  folic, 
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d,  riot,  stewes,  and  tavernes ; 
with  harpes,  lutes,  and  giternes, 

toe  and  plaie  at  dis  bothe  day  and  night, 
ilso,  and  drinke  over  hir  might ; 
vhich  they  don  the  devil  sacrifice 
le  devils  temple,  in  cursed  wise, 
fluitee  abhominable. 
i  ben  so  gret  and  so  damnable, 
i  grisly  for  to  here  hem  swere. 
ul  lordes  body  they  to-tere  ; 
ught  the  Jewes  rent  him  not  ynough  ; 
i  of  hem  at  others  sinne  lough, 
ght  anon  in  comen  tombesteres 
I  smale,  and  yonge  frui  tea  teres, 
nth  harpes,  baudes,  wafereres, 
en  the  veray  devils  officeres, 
j  and  blow  the  fire  of  lecherie, 
nnexed  unto  glotonie. 
writ  take  I  to  my  witnesse, 
arie  is  in  wine  and  dronkenesse. 
w  that  dronken  Loth  unkindely 
is  daughters  two  unwetingly, 
e  he  was  he  n'iste  what  he  wrought, 
es,  who  so  wel  the  stories  sought, 
of  wine  replete  was  at  his  feste, 
his  owen  table  he  yave  his  heste 
the  Baptist  John  ful'gilteles. 
-  saith  a  good  word  douteles  : 
he  can  no  difference  find 
man  that  is  out  of  his  mind, 
an  whiche  that  is  dronkelew  : 
woodnesse,  yfallen  in  a  shrew, 
eth  lenger  than  doth  dronkenesse. 
mie,  fuU  of  cursednesse  ; 
irst  of  our  confusion, 
.1  of  our  damnation, 
had  bought  us  with  his  blood  again, 
tow  dere,  shortly  for  to  sain, 
was  thilke  cursed  vilanie  : 
iras  all  this  world  for  glotonie. 
our  father,  and  his  wif  also, 
tdis,  to  labour  and  to  wo, 
ven  for  that  vice,  it  is  no  drede. 
a  that  Adam  fasted,  as  I  rede, 
i  Paradis,  and  whan  that  he 
ie  fruit  defended  on  a  tree, 
was  out  cast  to  wo  and  peine. 

e,  on  thee  wel  ought  us  plaine. 
;  a  man  how  many  maladies 

f  excesse  and  of  glotonies, 

i  ben  the  more  mesurable 

ete,  sitting  at  his  table. 

e  shorte  throte,  the  tendre  mouth, 

hat  Est  and  West,  and  North  and  South, 

in  air,  in  water,  men  to-swinke, 
.  gloton  deintee  mete  and  drinke. 
latere,  0  Poule,  wel  canst  thou  trete. 
o  wombe,  and  wombe  eke  unto  mete 

destroien  bothe,  as  Paulus  saith. 
foule  thing  is  it  by  my  faith 
lis  word,  and  fouler  is  the  dede, 
in  so  drinketh  of  the  white  and  rede, 
lis  throte  he  maketh  his  privee 
hilke  cursed  superfluitee. 
postle  saith  weping  ful  pitously, 
ken  many,  of  which  you  told  have  I, 
ow  weping  with  pitous  vow, 
y  ben  enemies  of  Cristes  crois  : 
ie  the  end  is  deth,  womb  is  hir  God. 
»,  O  belly,  stinking  is  thy  cod, 


Fulfilled  of  dong  and  of  corruptioun  ; 

At  either  end  of  thee  foule  is  the  soun. 

How  gret  labour  and  cost  is  thee  to  find  1 

Thise  cokes  how  they  stamp,  and  strein,  and  grind, 

And  turnen  substance  into  accident, 

To  fulfill  all  thy  likerous  talent  1 

Out  of  the  harde  bones  knocken  they 

The  mary,  for  they  casten  nought  away, 

That  may  go  thurgh  the  gullet  soft  and  sote  : 

Of  spicerie,  of  leef,  of  barke,  and  rote, 

Shal  ben  his  sause  ymaked  by  delit 

To  make  him  yet  a  newer  appetit. 

But  certes  he,  that  haunteth  swiche  delices, 

Is  ded,  while  that  he  liveth  in  tho  vices. 

A  lecherous  thing  is  wine,  and  dronkenesse 
Is  ful  of  striving  and  of  wretchednesse. 
0  dronken  man,  disfigured  is  thy  face, 
Sour  is  thy  breth,  foul  art  thou  to  enbrace  : 
And  thurgh  thy  dronken  nose  semeth  the  soun, 
As  though  thou  saidest  ay,  Sampsoun,  Sampsoun  : 
And  yet,  God  wot,  Sampsoun  dronk  never  no  wine. 
Thou  fallest,  as  it  were  a  stiked  swine  : 
Thy  tonge  is  lost,  and  all  thin  honest  cure, 
For  dronkenesse  is  veray  sepulture 
Of  mannes  wit,  and  his  discretion. 
In  whom  that  drinke  hath  domination, 
He  can  no  conseil  kepe,  it  is  no  drede. 
Now  kepe  you  fro  the  white  and  fro  the  rede, 
And  namely  fro  the  white  wine  of  Lepe, 
That  is  to  sell  in  Fishstrete  and  in  Chepe. 
This  wine  of  Spaigne  crepeth  subtilly 
In  other  wines  growing  faste  by. 
Of  which  ther  riseth  swiche  fumositee, 
That  whan  a  man  hath  dronken  draughtes  three, 
And  weneth  that  he  be  at  home  in  Chepe, 
He  is  in  Spaigne,  right  at  the  toun  of  Lepe, 
Not  at  the  Rochell,  ne  at  Burdeux  toun  ; 
And  thanne  wol  he  say,  Sampsoun,  Sampsoun. 

But  herkeneth,  lordings,  o  word,  I  you  pray, 
That  all  the  soveraine  actes,  dare  I  say, 
Of  victories  in  the  Olde  Testament, 
Thurgh  veray  God,  that  is  omnipotent, 
Were  don  in  abstinence  and  in  prayere  : 
Loketh  the  Bible,  and  ther  ye  mow  it  lere. 

Loke  Attila,  the  grete  conquerour, 
Died  in  his  slepe,  with  shame  and  dishonour, 
Bleding  ay  at  his  nose  in  dronkenesse  : 
A  capitaine  shulde  live  in  sobrenesse. 

And  over  all  this,  aviseth  you  right  wel, 
What  was  commanded  unto  Lamuel ; 
Not  Samuel,  but  Lamuel  say  I. 
Redeth  the  Bible,  and  find  it  expresly 
Of  wine  yeving  to  hem  that  have  justice. 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  may  wel  suffice. 

And  now  that  I  have  spoke  of  glotonie, 
Now  wol  I  you  defenden  hasardrie. 
Hasard  is  veray  moder  of  lesinges, 
And  of  deceite,  and  cursed  forsweringes  : 
Blaspheming  of  Crist,  manslaughter,  and  wast  also 
Of  catel,  and  of  time ;  and  fortherrao 
It  is  repreve,  and  contrary  of  honour, 
For  to  ben  hold  a  commun  hasardour. 
And  ever  the  higher  he  is  of  estat, 
The  more  he  is  holden  desolat. 
If  that  a  Prince  useth  hasarderie, 
In  alle  governance  and  policie 
He  is,  as  by  commun  opinion, 
Yhold  the  lesse  in  reputation. 

Stilbon,  that  was  a  wise  embaasedour. 
Was  sent  to  Corinth  with  ful  gret  honour 
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Fro  Caiidone,  to  maken  hem  alliance  : 
And  whan  he  came,  it  happed  him  par  chance. 
That  all  the  gretest  that  were  of  that  lond 
Yplaying  atte  haaard  he  hem  fond. 
For  which,  as  sone  as  that  it  mighte  he, 
He  stale  him  home  agein  to  his  con  tree, 
And  sayde  ther,  I  wol  not  lese  my  name, 
Ne  wol  not  take  on  me  so  gret  defame, 
You  for  to  allie  unto  non  hasardours. 
Sendeth  som  other  wise  emhassadours, 
For  by  my  trouthe,  me  were  lever  die, 
Than  I  you  shuld  to  hasardours  allie. 
For  ye,  that  hen  so  glorious  in  honours, 
Shal  not  allie  you  to  non  hasardours, 
As  by  my  wille,  ne  as  by  my  tretee. 
This  wise  philosophre  thus  savd  he. 

Loke  eke  how  to  the  king  Demetrius 
The  king  of  Parthes,  as  the  book  sayth  us, 
Sent  him  a  pair  of  dis  of  gold  in  scorne, 
For  he  had  used  hasard  therbeforne  : 
For  which  he  held  his  glory  and  his  renoun 
At  no  value  or  reputatioun. 
Lordea  may  linden  other  maner  play 
Honest  ynough  to  drive  the  day  away. 

Now  wol  I  speke  of  others  false  and  grete 
A  word  or  two,  as  olde  bookes  trete. 
Gret  swering  is  a  thing  abhominable, 
And  false  swering  is  yet  more  reprevable. 
The  highe  God  forbad  swering  at  al, 
Witnesse  on  Mathew :  but  in  special 
Of  swering  sayth  the  holy  Jeremie, 
Thou  shalt  swere  soth  thin  othes,  and  not  lie  ; 
And  swere  in  dome,  and  eke  in  rightwisnesse  ; 
But  idel  swering  is  a  cursednesse. 

Behold  and  see,  that  in  the  first©  table 
Of  highe  Goddes  hestes  honourable, 
How  that  the  second  hest  of  him  is  this, 
Take  not  my  name  in  idel  or  amis. 
Lo,  rather  he  forbedeth  swiche  swering, 
Than  homicide,  or  many  an  other  thing. 
I  say  that  as  by  ordre  thus  it  stondeth  ; 
This  knoweth  he  that  his  hestes  understondeth, 
How  that  the  second  hest  of  God  is  that. 
And  forthermore,  I  wol  thee  tell  all  plat, 
That  vengeance  shal  not  parten  from  his  hous 
That  of  his  othes  is  outrageous. 
By  Goddes  precious  herte,  and  by  his  nailes, 
And  by  the  blood  of  Crist,  that  is  in  Hailes, 
Seven  is  my  chance,  and  thin  is  cink  and  treye  : 
By  Goddes  armes,  if  thou  falsely  pleye, 
This  dagger  shal  thurghout  thin  herte  go. 
This  fruit  cometh  of  the  bicchel  bones  two, 
Forswering,  ire,  falsenesse,  and  homicide. 
Now  for  the  love  of  Crist  that  for  us  dide, 
'    Leteth  your  othes,  bothe  gret  and  smale. 

But,  sires,  now  wol  I  tell  you  forth  my  tale. 
!       Thise  riotoures  three,  of  which  I  tell, 
|    Long  erst  or  prime  rong  of  any  bell, 
1    Were  set  hem  in  a  taverne  for  to  drinke  : 
And  as  they  sat,  they  herd  a  belle  clinke 
Beforn  a  corps,  was  caried  to  his  grave : 
,    That  on  of  hem  gan  callen  to  his  knave, 
I    Go  bet,  quod  he,  and  axe  redily, 

What  corps  is  this,  that  passeth  here  forth  by  : 
And  loke  that  thou  report  his  name  wel. 
Sire,  quod  this  boy,  it  nedeth  never  a  del ; 
,    It  was  me  told  or  ye  came  here  two  houres  ; 
j    He  was  parde  an  old  felaw  of  youres, 
|    And  sodenly  he  was  yslam  to-night, 

Fordronke  as  he  sat  on  his  benche  upright, 


Ther  came  a  privee  theef,  men  clepen  Deth, 
That  in  this  con  tree  all  the  peple  sleth, 
And  with  his  spere  he  smote  his  herte  at  wo, 
And  went  his  way  withouten  wordes  mo. 
He  hath  a  thousand  slain  this  pestilence  : 
And,  maister,  or  ye  come  in  his  presence, 
Me  thinketh  that  it  were  ful  neceasarie, 
For  to  beware  of  swiche  an  adversarie : 
Beth  redy  for  to  mete  him  evermore. 
Thus  taughte  me  my  dame,  I  say  no  more. 

By  Seinte  Marie,  sayd  this  taveraere, 
The  child  sayth  soth,  for  he  hath  slain  this  yere 
Hens  over  a  mile,  within  a  gret  village, 
Both  man  and  woman,  child,  and  hyne,  and  page 
I  trowe  his  habitation  be  there : 
To  ben  avised  gret  wisdome  it  were, 
Or  that  he  did  a  man  a  dishonour. 

Ye,  Goddes  armes,  quod  this  riotour, 
Is  it  swiche  peril  with  him  for  to  mete  ! 
I  shal  him  seke  by  stile  and  eke  by  strete. 
I  make  a  vow  by  Goddes  digne  bones. 
Herkeneth,  felawes,  we  three  ben  all  ones : 
Let  echo  of  us  hold  up  his  hond  to  other, 
And  eche  of  us  becomen  others  brother, 
And  we  wol  slen  this  false  traitour  deth : 
He  shal  be  slain,  he,  that  so  many  sleth, 
By  Goddes  dignitee,  or  it  be  night. 

Togeder  ban  thise  three  hir  trouthes  plight 
To  live  and  dien  eche  of  hem  for  other, 
As  though  he  were  his  owen  boren  brother. 
And  up  they  stert  al  dronken  in  this  rage, 
And  forth  they  gon  to  ward  es  that  village, 
Of  which  the  taverner  had  spoke  beforn, 
I  And  many  a  grisly  oth  than  have  they  sworn, 
I  And  Cristes  blessed  body  they  to-rent ; 
Deth  shal  be  ded,  if  that  we  may  him  hent. 
Whan  they  han  gon  not  fully  half  a  mile, 
!  Right  as  they  wold  han  troden  over  a  stile, 
\  An  olde  man  and  a  poure  with  hem  mette. 
|  This  olde  man  ful  mekely  hem  grette, 
;  And  sayde  thus  ;  Now,  lordea,  God  you  see. 
The  proudest  of  thise  riotoures  three 
Answerd  agen  ;  What !  cherl,  with  sory  grace, 
1  Why  art  thou  all  forwrapped  save  thy  lace ! 
Why  livest  thou  so  longe  in  so  gret  age  ! 

This  olde  man  gau  loke  in  his  visage , 
And  sayde  thus  ;  For  I  ne  cannot  finde 
A  man,  though  that  I  walked  into  Inde, 
Neither  in  citee,  ne  in  no  village, 
That  wolde  change  his  youthe  for  min  age ; 
And  therfore  mote  I  han  min  age  still 
As  longe  time  as  it  is  Goddes  will. 
Ne  deth,  alas  !  ne  will  not  han  my  lif. 
Thus  walke  I  like  a  resteles  caitif, 
And  on  the  ground,  which  is  my  modres  gate, 
J  I  knocke  with  my  staf,  erlich  and  late, 
And  say  to  hire,  Leve  mother,  let  me  in. 
Lo,  how  I  vanish,  flesh,  and  blood,  and  skin. 
Alas  !  whan  shul  my  bones  ben  at  reste  1 
Mother,  with  you  wold  I  changen  my  cheste, 
That  in  my  chambre  longe  time  hath  be, 
Ye,  for  an  heren  clout  to  wrap  in  me. 
But  yet  to  me  she  wol  not  don  that  grace, 
For  which  ful  pale  and  welked  is  my  face. 

But,  sires,  to  you  it  is  no  curtesie 
To  speke  unto  an  olde  man  vilanie, 
But  he  trespase  in  word  oi  el  lea  in  dede. 
In  holy  writ  ye  moun  yourselven  rede  ; 
Age  ins  an  olde  man,  hore  upon  his  hede, 
Ye  shuld  arise  :  therfore  I  yeve  you  rede, 
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an  olde  man  non  harm  now, 
i  that  ye  wold  a  man  did  you 
;  ye  may  so  long  abide, 
nth  you,  wher  ye  go  or  ride* 
idcr  as  I  have  to  go. 
herl,  by  God  thou  shalt  not  so, 
ler  hasardour  anon ; 
not  so  lightly  by  Seint  John. 
Ight  now  of  thilke  traitour  deth, 
ontree  all  our  frendes  sleth  ; 
f  trouth  as  thou  art  his  espie  ; 
is,  or  thou  shalt  it  abie, 
>y  the  holy  Sacrement ; 
>u  art  on  of  his  assent 
lge  folk,  thou  false  thefe. 
quod  he,  if  it  be  you  so  lefe 
i,  tourne  up  this  croked  way, 
■ove  I  left  him  by  my  fay 
and  ther  he  wol  abide  ; 
ost  he  wol  him  nothing  hide. 
?  1  right  ther  ye  shuln  him  find, 
that  bought  agen  mankind, 
tide  ;  thus  sayd  this  olde  man. 
1  of  thise  riotoures  ran, 
t  to  the  tree,  and  ther  they  found 
ae  of  gold  ycoined  round, 
•ighte  bushels,  as  hem  thought, 
than  after  dethe  they  sought, 
em  so  glad  was  of  the  sight, 
loreins  ben  so  faire  and  bright, 
•y  sette  hem  by  the  precious  hord. 
'  hem  he  spake  the  firste  word, 
[uod  he,  take  kepe  what  I  shal  say  ; 
t,  though  that  I  bourde  and  play, 
utth  fortune  unto  us  yeven 
jolitee  our  lif  to  liven, 
i  it  cometh,  so  wol  we  spend, 
recious  dignitee,  who  wend 
re  shuld  han  so  faire  a  grace  ? 
s  gold  be  caried  fro  this  place 
nous,  or  elles  unto  youres, 
ie  that  all  this  gold  is  oures) 
we  in  high  felicitee. 
y  day  it  may  not  be  ; 
ay  that  we  were  theeves  strong, 
wen  tresour  don  us  hong. , 
nust  ycaried  be  by  night 
as  sleighly  as  it  might, 
ede,  that  cut  among  us  alle 
d  let  see  wher  the  cut  wol  falle  : 
lath  the  cut,  with  herte  blith, 

0  the  tou n,  and  that  ful  swith, 
bred  and  win  ful  prively  : 

( shal  kepen  subtilly 
rel  :  and  if  he  wol  not  taricn, 
jht,  we  wol  this  tresour  carien 
wher  as  us  thinketh  best, 
hem  the  cut  brought  in  his  fcst, 
drawe  and  loke  wher  it  wold  falle, 
the  yongest  of  hem  alio  : 
ard  the  toun  he  went  anon, 
e  as  that  he  was  agon, 
in  spake  thus  unto  that  other ; 
ve\  thou  art  my  sworen  brother, 
[>1  I  tell  thee  right  anon. 

1  that  our  felaw  is  agon, 
old,  and  that  ful  gret  plentee, 
arted  ben  among  us  three. 

if  I  can  shape  it  so, 
ad  were  among  us  two, 


Had  I  not  don  a  frendes  turn  to  thee  f 

That  other  answerd,  I  n'ot  how  that  may  be  : 
He  wote  wel  that  the  gold  is  with  us  tweye. 
What  shuln  we  don  1  what  shuln  we  to  him  seye! 

Shal  it  be  conseil  f  sayd  the  firste  shrewe ; 
And  I  shal  tellen  thee  in  wordes  fewe 
What  we  shul  don,  and  bring  it  wel  aboute. 

I  grante,  quod  that  other,  out  of  doute, 
That  by  my  trouth  I  wol  thee  not  bewreie. 

Now,  quod  the  first,  thou  wost  wel  we  ben  tweie, 
And  tweie  of  us  shul  strenger  be  than  on. 
Loke,  whan  that  he  is  set,  thou  right  anon 
Arise,  as  though  thou  woldest  with  him  play ; 
And  I  shal  rive  him  thurgh  the  sides  tway, 
While  that  thou  stroglest  with  him  as  in  game, 
And  with  thy  dagger  loke  thou  do  the  same  ; 
And  than  shal  all  this  gold  departed  be, 
My  dere  frend,  betwixen  thee  and  me  : 
Than  moun  we  bothe  our  lustes  al  fulfille, 
And  play  at  dis  right  at  our  owen  wille. 
And  thus  accorded  ben  thise  shrewes  tweye, 
To  slen  the  thridde,  as  ye  han  herd  me  seye. 

This  yongest,  which  that  wente  to  the  toun, 
Ful  oft  in  herte  he  rolleth  up  and  doun 
The  beautee  of  thise  floreins  newe  and  bright. 
0  Lord,  quod  he,  if  so  were  that  I  might 
Have  all  this  tresour  to  myself  alone, 
Ther  n'is  no  man  that  livcth  under  the  trono 
Of  God,  that  shulde  live  so  mery  as  I. 
And  at  the  last  the  fend  our  enemy 
Putte  in  his  thought,  that  he  shuld  poison  beye, 
With  which  he  m ighte  slen  his  felaws  tweye. 
For  why,  the  fend  fond  him  in  swiche  living, 
That  he  had  leve  to  sorwe  him  to  bring. 
For  this  was  outrely  his  ful  entente 
To  slen  hem  both,  and  never  to  repente. 

And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wpld  he  tary, 
Into  the  toun  unto  a  Potecary, 
And  praied  him  that  he  him  wolde  sell 
Som  poison,  that  he  might  his  ratouns  quell. 
And  eke  ther  was  a  polkat  in  his  hawe, 
That,  as  he  sayd,  his  capons  had  yslawe : 
And  fayn  he  wolde  him  wreken,  if  he  mighty 
Of  vermine,  that  destroied  hem  by  night. 

The  Potecary  answerd,  Thou  shalt  liave 
A  thing,  as  wisly  God  my  soule  save, 
In  all  this  world  ther  n'is  no  creature, 
That  ete  or  dronke  hath  of  this  confecture, 
Not  but  the  mountance  of  a  corne  of  whete, 
That  he  ne  shal  his  lif  anon  forlete  ; 
Ye,  sterve  he  shal,  and  that  in  lesse  while, 
Than  thou  wolt  gon  a  pas  not  but  a  mile : 
This  poison  is  so  strong  and  violent. 

This  cursed  man  hath  in  his  bond  yhent 
This  poison  in  a  box,  and  swithe  he  ran 
Into  the  nextc  strete  unto  a  man, 
And  borwed  of  him  large  botelles  three  ; 
And  in  the  two  the  poison  poured  he ; 
The  thridde  he  kepte  clene  for  his  drinke, 
For  all  the  night  he  shope  him  for  to  swinke 
In  carying  of  the  gold  out  of  that  place. 

And  whan  this  riotour,  with  sory  grace. 
Hath  filled  with  win  his  grete  botelles  tnrvc, 
To  his  felawes  agen  repaireth  he. 

What  nedeth  it  therof  to  sermon  more  ! 
For  right  as  they  had  cast  his  deth  before, 
Right  so  they  han  him  slain,  and  that  anon. 
And  whan  that  this  was  don,  thus  spake  that  on  ; 
Now  let  us  sit  and  drinke,  and  make  us  mery, 
And  afterward  we  wiln  his  body  bory. 
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And  with  that  word  it  happed  him  par  cas, 
To  take  the  botelle,  ther  the  poison  was, 
And  dronke,  and  yave  his  felaw  drink e  also, 
For  which  anon  they  storve  bothe  two. 

But  certes  I  suppose  that  Avicenne 
Wrote  never  in  no  canon,  ne  in  no  fenne, 
Mo  wonder  signes  of  empoisoning, 
Than  had  thise  wretches  two  or  hir  ending. 
Thus  ended  ben  thise  homicides  two, 
And  eke  the  false  empoisoner  also. 

0  cursednesse  of  alle  cursednesse  ! 
0  traitours  homicide  1    0  wickednesse  ! 

0  glotonie,  luxurie,  and  hasardrie  ! 
Thou  blasphemour  of  Crist  with  vilanie, 
And  othes  grete,  of  usage  and  of  pride  1 
Alas  !  mankinde,  how  may  it  betrde, 

That  to  thy  Creatour,  which  that  thee  wrought, 
And  with  his  precious  herte-blood  thee  bought, 
Thou  art  so  false  and  so  unkind,  alas  ! 

Now,  good  men,  God  foryeve  you  your  trespas, 
And  ware  you  fro  the  sinne  of  avarice. 
Min  holy  pardon  may  you  all  warice, 
So  that  ye  offre  nobles  or  starlinges, 
Or  elles  silver  broches,  spones,  ringea 
Boweth  your  hed  under  this  holy  Bulle. 
Cometh  up,  ye  wives,  and  offreth  of  your  wolle  ; 
Your  names  I  entre  here  in  my  roll  anon  ; 
Into  the  blisse  of  heven  shul  ye  gon  : 

1  you  assoile  by  min  high  powere, 

You  that  wiln  offre,  as  dene  and  eke  as  clere 
As  ye  were  borne.    Lo,  sires,  thus  I  preche ; 
And  Jesu  Crist,  that  is  our  soules  leche, 
So  graunte  you  his  pardon  to  receive  ; 
For  that  is  best,  I  wol  you  not  deceive. 

But,  sires,  o  word  forgate  I  in  my  tale  ; 
I  have  relikes  and  pardon  in  my  male, 
As  faire  as  any  man  in  Englelond, 
Which  were  me  yeven  by  the  Popes  hond. 
If  any  of  you  wol  of  devotion 
Offren,  and  ban  min  absolution, 
Cometh  forth  anon,  and  kneleth  here  adoun, 
And  mekely  receiveth  my  pardoun. 


Or  elles  taketh  pardon,  as  ye  wende, 

Al  newe  and  freshe  at  every  tounes  ende, 

So  that  ye  offren  alway  newe  and  newe, 

Nobles  or  pens,  which  that  ben  good  and  trewe. 

It  is  an  honour  to  everich  that  is  here, 

That  ye  moun  have  a  suffisant  pardonere 

To  assoilen  you  in  contree  as  ye  ride, 

For  aventures,  which  that  moun  betide. 

Paraventure  ther  may  falle  on,  or  two, 

Doun  of  his  hors,  and  breke  his  necke  at  wo. 

Loke,  which  a  seurtee  is  it  to  you  alle, 

That  I  am  in  your  felawship  yfalle, 

That  may  assoile  you  bothe  more  and  lasae, 

Whan  that  the  soule  shal  fro  the  body  passe. 

I  rede  that  our  hoste  shal  beginne, 

For  he  is  most  envoluped  in  sinne. 

Come  forth,  sire  hoste,  and  offre  first  anon, 

And  thou  shalt  kisse  the  relikes  everich  on, 

Ye  for  a  grote  ;  unbokel  anon  thy  purse. 

Nay  nay,  quod  he,  than  have  I  Cristes  cane. 
Let  be,  quod  he,  it  shal  not  be,  so  the  ich. 
Thou  woldest  make  me  kisse  thin  olde  brech, 
And  swere  it  were  a  relike  of  a  seint, 
Though  it  were  with  thy  foundement  depeint. 
But  by  the  crois,  which  that  Seint  Heleine  fond, 
I  wolde  I  had  thin  coilons  in  min  hond, 
Instede  of  relikes,  or  of  seintuarie. 
Let  cut  hem  of,  I  wol  thee  help  hem  carie ; 
They  shul  be  shrined  in  an  hogges  tord. 

This  Pardoner  answered  not  a  word  ; 
So  wroth  he  was,  no  word  ne  wolde  he  say. 

Now,  quod  our  hoste,  I  wol  no  lenger  play 
With  thee,  ne  with  nou  other  angry  man. 

But  right  anon  the  worthy  knight  began, 
(Whan  that  he  saw  that  all  the  peple  lough) 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  is  right  ynough. 
Sire  Pardoner,  be  mery  and  glad  of  chere  ; 
And  ye,  sire  hoste,  that  ben  to  me  so  dere, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  kisse  the  Pardoner  ; 
And,  Pardoner,  I  pray  thee  draw  thee  ner, 
And  as  we  diden,  let  us  laugh  and  play. 
Anon  they  kissed,  and  riden  forth  hir  way. 


THE  SH1PMANNES  TALE. 


THE  SHIPMANNES  PROLOGUE. 

Our  hoste  upon  his  stirrops  stode  anon, 

Aud  saidc  ;  Good  men,  herkeneth  everich  on, 

This  was  a  thrifty  tale  for  the  nones. 

Sire  parish  preest,  quod  he,  for  Goddcs  bones, 

Tell  us  a  tale,  as  was  thy  forward  yore  : 

1  see  wel  that  ye  lerned  men  in  lore 

Can  mochel  good,  by  Goddes  dignitee. 

The  Person  him  answerd,  Benedicite  ! 
What  eileth  the  man,  so  sinfully  to  swere  1 

^  Our  hoste  answerd,  0  Jankin,  be  ye  there? 
Now,  good  men,  quod  our  hoste,  herkneth  to  me. 
I  smell  a  loller  in  the  wind,  quod  he. 
Abideth  for  Goddes  digne  passion, 
For  we  shul  ban  a  predication  : 
This  loller  here  wol  prechen  us  somwhat. 

Nay  by  ray  father's  soule,  that  shal  he  nat, 
Sayde  the  Shipman,  here  shal  he  nat  preche, 


He  shal  no  gospel  glosen  here  ne  teche. 

We  leven  all  in  the  gret  God,  quod  he. 

He  wolde  sowen  som  difficultee, 

Or  springen  cockle  in  our  clene  corne. 

And  thcrfore,  hoste,  I  waroe  thee  beforne, 

My  joly  body  shal  a  tale  telle, 

And  1  shal  clinken  you  so  mery  a  belle, 

That  I  shal  waken  all  this  compagnie : 

But  it  shal  not  ben  of  philosophic, 

Ne  of  physike,  ne  termes  queinte  of  lawe  ; 

Ther  is  but  litel  Latin  in  my  mawe. 


THE  SHIPMANNES  TALE. 

A  Marchant  whilom  dwelled  at  Seint  Denise, 
That  richc  was,  for  which  men  held  him  wise. 
A  wif  he  had  of  excellent  beautee, 
And  compaignable,  and  revelous  was  she, 
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Which  is  a  thing  that  causeth  more  dispence, 
Than  worth  is  ail  the  chere  and  reverence, 
That  men  hem  don  at  festes  and  at  dances. 
Swfehe  salutations  and  contenances 
Paasen,  as  doth  a  shadwe  upon  the  wall : 
Bat  wo  is  him  that  payen  mote  for  all. 
The  sely  husbond  aJgate  he  mote  pay, 
He  mote  as  clothe  and  he  mote  us  array 
All  for  his  owen  worship  richely  : 
In  which  array  we  dancen  jolily. 
And  if  that  he  may  not  para  venture, 
Or  elles  lost  not  swiche  dispence  endure, 
Bat  thinketh  it  is  wasted  and  ylost, 
Than  mote  another  payen  for  our  cost, 
Or  lene  us  gold,  and  that  is  perilous. 

This  noble  Marchant  held  a  worthy  hous, 
For  which  he  had  all  day  so  gret  repaire 
For  his  largesse,  and  for  his  wif  was  faire, 
That  wonder  is  :  but  herkeneth  to  my  tale. 

Amonges  all  thise  gestes  gret  and  smale, 
Ther  was  a  Monk,  a  faire  man  and  a  bold, 
I  trow  a  thritty  winter  he  was  old, 
That  ever  in  on  was  drawing  to  that  place. 
Ths  jonge  Monk,  that  was  so  faire  of  face, 
Acquainted  was  so  with  this  goode  man, 
Ssheo  that  hir  firste  knowlege  began, 
That  in  his  boos  as  familier  was  he, 
At  it  possible  is  any  frend  to  be. 
And  for  as  mochel  as  this  goode  man 
And  eke  this  Monk,  of  which  that  1  began, 
Were  bothe  two  vborne  in  o  village, 
The  Honk  him  chaimeth,  as  for  cos  wage, 
And  be  again  him  sayd  not  ones  nay, 
Bat  was  as  glad  therof,  as  foule  of  day  ; 
For  to  his  herte  it  was  a  gret  plesance. 

Thss  ben  they  knit  with  eterne  alliance, 
And  eehe  of  hem  gan  other  for  to  ensure 
Of  brotherhed,  while  that  hire  lif  may  dure. 
■    Free  was  Dan  John,  and  namely  of  dispence 
I  Ai  in  that  hous,  and  ful  of  diligence 

To  don  plesance,  and  also  gret  costage  : 
I  Be  not  forgate  to  yeve  the  leste  page 
fa  all  that  nous ;  but,  after  hir  degree, 

•  He  jave  the  lord,  and  sithen  his  meinee, 

1  Whan  that  he  came,  som  maner  honest  thing  ; 

,  For  which  they  were  as  glad  of  his  coming 
As  (bole  is  fayn,  whan  that  the  sonne  up  riseth. 

I  Ko  more  of  this  as  now,  for  it  suffice th. 
Bat  so  befell,  this  Marchant  on  a  day 

!  Shope  him  to  maken  redy  his  array 

i  Toward  the  toun  of  Brugges  for  to  fare, 

J  To  byen  ther  a  portion  of  ware  : 

|  For  which  he  hath  to  Paris  sent  anon 
A  messager,  and  praied  hath  Dan  John 

|  That  he  shuld  come  to  Seint  Denis,  and  plcie 

I  With  him,  and  with  his  wif,  a  day  or  tweie, 
I  Or  he  to  Brugges  went,  in  alle  wise. 
|    This  noble  Monk,  of  which  1  you  devise, 
|  Hath  of  his  Abbot,  as  him  list,  licence, 
(Because  he  was  a  man  of  high  prudence, 
And  eke  an  officer  out  for  to  ride, 

\   To  •©en  hir  granges,  and  hir  bernes  wide) 
And  unto  Semt  Denis  he  coraeth  anon. 

I     Who  was  so  welcome  as  my  lord  Dan  John, 

J  Our  dere  cousin,  ful  of  curtesie  ? 

I  With  him  he  brought  a  jubbe  of  Malvcsie, 

I  And  eke  another  ful  of  fine  Vernage, 
And  volatile,  as  ay  was  his  usage  : 

I  And  thus  I  let  hem  ete,  and  drinke,  and  pleye, 
This  marchant  and  this  monk,  a  day  or  tweye. 


The  thridde  day  this  marchant  up  ariseth, 
And  on  his  nedes  sadly  him  aviseth  : 
And  up  into  his  countour  hous  goth  he, 
To  reken  with  himselven,  wel  may  be, 
Of  thilke  yere,  how  that  it  with  him  stood, 
And  how  that  he  dispended  had  his  good, 
And  if  that  he  encresed  were  or  non. 
His  bookes  and  his  bagges  many  on 
He  layth  beforn  him  on  his  counting  bord. 
Ful  riche  was  his  tresour  and  his  hord  ; 
For  which  ful  fast  his  countour  dore  he  shet ; 
And  eke  he  n'olde  no  man  shuld  him  let 
Of  his  accountes,  for  the  mene  time  : 
And  thus  he  sit,  til  it  was  passed  prime. 

Dan  John  was  risen  in  the  morwe  also, 
And  in  the  gardin  walketh  to  and  fro, 
And  hath  his  thinges  sayd  ful  curteisly. 

This  goode  wif  came  walking  prively 
Into  the  gardin,  ther  he  walketh  soft, 
And  him  salueth,  as  she  hath  don  oft : 
A  maiden  child  came  in  hire  compagnie, 
Which  as  hire  lust  she  may  governe  and  gie, 
For  yet  under  the  yerde  was  the  maide. 

O  dere  cosin  min  Dan  John,  she  saide, 
What  aileth  you  so  rathe  for  to  arise  1 

Nece,  quod  he,  it  ought  ynough  suffise 
Five  houres  for  to  slepe  upon  a  night : 
But  it  were  for  an  olde  appalled  wight, 
As  ben  thise  wedded  men,  that  lie  and  dare, 
As  in  a  fourme  sitteth  a  wery  hare, 
Were  al  forstraught  with  houndes  gret  and  smale. 
But,  dere  nece,  why  be  ye  so  pale ! 
I  trowe  certes,  that  our  goode  man 
Hath  you  laboured,  sith  this  night  began, 
That  you  were  nede  to  resten  hastily. 
And  with  that  word  he  lough  ful  merily, 
And  of  his  owen  thought  he  wexe  all  red. 

This  faire  wif  gan  for  to  shake  hire  hed, 
And  saied  thus  ;  Ye,  God  wote  All,  quod  she. 
Nay,  cosin  min,  it  stant  not  so  with  me. 
For  by  that  God,  that  yave  me  soule  and  lif, 
In  all  the  reame  of  Fraunce  is  ther  no  wif, 
That  lasse  lust  hath  to  that  sory  play  ; 
For  I  may  singe  alas  and  wala  wa 
That  I  was  borne,  but  to  no  wight  (quod  she) 
Dare  I  not  tell  how  that  it  stant  with  me. 
Wherfore  I  thinke  out  of  this  lond  to  wende, 
Or  elles  of  myself  to  make  an  ende, 
So  ful  am  I  of  drede  and  eke  of  care. 

This  monk  began  upon  this  wif  to  store, 
And  sayd,  Alas  !  ray  nece,  God  forbede, 
That  ye  for  any  sorwe,  or  any  drcde, 
Fordo  yourself :  but  telleth  me  your  grefc, 
Paraveuture  I  may  in  your  mischefe 
Conseile  or  helpe  :  aud  therfore  telleth  me 
All  your  annoy,  for  it  shal  ben  secree. 
For  on  my  Portos  here  I  make  an  oth, 
That  never  in  my  lif,  for  lefe  ne  loth, 
Ne  shal  I  of  no  conseil  you  bewray. 

The  same  agen  to  you,  quod  she,  I  say. 
By  God  and  by  this  Portos  I  you  swere, 
Though  men  me  wolden  all  in  peces  tere, 
Ne  shal  I  never,  for  to  gon  to  helle, 
Bewrey  o  word  of  thing  that  ye  me  tell, 
Nought  for  no  cosinage,  ne  alliance, 
But  veraily  for  love  and  affiance. 
Thus  ben  they  sworne,  and  hereupon  they  ki*tc, 
And  eehe  of  hem  told  other  what  hem  liste. 

Cosin,  quod  she,  if  that  I  had  a  space, 
As  I  have  non,  and  namely  in  this  place, 
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Than  wold  I  tell  a  legend  of  my  lif, 
What  I  have  suffred  sith  I  was  a  wif 
With  min  husbond,  al  be  he  your  cosin. 

Nay,  quod  this  monk,  by  God  and  Seint  Martin, 
He  n  is  no  more  oosin  unto  me, 
Than  is  the  leef  that  hangeth  on  the  tree : 
I  clepe  him  so  by  Seint  Denis  of  France 
To  han  the  more  cause  of  acquaintance 
Of  you,  which  I  have  loved  specially 
Aboven  alle  women  sikerly, 
This  swere  I  you  on  my  professioun  : 
Telleth  your  grefe,  lest  that  he  come  adoun, 
And  hasteth  you,  and  goth  away  anon. 

My  dere  love,  quod  she,  o  my  Dan  John, 
Ful  lefe  were  me  this  conseil  for  to  hide, 
But  out  it  mote,  I  may  no  lenger  abide. 

Myn  husbond  is  to  me  the  werste  man, 
That  ever  was  sith  that  the  world  began  : 
But  sith  I  am  a  wif,  it  sit  not  me 
To  tellen  no  wight  of  our  privetee, 
Neither  in  bed,  ne  in  non  other  place  ; 
God  shilde  I  shulde  it  tellen  for  his  grace  ; 
A  wif  ne  shal  not  sayn  of  hire  husbond 
But  all  honour,  as  I  can  understand  ; 
Save  unto  you  thus  moch  I  tellen  shal : 
As  helpe  me  God,  he  is  nought  worth  at  all, 
In  no  degree,  the  value  of  a  flie. 
But  yet  me  greveth  most  his  nigardie  : 
And  wel  ye  wot,  that  women  naturally 
Desiren  thinges  sixe,  as  wel  as  I. 
They  wolden  that  hir  husbondes  shulden  be 
Hardy,  and  wise,  and  riche,  and  therto  free, 
And  buxome  to  his  wif,  and  fresh  a-bedde. 
But  by  that  ilke  Lord  that  for  us  bledde, 
For  his  honour  myselven  for  to  array, 
A  sonday  next  I  muste  nedes  pay 
An  hundred  franks,  or  elles  am  I  lorne. 
Yet  were  me  lever  that  I  were  unborne, 
Than  me  were  don  a  sclandre  or  vilanie. 
And  if  min  husbond  eke  might  it  espie, 
I  n'ere  but  lost ;  and  therfore  I  you  prey 
Lene  me  this  sumrae,  or  elles  mote  I  dey. 
Dan  John,  I  say,  lene  me  this  hundred  frankes  ; 
Parde  I  wol  not  faille  you  my  thankes, 
If  that  you  list  to  do  that  I  you  pray. 
For  at  a  certain  day  I  wol  you  pay, 
And  do  to  you  what  plesance  and  service 
That  I  may  don,  right  as  you  list  devise  : 
And  but  I  do,  God  take  on  me  vengeance, 
As  foule  as  ever  had  Genelon  of  France. 

This  gentil  monk  answerd  in  this  manere  ; 
Now  trewely,  min  owen  lady  dere, 
I  have  (quod  he)  on  you  so  grete  a  routhe, 
That  I  you  swere,  and  plighte  you  my  trouthc, 
That  whan  your  husbond  is  to  Flandres  fare, 
I  wol  deliver  you  out  of  this  care, 
For  I  wol  bringen  you  an  hundred  frankes. 
And  with  that  word  he  caught  hire  by  the  flankes, 
And  hire  embraced  hard,  and  kiste  hire  oft. 
Goth  now  your  way,  quod  he,  al  stille  and  soft, 
And  let  us  dine  as  sone  as  that  ye  may, 
For  by  my  kalendcr  it  is  prime  of  day : 
Goth  now,  and  beth  as  trewe  as  I  shal  be. 

Now  elles  God  forbedc,  sire,  quod  she  ; 
And  forth  she  goth,  as  joly  as  a  pie, 
And  bad  the  cokes  that  they  shuld  hem  hie, 
So  that  men  mighten  dine,  and  that  anon. 
Up  to  hire  husbond  is  this  wif  ygon, 
And  knocketh  at  his  countour  boldely. 
Qui  est  la  9  quod  he.    Peter,  it  am  I, 


Quod  she.    What,  sire,  how  longe  wol  ye  fast  I 
How  longe  time  wol  ye  reken  and  cast 
Your  summea,  and  your  bookes,  and  your  thinge 
The  devil  have  part  of  all  swiche  rekeningca. 
Ye  han  ynough  parde  of  Goddes  sonde. 
Come  doun  to-day,  and  let  your  bagges  atonde. 
Ne  be  ye  not  ashamed,  that  Dan  John 
Shal  fasting  all  this  day  elenge  gon  ! 
What !  let  us  here  a  masse,  and  go  we  dine. 

Wif,  quod  this  man,  litel  canst  thou  divine 
The  curious  besinesse  that  we  have  : 
For  of  us  chapmen,  all  so  God  me  save, 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Ive, 
Scarsly  amonges  twenty  ten  shul  thrive 
Continuelly,  lasting  unto  oure  age. 
We  moun  wel  maken  chere  and  good  visage, 
And  driven  forth  the  world  as  it  may  be, 
And  kepen  oure  estat  in  privitee, 
Til  we  be  ded,  or  elles  that  we  play 
A  pilgrimage,  or  gon  out  of  the  way. 
And  therfore  have  I  gret  necessitee 
Upon  this  queinte  world  to  avisen  me. 
For  evermore  mote  we  stond  in  drede 
Of  hap  and  fortune  in  our  chapman  bede. 

To  Flandres  wol  I  go  to-morwe  at  day, 
And  come  agein  as  sone  as  ever  I  may  : 
For  which,  my  dere  wif,  I  thee  beseke 
As  be  to  every  wight  buxom  and  meke, 
And  for  to  kepe  our  good  be  curious, 
And  honestly  governe  wel  our  hous. 
Thou  hast  ynough,  in  every  maner  wise, 
That  to  a  thrifty  houshold  may  suffice. 
Thee  lacketh  non  array,  ne  no  vitaille  ; 
Of  silver  in  thy  purse  shalt  thou  not  faille. 
And  with  that  word  his  countour  dore  he  sbeUe, 
And  doun  he  goth  ;  no  lenger  wold  he  lette ; 
And  hastily  a  masse  was  ther  saide, 
And  spedily  the  tables  were  ylaide, 
And  to  the  diner  faste  they  hem  spedde, 
And  richely  this  monk  the  chapman  fedde. 

And  after  diner  Dan  John  sobrely 
This  chapman  toke  apart,  and  prively 
He  said  him  thus  ;  Cosin,  it  stondeth  so, 
That,  wel  I  see,  to  Brugges  ye  wol  go, 
God  and  Seint  Austin  spede  you  and  gide. 
I  pray  you,  cosin,  wisely  that  ye  ride  ; 
Governeth  you  also  of  your  diete 
Attemprely,  and  namely  in  this  hete. 
Betwix  us  two  nedeth  no  strange  fare  ; 
Farewel,  cosin,  God  shilde  you  fro  care. 
If  any  thing  ther  be  by  day  or  night, 
If  it  lie  in  my  power  and  my  might, 
That  ye  me  wol  command  in  any  wise, 
It  shal  be  don,  right  as  ye  wol  devise. 

But  o  thing  or  ye  go,  if  it  may  be, 
I  wolde  prayen  you  for  to  lene  me 
An  hundred  frankes  for  a  weke  or  tweye, 
For  certain  bestes  that  I  muste  beye, 
To  storen  with  a  place  that  is  oures  : 

iGod  helpe  me  so,  I  wold  that  it  were  yourei) 
shal  not  faille  surely  of  my  day. 
Not  for  a  thousand  frankes,  a  mile  way. 
But  let  this  thing  be  secree,  I  you  preye ; 
For  yet  to-night  thise  bestes  mote  I  beye. 
And  fare  now  wel,  min  owen  cosin  dere. 
Grand  mercy  of  your  cost  and  of  your  chere. 

This  noble  marchant  gentilly  anon 
Answerd  and  said,  0  cosin  min  Dan  John, 
Now  sikerly  this  is  a  smal  requeate  : 
My  gold  is  youres,  whan  that  it  you  leste. 
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only  my  gold,  but  my  chaffare  : 
lat  you  lest,  God  shilde  that  ye  spare, 
ting  is,  ye  know  it  wel  ynough 
men,  that  hir  money  is  hir  plough, 
in  ereancen  while  we  han  a  name, 
dies  for  to  ben  it  is  no  game, 
gen,  whan  it  lith  in  your  ese ; 
y  might  ful  fayn  wold  I  you  plese. 
hundred  frankes  fet  he  forth  anon, 
vely  he  toke  hem  to  Dan  John  : 
it  in  al  this  world  wist  of  this  lone, 
this  marchant,  and  Dan  John  alone, 
inke,  and  speke,  and  rome  a  while  and  pleye, 
Dan  John  rideth  to  his  abbeye. 
oorwe  came,  and  forth  this  marchant  rideth 
idres  ward,  his  prentis  wel  him  gideth, 
ame  in  to  Brugges  merily. 
th  this  marchant  faste  and  besily 
lis  nede,  and  bieth,  and  creanceth  ; 
her  playeth  at  the  dis,  ne  danceth ; 
&  marchant,  shortly  for  to  tell, 
th  his  lif,  and  ther  I  let  him  dwell, 
londay  next  the  marchant  was  agon, 
t  Denis  yeomen  is  Dan  John, 
•oune  and  berde  all  fresh  and  newe  yshave. 
he  nous  ther  n'as  so  litel  a  knave, 
right  dies,  that  he  n'as  ful  fain, 
t  my  lord  Dan  John  was  come  again, 
ortly  to  the  point  right  for  to  gun, 
ire  wif  accordeth  with  Dan  John, 
r  thise  hundred  frankes  he  shuld  all  night 
hire  in  his  armes  bolt-upright : 
is  accord  parformed  was  in  dede. 
h  all  night  a  besy  lif  they  lede 
as  day,  that  Dan  John  yede  his  way, 
d  the  meinie  farewel,  have  good  day. 
i  of  hem,  ne  no  wight  in  the  toun, 
f  Dan  John  right  non  suspectioun  ; 
rth  he  rideth  Borne  to  his  abbey, 
r  him  bate,  no  more  of  him  I  sey. 
marchant,  whan  that  ended  was  the  faire, 
it  Denis  he  gan  for  to  repaire, 
th  his  wif  he  maketh  feste  and  chere, 
Jeth  hire  that  chaffare  is  so  dere, 
ides  muste  he  make  a  chevisance, 
was  bonde  in  a  recognisance, 
m  twenty  thousand  sneldes  anon, 
ich  this  marchant  is  to  Paris  gon 
ire  of  certain  frendes  that  he  hadde 
in  frankes,  and  som  with  him  he  ladde. 
tan  that  he  was  come  in  to  the  toun, 
ri  ehiertee  and  net  affectioun 
an  John  he  goth  him  first  to  pleye  ; 
'  to  axe  or  borwe  of  him  money e, 
'  to  wete  and  seen  of  his  welfare, 
r  to  tellen  him  of  his  chaffare, 
ides  don,  whan  they  ben  mette  in  fere. 
John  him  maketh  teste  and  mery  chere  ; 
•  him  tolde  agen  ful  specially, 
t  had  wel  ybought  and  graciously 
ed  be  God)  all  hole  his  marchandise  : 
tat  he  must  in  alle  manere  wise 
a  chevisance,  as  for  his  beste  : 
an  he  ahulde  ben  in  joye  and  reste. 
>hn  answered,  Certes  I  am  fain, 
9  in  hele  be  com  en  home  again  : 
that  I  were  riche,  as  have  I  blissc, 
sty  thousand  sheldes  shuld  ye  not  misse, 
so  lrindely  this  other  day 
me  gold,  and  as  I  can  and  may 


I  tlianke  you,  by  God  and  by  Seint  Jame. 
But  natheles  I  toke  unto  our  Dame, 
Your  wif  at  home,  the  same  gold  again 
Upon  your  benche,  she  wote  it  wel  certaiu, 
By  certain  tokenes  that  I  can  hire  tell. 
Now  by  your  leve,  I  may  no  longer  dwell ; 
Our  abbot  wol  out  of  this  toun  anon, 
And  in  his  compagnie  I  muste  gon. 
Grete  wel  our  dame,  min  owen  nece  swete, 
And  farewel,  dere  cosin,  til  we  mete. 

This  marchant,  which  that  was  ful  ware  and  wise, 
Creanced  hath,  and  paide  eke  in  Paris 
To  certain  Lumbardes  redy  in  hir  hond 
The  summe  of  gold,  and  gate  of  hem  his  bond, 
And  home  he  goth,  mery  as  a  popingay. 
For  wel  he  knew  he  stood  in  swiche  array, 
That  nedes  muste  he  winne  in  that  viage 
A  thousand  frankes,  above  all  his  costage. 

His  wif  ful  redy  mette  him  at  the  gate, 
As  she  was  wont  of  old  usage  algate  : 
And  all  that  night  in  mirtlie  they  ben  sette, 
For  he  was  riche,  and  clerely  out  of  dette. 
Whan  it  was  day,  this  marchant  gan  enbrace 
His  wif  all  newe,  and  kiste  hire  in  hire  face, 
And  up  he  goth,  and  maketh  it  ful  tough. 
No  more,  quod  she,  by  God  ye  have  ynough  : 
And  wantonly  agen  with  him  she  plaide, 
Til  at  the  last  this  marchant  to  hire  saide. 

By  God,  quod  he,  I  am  a  litel  wrothe 
With  you,  my  wif,  although  it  be  me  lothe  : 
And  wote  ye  why !  by  God,  as  that  I  gesse, 
That  ye  han  made  a  manere  strangenesse 
Betwixen  me  and  my  cosin  Dan  John. 
Ye  shuld  have  warned  me,  or  I  had  gon, 
That  he  you  had  an  hundred  frankes  puide 
By  redy  token  :  and  held  him  evil  apaide, 
For  that  I  to  him  spake  of  chevisance  : 
(Me  semed  so  as  by  his  contenance) 
But  natheles  by  God  our  heven  king, 
I  thoughte  not  to  axe  of  him  no  thing. 
I  pray  thee,  wif,  ne  do  thou  no  more  so. 
Tell  me  alway,  er  that  I  fro  thee  go, 
If  any  dettour  hath  in  min  absence 
Y paide  thee,  lest  thurgh  thy  negligence 
I  might  him  axe  a  thing  that  he  hath  paide* 

This  wif  was  not  aferde  ne  aflraide, 
But  boldely  she  saide,  and  that  anon  ; 
Mary  I  dene  that  false  monk  Dan  John, 
I  kepe  not  of  his  tokenes  never  a  del  : 
He  toke  me  certain  gold,  I  wote  it  wel. 
What  ?  evil  thedome  on  his  monkes  snoute  1 
For,  God  it  wote,  I  wend  withouten  doute, 
That  he  had  yeve  it  me,  because  of  you, 
To  don  therwitb  min  honour  and  my  prow, 
For  cosinage,  and  eke  for  belle  chere. 
That  he  hath  had  ful  often  times  here. 
But  sith  I  see  I  stonde  in  swiche  disjoint, 
I  wol  answere  you  shortly  to  the  point. 

Ye  have  mo  slakke  dettours  than  am  I  : 
For  I  wol  pay  you  wel  and  redily 
Fro  day  to  day,  and  if  so  be  I  faille, 
I  am  your  wif,  score  it  upon  my  taile, 
And  1  slial  pay  as  sone  as  ever  I  may. 
For  by  my  trouth,  I  have  on  min  array, 
And  not  in  waste,  bestowed  it  every  del. 
And  for  I  have  bestowed  it  so  wel 
For  your  honour,  for  Goddes  sake  I  say, 
As  beth  not  wrothe,  but  let  us  laugh  and  play. 
Ye  shal  my  joly  body  han  to  wedde  : 
By  God  I  n'Ul  not  pay  you  but  a-bedde  : 
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Foryeve  it  me,  miu  owen  spouse  dere  ; 
Turne  hitherward  and  maketh  better  chere. 

This  raarchant  saw  ther  was  no  remedy  : 
And  for  to  chide,  it  n'ere  but  a  foly, 
Sith  that  the  thing  may  not  amended  be. 


Now,  wif,  he  said,  and  I  foryeve  it  thee ; 
But  by  thy  lif  ne  be  no  more  so  large  ; 
Kepe  bet  my  good,  this  yeve  I  thee  in  charge. 
Thus  endeth  now  my  tale,  and  God  us  sende 
Taling  ynough,  unto  our  tires  ende. 


THE  PRIORESSES  TALE. 


THE  PRIORESSES  PROLOGUE. 

Wkl  said  by  corpus  Domini,  quod  our  Hoste, 
Now  longe  mote  thou  sailen  by  the  coste, 
Thou  gentil  Maister,  gentil  Marinere. 
God  give  the  monke  a  thousand  last  quad  yere. 
A  ha,  felawes,  beth  ware  of  swiche  a  jape. 
The  monke  put  in  the  mannes  hode  an  ape, 
And  in  his  wifes  eke,  by  Seint  Austin. 
Draweth  no  monkes  more  into  your  in. 

But  now  passe  over,  and  let  us  seke  aboute, 
Who  shal  now  tellen  first  of  all  this  route 
Another  tale  :  and  with  that  word  he  said, 
As  curteisly  as  it  had  ben  a  maid, 

My  lady  Prioresse,  by  your  leve, 
So  that  I  wist  I  shuld  you  not  agreve, 
I  wolde  demen,  that  ye  tellen  ahold 
A  tale  next,  if  so  were  that  ye  wold. 
Now  wol  ye  vouchesauf,  my  lady  dere  ? 

Gladly,  quod  she,  and  saide  as  ye  shul  here. 
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O  Lord  our  lord,  thy  name  how  mcrveillous 
Is  in  this  large  world  ysprad  !  (quod  she) 
For  not  al  only  thy  laude  precious 
Parfourmed  is  by  men  of  dignitee, 
But  by  the  mouth  of  children  thy  bountee 
Parfourmed  is,  for  on  the  brest  souking 
Somtime  shewen  they  thin  herying. 

Wherfore  in  laude,  as  I  can  best  and  may, 
I    Of  thee  and  of  the  white  lily  flour, 

Which  that  thee  bare,  and  is  a  maide  alway, 

To  tell  a  storie  I  wol  do  my  labour  ; 

Not  that  I  may  encresen  hire  honour, 

For  she  hireselven  is  honour  and  rote 
I    Of  bountee,  next  hire  sone,  and  soules  bote. 

|  O  mother  maide,  o  maide  and  mother  fre, 
:  O  bushe  unbrent,  brenning  in  Moyses  sight, 
|    That  ravishedest  doun  fro  the  deitee, 

Thurgh  thin  humblesse,the  gost  that  in  thee  alight : 
I    Of  whos  vertue,  whan  he  thin  herte  light, 

Conceived  was  the  fathers  sapience  : 

Helpe  me  to  tell  it  in  thy  reverence. 

i 

|       Lady,  thy  bountee,  thy  magnificence, 

Thy  vertue  and  thy  gret  humilitee, 
I    Ther  may  no  tonge  expresse  in  no  science : 
I     For  somtime,  lady,  or  men  pray  to  thee, 

Thou  gost  befora  of  thy  benignitee, 
j    And  getest  us  the  light,  of  thy  prayere, 
|    To  giden  us  unto  thy  sone  so  dere. 


My  conning  is  so  weke,  o  blisful  qnene, 
For  to  declare  thy  grete  worthinesee, 
That  I  ne  may  the  weighte  not  sustene  ; 
But  as  a  child  of  twelf  moneth  old  or  lease, 
That  can  unnethes  any  word  expresse, 
Right  so  fare  I,  and  therfore  I  you  pray, 
Gideth  my  song,  that  I  shal  of  you  say. 


Ther  was  in  Asie,  in  a  gret  citee, 
Amonges  Cristen  folk  a  Jewerie, 
Sustened  by  a  lord  of  that  contree, 
For  foule  usure,  and  lucre  of  vilanie, 
Hateful  to  Crist,  and  to  hit  compagnie : 
And  thurgh  the  stretemen  migbten  ride  and  wewk 
For  it  was  free,  and  open  at  eyther  ende. 

A  litel  scole  of  Cristen  folk  ther  stood 
Doun  at  the  ferther  ende,  in  which  ther  were 
Children  an  hepe  comen  of  Cristen  bloody 
That  lerned  in  that  scole  yere  by  yere, 
Swiche  manere  doctrine  as  men  used  there  : 
This  is  to  say,  to  singen  and  to  rede, 
As  smale  children  don  in  hir  childhede. 

Among  thise  children  was  a  widewes  sone, 
A  litel  clergion,  sevene  yere  of  age, 
That  day  by  day  to  scole  was  his  wone, 
And  eke  also,  wheras  he  sey  the  image 
Of  Cristes  moder,  had  he  in  usage, 
As  him  was  taught,  to  knele  adoun,  and  say 
Ave  Marie,  as  he  goth  by  the  way. 

Thus  hath  this  widewe  hire  litel  sone  ytaught 
Our  blisful  Lady,  Cristes  moder  dere, 
To  worship  ay,  and  he  forgate  it  naught : 
For  sely  childe  wol  alway  sone  lere. 
But  ay,  whan  I  remembre  on  this  matere, 
Seint  Nicholas  stant  ever  in  my  presence, 
For  he  so  yong  to  Crist  did  reverence. 

This  litel  childe  his  litel  book  lerning, 
As  he  sate  in  the  scole  at  his  primere, 
He  Alma  redemploris  herde  sing, 
As  children  lered  hir  antiphonere  : 
And  as  he  dorst,  he  drow  him  nere  and  nere, 
And  herkened  ay  the  wordes  and  the  note, 
Til  he  the  fii-ste  vers  coude  al  by  rote. 

Nought  wist  he  what  this  Latin  was  to  say, 
For  he  so  yonge  and  tendre  was  of  age  ; 
But  on  a  day  his  felaw  gan  he  pray 
To  expounden  him  this  song  in  his  langage, 
Or  telle  him  why  this  song  was  in  usage  : 
This  prayde  he  him  to  construe  and  declare, 
Ful  often  time  upon  his  knees  bare. 
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His  felaw,  which  that  elder  was  than  he, 
iswerd  him  thus  :  This  song,  I  have  herd  say, 
as  maked  of  our  bliaful  Lady  fre, 
ire  to  salue,  and  eke  hire  for  to  prey 
)bcn  our  help,  and  socour  whan  we  dey. 
can  no  more  expound  in  this  matere  : 
feme  song,  I  can  but  smal  grammere. 

And  is  this  song  maked  in  reverence 
If  Crates  moder  t  said  this  innocent ; 
iow  certes  I  wol  don  my  diligence 
Fo  eonne  it  all,  or  Cristemasse  be  went, 
rhongh  that  I  for  my  primer  shal  be  sheut, 
And  shal  be  beten  thries  in  an  houre, 
I  wol  it  conne,  our  Ladie  for  to  honoure. 

His  felaw  taught  him  homeward  prively 
Fro  day  to  day,  til  he  coude  it  by  rote, 
And  than  he  song  it  wel  and  boldely 
Fro  word  to  word  according  with  the  note : 
Tries  a  day  it  passed  thurgh  his  throte, 
To  seoleward  and  homeward  whan  he  wente : 
On  Cristes  moder  set  was  his  entente. 

As  I  have  said,  thurghout  the  Jewerie 
This  litel  child  as  he  came  to  and  fro, 
Pol  merily  than  wold  he  sing  and  crie, 

0  Alma  redempioruf  ever  mo : 

The  swetenesse  hath  his  herte  persed  so 
Of  Cristes  moder,  that  to  hire  to  pray 
He  cannot  stint  of  singing  by  the  way. 

Our  firste  fo,  the  serpent  Sathanas, 
That  hath  in  Jewes  herte  his  waspes  nest, 
Up  swale  and  said,  O  Ebraike  peple,  alas  ! 
(b  this  to  you  a  thing  that  is  honest, 
rhat  swiche  a  boy  shal  walken  as  him  leste 
to  your  despit,  and  sing  of  swiche  sentence, 
"'hick  is  again  our  lawes  reverence  I 

From  thennesforth  the  Jewes  han  conspired 
This  innocent  out  of  this  world  to  chace  : 
to  homicide  therto  han  they  hired, 
Rat  in  an  aleye  had  a  privee  place, 

as  the  child  gan  forthby  for  to  pace, 
Rus  coned  Jew  him  hent,  and  held  him  fast, 
bd  cut  his  throte,  and  in  a  pit  him  cast 

I  say  that  in  a  wardrope  they  him  threwe, 
^her  as  thise  Jewes  purgen  hir  entraille. 
)  eorsed  folk,  of  Herodes  alle  newe, 

may  your  evil  entente  you  availle ! 
Hordre  wol  out,  certein  it  wol  not  faille, 
bd  namely  ther  the  honour  of  God  shal  sprede  : 
The  blood  oat  crieth  on  your  cursed  dede. 

0  martyr  souded  in  virginitee, 
Now  maist  thou  singe,  and  folwen  ever  in  on 
Tta  white  lamb  celestial,  quod  she, 
W  which  the  gret  Evangelist  Seint  John 
h  Pathmos  wrote,  which  sayth  that  they  that  gon 
feforn  this  lamb,  and  singe  a  song  al  newe, 
never  fleshly  woman  they  ne  knewe. 

This  poure  widewe  awaiteth  al  that  night 
far  hire  litel  childe,  and  he  came  nought : 
or  which  as  sone  as  it  was  dayes  light, 
fith  face  pale  of  drede  and  besy  thought, 
ie  hath  at  scole  and  elleswher  him  sought, 

1  finally  she  gan  so  fer  sspie, 

nt  be  last  seen  was  in  the  Jewerie. 


With  modres  pitee  in  hire  brest  enclosed 
She  goth,  as  she  were  half  out  of  hire  minde, 
To  every  place,  wher  she  hath  supposed 
By  likelihed  hire  litel  child  to  finde : 
And  ever  on  Cristes  moder  meke  and  kinde 
She  cried,  and  at  the  laste  thus  she  wrought, 
Among  the  cursed  Jewes  she  him  sought. 

She  freyneth,  and  she  praieth  pitously 
To  every  Jew  that  dwelled  in  thilke  place, 
To  telle  hire,  if  hire  child  went  ought  forthby : 
They  sayden,  Nay  ;  but  Jesu  of  his  grace 
Yave  in  hire  thought,  within  a  litel  space, 
That  in  that  place  after  hire  sone  she  cride, 
Ther  he  was  casten  in  a  pit  beside. 

O  grete  God,  that  parformest  thy  laude 
By  mouth  of  innocentes,  lo  here  thy  might  I 
This  gemme  of  chastitee,  this  emeraude, 
And  eke  of  martirdome  the  rubie  bright, 
Ther  he  with  throte  ycorven  lay  upright, 
He  Alma  redemptoru  gan  to  singe 
So  loude,  that  all  the  place  gan  to  ringe. 

The  Cristen  folk,  that  thurgh  the  strete  wente, 
In  comen,  for  to'wondre  upon  this  thing  : 
And  hastifly  they  for  the  provost  eente. 
He  came  anon  withouten  tarying, 
And  herieth  Crist,  that  is  of  heven  king, 
And  eke  his  moder,  honour  of  mankind, 
And  after  that  the  Jewes  let  he  binde. 

This  child  with  pitous  lamentation 
Was  taken  up,  singing  his  song  alway  : 
And  with  honour  and  gret  procession, 
They  carien  him  unto  the  next  abbey. 
His  moder  swouning  by  the  here  lay  ; 
Unnethes  might  the  peple  that  was  there 
This  newe  Rachel  bnngen  fro  his  bcre. 

With  turment,  and  with  shameful  deth  eche  on 
This  provost  doth  thise  Jewes  for  to  sterve, 
That  of  this  morder  wiste,  and  that  anon  ; 
He  n'olde  no  swiche  cursednesse  observe  : 
Evil  shal  he  have,  that  evil  wol  deserve. 
Therfore  with  wilde  hors  he  did  hem  drawe, 
And  after  that  he  heng  hem  by  the  lawe. 

Upon  his  bere  ay  lith  this  innocent 
Beforn  the  auter  while  the  masse  last : 
And  after  that,  the  abbot  with  his  covent 
Han  spedde  hem  for  to  berie  him  ful  fast : 
And  whan  they  holy  water  on  him  cast, 
Yet  spake  this  child,  whan  spreint  was  the  holy  water, 
And  sang,  o  Alma  redemptoris  mater. 

This  abbot,  which  that  was  an  holy  man, 
As  monkes  ben,  or  elles  ought  to  be, 
This  yonge  child  to  conjure  he  began, 
And  said  ;  O  dere  child,  I  halse  thee 
In  vertue  of  the  holy  Trinitee, 
Tell  me  what  is  thy  cause  for  to  sing, 
Sith  that  thy  throte  is  cut  to  my  seming. 

My  throte  is  cut  unto  my  nekke-bon, 
Saide  this  child,  and  as  by  way  of  kinde 
I  shuld  have  deyd,  ye  longe  time  agon  : 
But  Jesu  Crist,  as  ye  in  bookes  finde, 
Wol  that  his  glory  last  and  be  in  minde, 
And  for  the  worship  of  his  moder  dere, 
Yet  may  I  sing  o  Alma  loude  and  clerc. 
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This  welle  of  mercie,  Criatea  moder  Bwetc, 
I  loved  alway,  as  after  my  conning : 
And  whan  that  I  my  lif  shulde  forlete, 
To  me  she  came,  and  bad  me  for  to  sing 
This  antem  veraily  in  my  dying, 
As  ye  han  herde,  and,  whan  that  I  had  songe, 
Me  thought  she  laid  a  grain  upon  my  tonge. 

Wherfore  I  sing,  and  sing  I  mote  certain 
In  honour  of  that  blisful  maiden  free, 
Til  fro  my  tonge  of  taken  is  the  grain. 
And  after  that  thus  saide  she  to  me ; 
My  litel  child,  than  wol  1  fetchen  thee, 
Whan  that  the  grain  is  fro  thy  tone  ytake : 
Be  not  agaste,  1  wol  thee  not  forsake. 

This  holy  monk,  this  abbot  him  mene  I, 
His  tonge  out  caught,  and  toke  away  the  grain  ; 
And  he  yave  up  the  gost  ful  softely. 
And  whan  this  abbot  had  this  wonder  seiu, 


His  salte  teres  trilled  adoun  as  reyne : 
And  groff  he  fell  al  platte  upon  the  ground, 
And  still  he  lay,  as  he  had  ben  ybound. 

The  covent  lay  eke  upon  the  pavement 
Weping  and  herying  Cristes  moder  dere. 
And  after  that  they  risen,  and  forth  ben  went. 
And  toke  away  this  martir  fro  his  bere, 
And  in  a  tombe  of  marble  stones  dere 
Enclosen  they  his  litel  body  swete  : 
Ther  he  is  now,  God  lene  us  for  to  mete. 

O  yonge  Hew  of  Lincoln,  slain  also 
With  cursed  Jewes,  as  it  is  notable. 
For  it  n'is  but  a  litel  while  ago, 
Pray  eke  for  us,  we  sinful  folk  unstable, 
That  of  his  mercy  God  so  merciable 
On  us  his  grete  mercie  multiplier 
For  reverence  of  his  moder  Marie. 


THE  RIME  OF  SIRE  THOPAS. 


PROLOGUE  TO  SIRE  THOPAS. 

Whan  said  was  this  miracle,  every  man 

As  sober  was,  that  wonder  was  to  see, 

Til  that  our  hoste  to  japen  he  began, 

And  than  at  erst  he  loked  upon  me, 

And  saide  thus  ;  What  man  art  thou  ?  quod  he. 

Thou  lokest,  as  thou  woldest  finde  an  hare, 

For  ever  upon  the  ground  I  see  thee  stare. 

Approche  nere,  and  loke  up  merily. 
Now  ware  you,  sires,  and  let  this  man  have  place. 
He  in  the  waste  is  shapen  as  wel  as  1  : 
This  were  a  popet  in  an  arme  to  enbrace 
For  any  woman,  smal  and  faire  of  face. 
He  semeth  elvish  by  his  contenauce, 
For  unto  no  wight  doth  he  daliance. 

Say  now  somwhat,  sin  other  folk  han  saide  ; 
Tell  us  a  talc  of  mirthe  and  that  anon. 
Hoste,  quod  I,  ne  be  not  evil  apaide, 
For  other  tale  certes  can  1  non, 
But  of  a  rime  I  lerned  yore  agon. 
Ye,  that  is  good,  quod  he,  we  shullen  here 
Som  deintee  thing,  me  thinketh  by  thy  cherc. 


THE  RIME  OF  SIRE  THOPAS. 

Listrneth,  lordinges,  in  good  en  tent, 
And  I  wol  tell  you  verament 

Of  mirthe  and  of  solas, 
Al  of  a  knight  was  faire  and  gent 
lu  bataille  and  in  turnanient, 

His  name  was  sire  Thopas. 


Yborne  he  was  in  fer  contree, 
In  Flandres,  al  beyonde  the  sec, 

At  Popering  in  the  place, 
His  father  was  a  man  ful  free, 
And  lord  he  was  of  that  contree, 

As  it  was  Goddes  grace. 

Sire  Thopas  was  a  doughty  swain, 
White  was  his  face  as  paindemaine 

His  lippes  red  as  rose. 
His  rudde  is  like  scarlet  in  grain, 
And  I  you  tell  in  good  certain 

He  had  a  semely  nose. 

His  here,  his  berde,  was  like  safrouu, 
That  to  his  girdle  raught  adoun, 

His  shoon  of  cordewane  ; 
Of  Brugges  were  his  hosen  broun  ; 
His  robe  was  of  ciclatoun, 

That  coste  many  a  jane. 

He  coude  hunt  at  the  wilde  dere, 
And  ride  on  hauking  for  the  rivere 

With  grey  goshauk  on  honde  : 
Therto  he  was  a  good  archere, 
Of  wrastling  was  ther  non  his  pere, 

Ther  ony  ram  shuld  stonde. 

Ful  many  a  maide  bright  in  boar 
They  mourned  for  him  par  amour, 

Whan  hem  were  bet  to  skpe  ; 
But  he  was  chaste  and  no  lechour, 
And  swete  as  is  the  bramble  flour, 

That  bereth  the  red  hepe. 

And  so  it  fell  upon  a  day, 
Forsoth,  as  I  you  tellen  may, 

Sire  Thopas  wold  out  ride  ; 
He  worth  upon  his  stede  gray, 
And  in  his  hond  a  launcegay, 

A  long  swerd  by  his  aide." 
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He  priketh  thurgh  a  faire  forest, 
Therin  is  many  a  wilde  best, 

Ye  bothe  buck  and  hare, 
And  as  he  priked  North  and  Est, 
1  telle  it  you,  him  had  almeste 

Betidde  a  sory  care. 

Ther  springen  herbes  grete  and  smale, 
The  licoris  and  the  setewale, 

And  many  a  clone  gilofre, 
And  notemuge  to  put  in  ale, 
Whether  it  be  moist  or  stale, 

Or  for  to  lain  in  cofre. 

The  hriddes  singen,  it  is  no  nay, 
The  sperhauk  and  the  poptngay, 

That  jQye  it  was  to  here, 
The  throstel  cok  made  eke  his  lay, 
The  wode  dove  upon  the  spray 

He  sang  ful  loude  and  clere. 

Sire  Thopas  fell  in  lore-longing 
Al  whan  he  herd  the  throstel  sing, 

And  priked  as  he  were  wood  ; 
His  faire  stede  in  his  priking 
So  swatte,  that  men  might  him  wring, 

His  sides  were  al  blood. 

Sire  Thopas  eke  so  wery  was 
For  priking  on  the  softe  gras, 

So  fiers  was  his  corage, 
That  doun  he  laid  him  in  that  place 
To  maken  his  stede  som  solace, 

And  yaf  him  good  forage. 

A,  Seinte  Mary,  benedicite, 
What  aileth  this  lore  at  me 

To  binde  me  so  sore  1 
Me  dremed  all  this  night  parde, 
An  elf-quene  shal  my  lemman  be, 

And  alepe  under  my  gore. 

An  elf-quene  wol  I  lore  ywis. 
For  in  this  world  no  woman  is 

Worthy  to  be  my  make  II  in  toun, — 
AH  other  women  I  forsake, 
And  to  an  elf-quene  I  me  take 

By  dale  and  eke  by  doun. 

Into  his  sadel  he  clombe  anon, 
And  priked  over  stile  and  ston 

An  elf-quene  for  to  espie, 
Til  he  so  long  had  ridden  and  gone, 
Thai  he  fond  in  a  privee  wone 

The  contree  of  Faerie. 

Wherin  he  sought©  North  and  South, 
And  oft  he  spied  with  his  mouth 

In  many  a  forest  wilde, 
For  in  that  contree  n'as  ther  non, 
That  to  him  dorst  ride  or  gon, 

Neither  wif  ne  childe. 

Til  that  ther  came  a  gret  geaunt, 
His  name  was  Sire  OUphaunt, 

A  perilous  man  of  dede, 
He  sayde,  Child,  by  Termagaunt, 
But  if  thou  prike  out  of  myn  haunt, 

Anon  I  alee  thy  stede  ||  with  mace- 


Here  is  the  Quene  of  Faerie, 
With  harpe,  and  pipe,  and  simphonie, 
Dwelling  in  this  place. 

The  child  sayd,  Al  so  mote  1  the, 
To  morwe  wol  I  meten  thee, 

Whan  I  have  min  armoure, 
And  yet  I  hope  par  ma  fay, 
That  thou  shalt  with  this  launcegay 

Abien  it  ful  soure  ;  ||  thy  mawe — 
Shal  I  perce,  if  I  may, 
Or  it  be  fully  prime  of  the  day, 

For  here  thou  shalt  be  slawe. 

Sire  Thopas  drow  abak  ful  fast ; 
This  geaunt  at  him  stones  cast 

Out  of  a  fel  staffe  sling  : 
But  faire  escaped  child  Thopas, 
And  all  it  was  thurgh  Goddes  grace, 

And  thurgh  his  faire  bering. 

Yet  listeneth,  lordings,  to  my  tale, 
Merier  than  the  nightingale, 

For  now  I  wol  you  roune, 
How  Sire  Thopas  with  sides  smale, 
Priking  over  hill  and  dale, 

Is  comen  agein  to  toune. 

His  mery  men  commandeth  he, 
To  maken  him  bothe  game  and  glo, 

For  nedes  must  he  fighte, 
With  a  geaunt  with  hedes  three, 
For  paramour  and  jolitee 

Of  on  that  shone  ful  brighte. 

Do  come,  he  sayd,  my  minestrales 
And  gestours  for  to  tellen  tales 

Anon  in  min  arming, 
Of  romaunces  that  ben  reales, 
Of  popes  and  of  cardinales, 

And  eke  of  love-longing. 

They  fet  him  first  the  swete  win, 
And  mede  eke  in  a  maselin, 

And  real  spicerie, 
Of  ginger-bred  that  was  ful  fin, 
And  licoris  and  eke  com  in, 

With  suger  that  is  trie. 

He  didde  next  his  white  lere 
Of  cloth  of  lake  fin  and  clere 

A  breche  and  eke  a  sherte, 
And  next  his  shert  an  haketon, 
And  over  that  an  habergeon, 

For  percing  of  his  herte, 

And  over  that  a  fin  hauberk, 
Was  all  y wrought  of  Jewes  werk, 

Ful  strong  it  was  of  plate, 
And  over  that  his  cote-arm oure, 
As  white  as  is  the  lily  floure, 

In  which  he  wold  debate. 

His  sheld  was  all  of  gold  so  red, 
And  therin  was  a  bores  hed, 

A  charboucle  beside  ; 
And  ther  he  swore  on  ale  and  bred 
How  that  the  geaunt  shuld  be  ded, 

Betide  what  so  betide. 
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His  jambeux  were  of  cuirbouly, 
His  swerdes  sheth  of  ivory, 

His  helme  of  latoun  bright, 
His  sadel  was  of  rewel  bono, 
His  bridel  as  the  sonne  shone. 

Or  as  the  mone  light. 

His  spere  was  of  fin  cypres, 

That  bodeth  werre,  and  nothing  pees, 

The  hed  ful  sharpe  yground. 
His  stede  was  all  dapple  gray, 
It  goth  an  aumble  in  the  way 

Ful  softely  and  round  ||  in  londe — 
Lo,  Lordes  min,  here  is  a  fit ; 
If  ye  wol  ony  more  of  it, 

To  telle  it  wol  I  fond. 

Now  hold  your  mouth  pour  charite, 
Bothe  knight  and  lady  fre, 

And  herkeneth  to  ray  spell, 
Of  bataille  and  of  chevalrie, 
Of  ladies  love  and  druerie, 

Anon  I  wol  you  tell. 


Men  speken  of  romaunces  of  pris, 
Of  Hornchild,  and  of  Ipotis, 

Of  Bevis,  and  Sire  Guy, 
Of  Sire  Libeux,  and  Pleindamour, 
But  Sire  Thopas,  he  bereth  the  flour 

Of  real  chevalrie 

His  goode  stede  he  al  bestrode, 
And  forth  upon  his  way  he  glode, 

As  sparcle  out  of  bronde  ; 
Upon  his  crest  he  bare  a  tour, 
And  therin  stiked  a  lily  flour, 

God  shilde  his  corps  fro  shonde. 

And  for  he  was  a  knight  auntrous, 
He  n'olde  slepen  in  non  hous, 

But  liggen  in  his  hood, 
His  bright©  helm  was  his  wanger, 
And  by  him  baited  his  destrer 

Of  herbes  fin  and  good. 

Himself  drank  water  of  the  well, 
As  did  the  knight  Sire  Percivell 

So  worthy  under  wede, 
Til  on  a  day  
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PROLOGUE  TO  MELIBEUS. 

No  more' of  this  for  Goddes  dignitee, 
Quod  oure  hoste,  for  thou  raakest  me 
So  wery  of  thy  veray  lewednesse, 
That  al  so  wisly  God  ray  soule  blesse, 
Min  eres  aken  of  thy  drafty  speche. 
Now  swiche  a  rime  the  devil  I  beteche ; 
This  may  wel  be  rime  dogerel,  quod  he. 

Why  so  1  quod  I,  why  wolt  thou  letten  me 
More  of  my  tale,  than  an  other  man, 
Sin  that  it  is  the  beste  rime  I  can  ! 

By  God,  quod  he,  for  plainly  at  o  word, 
Thy  drafty  riming  is  not  worth  a  tord  : 
Thou  dost  nought  el  lea  but  dispendest  time. 
Sire,  at  o  word,  thou  slialt  no  lenger  rime. 
Let  see  wher  thou  canst  tellen  ought  in  geste, 
Or  tellen  in  prose  somwhat  at  the  leste, 
In  which  ther  be  som  rairthe  or  som  doctrine. 

Gladly,  quod  I,  by  Goddes  swete  piue 
I  wol  you  tell  a  litel  thing  in  prose. 
That  oughte  liken  you,  as  I  suppose, 
Or  elles  certes  ye  be  to  dangerous. 
It  is  a  moral  tale  vertuous, 
Al  be  it  told  somtime  in  sondry  wise 
Of  sondry  folk,  as  I  shal  you  devise. 

As  thus,  yc  wote  that  every  Evangelist, 
That  telleth  us  the  peine  of  Jesu  Crist, 
Ne  saith  not  alle  thing  as  his  felaw  doth  : 
But  nathcles  hir  sentence  is  al  soth, 
And  alle  accorden  as  in  hir  sentence, 
Al  be  ther  in  hir  telling  difference  : 
For  som  of  hem  say  more,  and  som  say  lease, 
Whan  they  his  pitous  passion  expresse  ; 
I  mene  of  Mark  and  Mathcw,  Luke  and  John, 


But  douteles  hir  sentence  is  all  on. 
Therfore,  lordinges  all,  I  you  beseche, 
If  that  ye  thinke  I  vary  in  my  speche, 
As  thus,  though  that  1  telle  som  del  more 
Of  proverbes,  than  ye  han  herde  before 
Comprehended  in  this  litel  tretise  here, 
To  enforcen  with  the  effect  of  my  matere, 
And  though  I  not  the  same  wordes  say 
As  ye  han  herde,  yet  to  you  alle  I  pray 
Blaraeth  me  not,  for,  as  in  ray  sentence, 
Shul  ye  nowher  finden  no  difference 
Fro  the  sentence  of  thilke  tretise  lite, 
After  the  which  this  raery  tale  I  write. 
And  therfore  herkeneth  what  I  shal  say, 
And  let  me  tellen  all  my  tale  I  pray. 


THE  TALE  OF  MELIBEUS. 


A  tonge  man  called  Melibeus,  mighty  and  riche 
begate  upon  his  wif,  that  called  was  Prudence,  i 
doughter  which  that  called  was  Sophie. 

Upon  a  day  befell,  that  he  for  his  disport  is  went 
into  the  feldes  him  to  playe.  His  wif  and  eke  bt 
doughter  hath  he  laft  within  his  hous,  of  whicl 
the  dores  weren  fast  yshette.  Foure  of  his  old 
foos  han  it  espied,  and  setten  ladders  to  the  walle 
of  his  hous,  and  by  the  windowes  ben  entred,  aw 
beten  his  wif,  and  wounded  his  doughter  with  fin 
mortal  woundes,  in  five  sondry  places  ;  this  is  t 
say,  in  hire  feet,  in  hire  hondes,  in  hire  eres,  ii 
hire  nose,  and  in  hire  mouth  ;  and  leften  hire  fo 
dede,  and  wenten  away. 

Whan  Melibeus  retorned  was  into  his  hous,  an 
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s  meschief,  he,  like  a  mad  man,  rending 
ee,  gan  to  wepe  and  crie. 
nee  his  wif,  as  fer  forth  as  she  derate, 
him  of  his  weping  for  to  stint :  but  not 
b  gan  to  crie  and  wepen  ever  longer  the 

oble  wif  Prudence  remembred  hire  upon 
nee  of  Ovide,  in  his  book  that  cleped  is 
ledie  of  love,  wheras  he  saith  ;  he  is  a 

distourbeth  the  moder  to  wepe,  in  the 
lire  childe,  til  she  have  wept  hire  fille,  as 
tain  time :  and  than  shal  a  man  don  his 

with  amiable  wordes  hire  to  reconforte 
e  hire  of  hire  weping  for  to  stinte.  For 
son  this  noble  wif  Prudence  suffred  hire 
1  for  to  wepe  and  crie,  as  for  a  certain 
ind  whan  she  saw  hire  time,  she  sayde  to 
lis  wise.  Alas  !  my  lord,  quod  she,  why 
yourself  for  to  be  like  a  fool  ?  Forsothe  it 
leth  not  to  a  wise  roan,  to  maken  swiche 
Youre  doughter,  with  the  grace  of  God, 
ish  and  escape.  And  al  were  it  so  that 
,  now  were  dede,  ye  ne  ought  not  as  for 
i  youreself  to  destroye.  Seuek  saith  ;  the 
i  shal  not  take  to  gret  discomfort  for  the 
lis  children,  but  certes  he  shulde  suffren 
ience,  as  wel  as  he  abideth  the  deth  of  his 
►pre  persone. 

lelibeus  answered  anon  and  saide  :  what 
od  he)  shulde  of  his  weping  stinte,  that 
gret  a  cause  for  to  wepe  1  Jesu  Crist,  our 
nself  wepte  for  the  deth  of  Lazarus  his 
Prudence  answered ;  certes  wel  I  wote, 

weping  is  nothing  defended,  to  him  that 
is,  among  folk  in  sorwe,  but  it  is  rather 

him  to  wepe.  The  Apostle  Poule  unto 
laines  writeth  ;  man  shal  rejoyce  with 
t  maken  joye,  and  wepen  with  swiche 
repen.  But  though  attempre  weping  be 
,  outrageous  weping  certes  is  defended. 
>f  weping  shulde  be  considered,  after  the 

techeth  us  Senek.  Whan  that  thy  frend 
quod  ho)  let  not  thin  eyen  to  moiste  ben 

ne  to  muche  drie  :  although  the  teres 
» thin  eyen,  let  hem  not  falle.  And  whan 
(t  forgon  thy  frend,  do  diligence  to  get 
tother  frend  :  and  this  is  more  wisdom 

to  wepe  for  thy  frend,  which  that  thou 
te,  for  therin  is  no  bote.  And  therfore 
verne  you  by  sapience,  put  away  sorwe 
rare  herte.  Kemembreth  you  that  Jesus 
yth  ;  a  man  that  is  joyous  and  glad  in 
him  conserveth  florishing  in  his  age  :  but 
sorweful  herte  maketh  his  bones  drie. 

eke  thus,  that  sorwe  in  herte  sleeth  ful 

man.  Salomon  sayth,  that  right  as 
in  the  shepes  fleese  anoien  to  the  clothes, 
male  wormes  to  the  tree,  right  so  anoieth 

the  herte  of  roan.  Wh  erf  ore  us  ought 
i  the  deth  of  oure  children,  as  in  the 
ore  goodes  temporel,  have  patience, 
nbre  you  upon  the  patient  Job,  whan  he 
et  his  children  and  his  temporel  sub- 
and  in  his  bodv  endured  and  received 
f  a  grevous  tribulation,  yet  sayde  he 
ire  Lord  hath  yeve  it  to  me,  oure  Lord 
ift  it  me  ;  right  as  oure  Lord  hath  wold, 

is  it  don ;  yblessed  be  the  name  of 
xL    To  thise  foresaide  thing es  answered 

onto  his  wif  Prudence :  all  thy  wordes 


(quod  he)  ben  trewe,  and  therto  profitable,  but 
trewely  min  herte  is  troubled  with  this  sorwe  so 
grevously,  that  I  n'ot  what  to  don.  Let  calle 
(quod  Prudence)  thyn  trewe  frendes  alle,  and 
thy  linage,  which  that  ben  wise,  and  telleth  to 
hem  your  cas,  and  herkeneth  what  they  saye  in 
conseilling,  and  governe  you  after  hir  sentence. 
Salomon  saith  ;  werke  all  thinges  by  conseil,  and 
thou  Shalt  never  repente. 

Than,  by  conseil  of  his  wif  Prudence,  this  Meli- 
beus  let  call  en  a  gret  congregation  of  folk,  as  Bur- 
dens, phisiciens,  olde  folk  and  yonge,  and  som  of 
his  olde  enemies  reconciled  (as  by  hir  semblant)  to 
his  love  and  to  his  grace  :  and  therwithal  ther 
comen  some  of  his  neigheboures,  that  diden  him 
reverence  more  for  drede  than  for  love,  as  it 
happeth  oft.  Ther  comen  also  ful  many  subtil 
flaterers,  and  wise  Advocate  lerned  in  the  lawe. 

And  whan  thise  folk  togeder  assembled  weren, 
this  Melibeus  in  sorweful  wise  shewed  hem  his 
cas,  and  by  the  manere  of  his  speche,  it  semed 
that  in  herte  he  bare  a  cruel  ire,  redy  to  don 
vengeaunce  upon  his  foos,  and  sodeinly  desired 
that  the  werre  shulde  beginne,  but  natheles  yet 
axed  he  his  conseil  upon  this  roatere.  A  surgien, 
by  licence  and  assent  of  swiche  as  weren  wise,  up 
rose,  and  unto  Melibeus  sayde,  as  ye  moun  here. 

Sire,  (quod  he)  as  to  us  surgiens  apperteineth, 
that  we  do  to  every  wight  the  beste  that  we  can, 
wher  as  we  ben  withholden,  and  to  our  patient 
that  we  do  no  damage  :  wherfore  it  happeth  many 
time  and  ofte,  that  whan  twey  men  han  everich 
wounded  other,  o  same  surgien  heleth  hem  both, 
wherfore  unto  our  art  it  is  not  pertinent  to  norice 
werre,  ne  parties  to  supporte.  But  certes,  as  to 
the  warishing  of  youre  doughter,  al  be  it  so  that 
perilously  she  be  wounded,  we  shuln  do  so  ententif 
besinesse  fro  day  to  night,  that  with  the  grace  of 
God,  she  shal  be  hole  and  sound,  as  sone  as  is 
possible.  Almost  right  in  the  same  wise  the  phi- 
siciens answerden,  save  that  they  saiden  a  fewe 
wordes  more :  that  right  as  maladies  ben  cured 
by  hir  contraries,  right  so  shal  man  warishe  werre. 
His  neigheboures  ful  of  envie,  his  feined  frendes 
that  semed  reconciled,  and  his  flaterers,  maden 
semblant  of  weping,  and  empeired  and  agregged 
muchel  of  this  matere,  in  preysing  gretly  Melibee 
of  might,  of  power,  of  richesse,  and  of  frendes, 
despising  the  power  of  his  adversaries  :  and  saiden 
outrely,  that  he  anon  shulde  wreken  him  on  his 
foos,  and  beginnen  werre. 

Up  rose  than  an  Advocat  that  was  wise,  by  leve 
and  by  conseil  of  other  that  were  wise,  and  sayde : 
Lordinges,  the  nede  for  the  which  we  ben  assem- 
bled in  this  place,  is  a  ful  he  vie  thing,  and  an 
heigh  matere,  because  of  the  wrong  and  of  the 
wikkednessc  that  hath  be  don,  and  eke  by  reson 
of  the  grete  damages,  that  in  time  coming  ben 
possible  to  fallen  for  the  same  cause,  and  eke  by 
reson  of  the  gret  richesse  and  power  of  the  parties 
bothe,  for  the  which  reson s,  it  were  a  ful  gret  | 
peril  to  erren  in  this  matere.  Wherfore,  Melibeus,  J 
this  is  oure  sentence ;  we  conseil le  you,  aboven  alle 
thing,  that  right  anon  thou  do  thy  diligence  in 
keping  of  thy  propre  persone,  in  swiche  a  wise 
that  thou  ne  want  non  espie  ne  watche,  thy  body 
for  to  save.  And  after  that,  we  conseille  that  in 
thin  hous  thou  sette  sufnsant  garnison,  so  that  • 
they  moun  as  wel  thy  body  as  thy  hous  defende. 
But  certes  for  to  meeven  werre,  ne  sodenly  for  to 
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do  vengeaunce,  we  moun  not  deme  in  so  litel  time 
that  it  were  profitable.  Wherfore  we  axen  leiser 
and  space  to  have  deliberation  in  this  cas  to  deme ; 
for  the  comune  proverbe  saith  thus  ;  He  that  sone 
demeth,  sone  shal  repente.  And  eke  men  sain, 
that  thilke  juge  is  wise,  that  sone  understondeth  a 
matere,  and  jugeth  by  leiser.  For  al  be  it  so, 
that  al  tarying  be  anoiful,  algates  it  is  not  to 
repreve  in  yeving  of  Jugement,  ne  in  vengeance 
taking,  whan  it  is  sumsant  and  resonable.  And 
that  shewed  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  by  ensample,  for 
whan  that  the  woman  that  was  taken  in  advoutrie, 
was  brought  in  his  presence  to  knowen  what  shuld 
be  don  with  hire  persone,  al  be  it  that  he  wist  wel 
himself  what  that  he  wolde  answere,  yet  ne  wolde 
he  not  answere  sodeinly,  but  he  wolde  have  deli- 
beration, and  in  the  ground  he  wrote  twies  ;  and 
bv  thise  causes  we  axen  deliberation  :  and  we 
strain  than  by  the  grace  of  God  conseille  the  thing 
that  shal  be  profitable. 

Up  sterte  than  the  yonge  folk  at  ones,  and  the 
most  partie  of  that  compagnie  han  scorned  this 
olde  wise  man,  and  bcgonnen  to  make  noise  and 
saiden ;  Right  so  as  while  that  iren  is  hot  men 
shulde  smite,  right  so  men  shuln  do  wreken  hir 
wronges,  while  that  they  ben  freshe  and  newe : 
and  with  loude  voys  they  crideu  werre,  werre. 
Up  rose  tho  on  of  thise  olde  wise,  and  with  his 
hand  made  countenaunce  that  men  shuld  holde 
hem  stille,  and  yeve  him  audience.  Lordinges, 
(quod  he)  ther  is  ful  many  a  man  that  crieth  werre, 
werre,  that  wote  ful  litel  what  werre  amounteth. 
Werre  at  his  beginning  hath  so  gret  an  entring 
and  so  large,  that  every  wight  may  enter  whan 
him  liketh,  and  lightly  find  werre  :  but  certes  what 
end  that  shal  befalle,  it  is  not  light  to  know.  For 
sothly  whan  that  werre  is  ones  begonne,  ther  is 
ful  many  a  child  unborne  of  his  moder,  that  shal 
sterve  yong,  by  cause  of  thilke  werre,  other  ellcs 
live  in  sorwc,  and  dien  in  wretchednesse :  and 
therfore  or  that  any  werre  be  begonne,  men  must 
have  gret  conseil  and  gret  deliberation.  And  whan 
this  olde  man  wende  to  enforcen  his  tale  by  resons, 
wel  nie  alle  at  ones  begonne  they  to  rise,  for  to 
breken  his  tale,  and  bidden  him  ful  oft  his  wordes 
for  to  abregge.  For  sothly  he  that  precheth  to 
hem  that  listen  not  heren  his  wordes,  his  sermon 
hem  anoieth.  For  Jesus  Sirak  sayth,  tliat  musike 
in  weping  is  a  noious  thing.  This  is  to  sayn,  as 
muche  availleth  to  speke  beforn  folk  to  which  his 
speche  anoieth,  as  to  singe  befornc  him  that  wepeth. 
And  whan  this  wise  man  saw  that  him  wanted 
audience,  al  shamefast  he  sette  him  doun  agein. 
For  Salomon  saith  :  ther  as  thou  ne  mayst  have 
non  audience,  enforce  thee  not  to  speke.  I  see 
wel,  (quod  this  wise  man)  that  the  comune  pro- 
verbe is  soth,  that  good  conseil  wanteth,  whan  it 
is  most  nede. 

Yet  had  this  Melibeus  in  his  conseil  many  folk, 
that  prively  in  his  ere  conseilled  him  certain  thing, 
and  conseilled  him  the  contrary  in  general  audience. 
Whan  Melibeus  had  herd  that  the  gretest  partie  of 
his  conseil  were  accorded  that  he  shulde  make  werre, 
anon  he  consented  to  hire  conscilling,  and  fully  af- 
fermed  hir  sentence.  Than  dame  Prudence,  whan 
that  she  saw  how  that  hire  hosbonde  shope  him  for 
toawreke  him  on  his  foos,  and  to  beginne  werre,  she 
in  ful  humble  wise,  whan  she  saw  hire  time,  sayde 
him  these  wordes:  my  lord,  (quod  she)  I  you  beseche 
as  hertly  as  I  dare  and  can,  ne  haste  you  not  to  faste, 


and  for  alle  guerdons  as  yeve  me  audience.  For 
Piers  Alphonse  sayth ;  who  so  that  doth  to  thee 
outher  good  or  harme,  haste  thee  not  to  quite  it, 
for  in  this  wise  thy  frend  wol  abide,  and  thin  enemie 
shal  the  longer  live  in  drede.  The  proverbe  sayth ; 
he  hasteth  wel  that  wisely  can  abide :  and  ia 
wikked  hast  is  no  profite. 

This  Melibee  answered  unto  his  wif  Prudence : 
I  purpose  not  (quod  he)  to  werken  by  thy  conseil, 
for  many  causes  and  resons :  for  certes  evert 
wight  wold  hold  me  than  a  fool ;  this  is  to  sayn,  H 
I  for  thy  conseilling  wolde  change  thinges,  that 
ben  ordeined  and  affirmed  by  so  many  wise  men. 
Secondly,  I  say,  that  ail  women  ben  wicke,  and 
non  good  of  hem  all.  For  of  a  thousand  men, 
saith  Salomon,  I  found  o  good  man  :  but  certes  of 
alle  women  good  woman  found  I  never.  And  abo 
certes,  if  I  governed  me  by  thy  conseil,  it  shulde 
seme  that  1  had  yeve  thee  over  me  the  maistrie : 
and  God  forbede  that  it  so  were.  For  Jesus  Sink 
sayth,  that  if  the  wif  have  the  maistrie,  she  is  coo- 
trarious  to  hire  husbond.  And  Salomon  sayth  : 
never  in  thy  lif  to  thy  wif,  ne  to  thy  childe,  ne  to 
thy  frend,  ne  yeve  no  power  over  thy  self :  for 
better  it  were  that  thy  children  axe  of  thee  thinges 
that  hem  nedeth,  than  thou  see  thy  self  in  the 
handes  of  thy  children.  And  also  if  I  wol  werchc 
by  thy  conseilling,  certes  it  must  be  somthne 
secree,  til  it  were  time  that  it  be  knowen  i  and 
this  ne  may  not  be,  if  I  shulde  be  conseilled  by 
thee.  [For  it  is  written  ;  the  janglerie  of  women 
ne  can  no  thing  hide,  save  that  which  they  wote 
not.  After  the  Philosophre  sayth  ;  in  wikked 
conseil  women  venquishen  men  :  and  for  thise 
resons  I  ne  owe  not  to  be  conseilled  by  thee.] 

Whan  dame  Prudence,  ful  debonairly  and  with 

rpacience,  had  herd  all  that  hire  hosbonde  liked 
to  say,  than  axed  she  of  him  licence  for  to 
speke,  and  sayde  in  this  wise.  My  lord,  (qnod  she) 
as  to  your  first  reson,  it  may  lightly  ben  answerd: 
for  1  say  that  it  is  no  folie  to  chaunge  conseil  whan 
the  thing  is  chaunged,  or  elles  whan  the  thing 
semeth  otherwise  than  it  semed  afore.  And  more- 
over I  say,  though  that  ye  have  sworne  and  benight 
to  performe  your  emprise,  and  nevertheles  ye 
weive  to  performe  thilke  same  emprise  by  just 
cause,  men  shuld  not  say  therfore  ye  were  a  Iyer, 
ne  forsworn :  for  the  book  sayth,  that  the  wise 
man  maketh  no  lesing,  whan  he  turneth  his  corage 
for  the  better.  And  al  be  it  that  your  emprise  be 
established  and  ordeined  by  gret  multitude  of  folk, 
yet  thar  you  not  accomplish  thilke  ordinance  but 
you  liketh  :  for  the  trouthe  of  thinges,  and  the 
profit,  ben  rather  founden  in  fewe  folk  that  ben 
wise  and  ful  of  reson,  than  by  gret  multitude  of 
folk,  ther  every  man  cryeth  and  clattereth  what 
him  liketh  :  sothly  swiche  multitude  is  not  honest. 
As  to  the  second  reson,  wheras  ye  say,  that  alle 
women  ben  wicke :  save  your  grace,  certes  ye 
despise  alle  women  in  this  wise,  and  he  that  all 
despiseth,  as  saith  the  book,  all  displeseth.  And 
Senek  saith,  that  who  so  wol  have  sapience,  shal 
no  man  dispreise,  but  he  shal  gladly  teche  the 
science  that  he  can,  without  presumption  or  pride : 
and  swiche  thinges  as  he  nought  can,  he  shal  ntf 
ben  ashamed  to  lere  hem,  and  to  enquere  of  lease 
folk  than  himself.  And,  Sire,  that  ther  hath  ben 
ful  many  a  good  woman,  may  lightly  be  preved : 
for  certes,  Sire,  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  n'olde  never 
han  descended  to  be  borne  of  a  woman,  if  all  women 


THE  TALE  OF  MELIBEU8. 


109 


had  be  wicked.  And  after  that,  for  the  gret 
bountee  that  is  in  women,  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist 
whan  he  was  risen  from  deth  to  lif,  appered  rather 
to  a  woman  than  to  his  Apostles.  And  though 
that  Salomon  sayde,  he  found  never  no  good  woman, 
it  folweth  not  therfore,  that  all  women  be  wicked : 
for  though  that  he  ne  found  no  good  woman,  certes 
many  another  man  hath  founde  many  a  woman  ful 
good  and  trewe.  Or  elles  peraventure  the  entent 
of  Salomon  was  this,  that  in  soveraine  bountee  he 
found  no  woman  ;  this  is  to  say,  that  ther  is  no 
wight  that  hath  soveraine  bountee,  save  God  alone, 
as  ne  himself  recordetb  in  his  Evangelies.  For 
ther  is  no  creature  so  good,  that  him  ne  wanteth 
somwhat  of  the  perfection  of  God  that  is  his  maker. 
Youre  thridde  reson  is  this ;  ye  say  that  if  that  ye 
governe  you  by  my  conseil,  it  shulde  seme  that  ye 
had  yeve  me  the  maistrie  and  the  lordship  of  Your 
person.  Sire,  save  your  grace,  it  is  not  so  ;  for  if 
so  were  that  no  man  shulde  be  conseilled  but  only 
of  hem  that  han  lordship  and  maistrie  of  his  person, 
men  n'olde  not  be  conseilled  so  often :  for  sothly 
thilke  man  that  asketh  conseil  of  a  purpos,  yet  hath 
he  free  chois  whether  he  wol  werke  after  that  con- 
seil or  non.  And  as  to  your  fourth  reson,  ther  as 
ye  sain  that  the  janglerie  of  women  can  hide 
thinges  that  they  wot  not ;  as  who  so  sayth,  that  a 
woman  can  not  hide  that  she  wote  ;  Sire,  thise 
wordes  ben  understonde  of  women  that  ben  jan- 
gteresses  and  wicked;  of  which  women  men  sain  that 
three  thinges  driven  a  man  out  of  his  hous,  that  is 
to  say,  smoke,  dropping  of  raine,  and  wicked  wives. 
And  of  swiche  women  Salomon  sayth,  That  a  man 
were  better  dwell  in  desert,  than  with  a  woman  that 
is  riotous.  And,  sire,  by  your  leve,  that  am  not 
I ;  for  ye  have  ful  often  assaied  my  gret  silence 
and  my  gret  patience,  and  eke  how  wel  that  I  can 
hide  and  hele  thinges,  that  men  oughten  secretly 


And  sothly  as  to  your  fifthe  reson, 
i  ye  say,  that  in  wicked  conseil  women  van- 
quishes men;  God  wote  that  thilke  reson  stant 
here  in  no  stede :  for  understondeth  now,  ye  axen 
conseil  for  to  do  wickednesse ;  and  if  ye  wol  werken 
wiekednesse,and  your  wif  restraineth  thilke  wicked 
purpos,  and  overcometh  you  by  reson  and  by  good 
eonsefl,  certes  your  wif  ought  rather  to  be  preised 
than  to  be  blamed.  Thus  shulde  ye  understonde  the 
philosophre  that  sayth,  In  wicked  conseil  women 
▼enqiiishen  hir  husbondes.  And  ther  as  ye  blnmen 
all  women  and  hir  resons,  I  shal  shewe  you  by 
many  ensamples,  that  many  women  have  been  ful 
good,  and  yet  ben,  and  hir  conseil  holesome  and 
profitable.  Eke  som  men  han  sayd,  that  the  con- 
seil of  women  is  either  to  dere,  or  elles  to  litel  of 
pis.  But  al  be  it  so  that  ful  many  a  woman  be 
bad,  and  hire  conseil  vile  and  nought  worth,  yet 
ban  men  founden  ful  many  a  good  woman,  and 
discrete  and  wise  in  conseilling.  Lo,  Jacob,  thurgh 
the  good  conseil  of  his  mother  Rebecke,  wan  the 
benwon  of  his  father,  and  the  lordship  over  all  his 
brethren.  Judith,  by  hire  good  conseil,  delivered 
the  citee  of  Bethulie,  in  which  she  dwelt,  out  of 
the  honde  of  llolufern,  that  had  it  beseged,  and 
wolde  it  al  destroye.  Abigail  delivered  Nabal  hire 
housbond  fro  David  the  king,  that  wolde  han  slain 
him,  and  appesed  the  ire  of  the  king  by  hire  wit, 
and  by  hire  good  conseilling.  Hester  by  hire  con- 
seil enhaanced  gretly  the  peple  of  God,  in  the 
regno  of  Assuerus  the  king.  And  the  same  boun- 
tee in  good  conseilling  of  many  a  good  woman 


I  moun  men  rede  and  tell.  And  further  more,  whan 
that  oure  Lord  had  created  Adam  ouro  forme 
I  father,  he  sayd  iu  this  wise ;  it  is  not  good  to  be  a 
man  allone :  make  we  to  him  au  helpe  semblable 
to  himself.  Here  moun  ye  see  that  if  women 
weren  not  good,  and  hir  conseil  good  and  profit- 
able, oure  Lord  God  of  heven  wolde  neither  han 
wrought  hem,  ne  called  hem  helpe  of  man,  but 
rather  confusion  of  man.  And  ther  sayd  a  clerk 
ones  in  two  vers ;  what  is  better  than  gold  1  Jaspre. 
What  is  better  than  jaspre  1  Wisdom.  And  what 
is  better  than  wisdom!  Woman.  And  what  is 
better  than  a  good  woman  1  Nothing.  And, 
Sire,  by  many  other  resons  moun  ye  Been,  that 
many  women  ben  good,  and  hir  conseil  good  and 
profitable.  And  therfore,  Sire,  if  ye  wol  troste 
to  my  conseil,  I  shal  restore  you  your  doughter 
hole  and  soumi  :  and  I  wol  don  to  you  so  muche, 
that  ye  shuln  have  honour  in  this  cas. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  the  wordes  of  his  wif 
Prudence,  he  sayd  thus  :  I  se  wel  that  the  word 
of  Salomon  is  soth  ;  for  he  saith,  that  wordes,  that 
ben  spoken  discretly  by  ordinaunce,  ben  honie- 
combes,  for  they  yeven  swetenesse  to  the  soule, 
and  holsomnesse  to  the  body.  And,  wif,  because 
of  thy  swete  wordes,  and  eke  for  I  have  preved 
and  assaied  thy  grete  sapience  and  thy  grete  trouthe, 
I  wol  governe  me  by  thy  conseil  in  alle  thing. 

Now,  Sire,  (quod  dame  Prudence)  and  sin  that 
ye  vouchesafe  to  be  governed  by  my  conseil,  I  wol 
enforme  you  how  that  ye  shuln  governe  yourself, 
in  chesing  of  youre  conseillours.  Ye  shuln  first  in 
alle  your  werkes  mekely  besechen  to  the  heigh 
God,  that  he  wol  be  your  conseillour :  and  shapeth 
you  to  swiche  entente  that  he  yeve  you  conseil  and 
comforte,  as  taught  Tobie  his  sone  ;  at  alle  times 
thou  shalt  blesse  God,  and  preie  him  to  drosse  thy 
wayes  ;  and  loke  that  alle  thy  conseils  ben  in  him 
for  evermore.  Seint  James  eke  sayth  ;  if  any  of 
you  have  nede  of  sapience,  axe  it  of  God.  And 
afterwarde,  than  shullen  ye  take  conseil  in  your- 
self, and  examine  wel  your  owen  thoughtes,  of 
swiche  thinges  as  you  thinketh  that  ben  best  for 
your  profit.  And  than  shuln  ye  drive  fro  your 
herte  three  thinges  that  bencontrarious  to  good  con- 
seil ;  that  is  to  sayn,  ire,  coveitise,  and  hastinesse. 

First,  he  that  axcth  conseil  of  himself,  certes  he 
must  be  withouten  ire,  for  many  causes.  The  first 
is  this  :  he  that  hath  gret  ire  and  wrath  in  himself, 
he  weneth  alway  that  he  may  do  thing  that  he  may 
not  do.  And  secondly,  he  that  is  irous  and  wroth, 
he  may  not  wel  deme  :  and  he  that  may  not  wel 
deme,  may  not  wel  conseil le.  The  thridde  is  this ; 
he  that  is  irous  and  wroth,  as  sayth  Senek,  ne  may 
not  speke  but  blameful  thinges,  and  with  his  vicious 
wordes  he  stirreth  other  folk  to  anger  and  to  ire. 
And  eke,  Sire,  ye  must  drive  coveitise  out  of  your 
herte.  For  the  Apostle  sayth,  that  coveitise  is  the 
rote  of  alle  harnies.  And  trosteth  wel,  that  a 
coveitous  man  ne  can  not  deme  ne  thinke,  but 
only  to  fulfille  the  ende  of  his  coveitise  ;  and  certes 
that  ne  may  never  ben  accomplised ;  for  ever  the 
more  haboundance  that  he  hath  of  richesse,  the 
more  he  desireth.  And,  Sire,  ye  must  also  drive  out 
of  youre  herte  hastinesse :  for  certes  ye  ne  moun  not 
deme  for  the  beste  a  soden  thought  that  falleth  in 
youre  herte,  but  ye  must  avise  you  on  it  ful  ofte  ^ 
for  as  ye  have  herde  bercbeforn,  the  commune  pro- 
vcrbe  is  this ;  he  that  sone  demeth,  sone  repenteth. 

Sire,  ye  ne  be  not  alway  in  like  disposition,  for 
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certes  som  thing  that  som time  semeth  to  you  that 
it  is  good  for  to  do,  another  time  it  semeth  to 
you  the  coutrarie. 

And  whan  ye  han  taken  conseil  in  yourself,  and 
han  demed  by  good  deliberation  swiche  thing  as 
you  semeth  beste,  than  rede  I  you  that  ye  kepe  it 
secree.  Bewreye  not  your  conseil  to  no  persone, 
but  if  so  be  that  ye  wenen  sikerly,  that  thurgh 
youre  bewreying  youre  condition  shal  ben  to  you 
more  profitable.  For  Jesus  Sirak  saith  :  neither 
to  thy  foo  ne  to  thy  frend  discover  not  thy  secree, 
ne  thy  folie  :  for  they  woln  yeve  you  audience  and 
Joking,  and  supportation  in  youre  presence,  and 
scorne  you  in  youre  absence.  Another  clerk 
sayth,  that  scarsly  ahalt  thou  finden  any  persone 
that  may  kepe  thy  conseil  secrely.  The  book 
sayth  ;  while  that  thou  keoest  thy  conseil  in  thin 
herte,  thou  kepest  it  in  thy  prison :  and  whan 
thou  bewreyest  thy  conseil  to  any  wight,  he  holdeth 
thee  in  his  snare.  And  therfore  you  is  better  to 
hide  your  conseil  in  your  herte,  than  to  preye 
him  to  whom  ye  han  bewreyed  youre  conseil,  that 
he  wol  kepe  it  close  and  stille.  For  Seneca  sayth  : 
if  so  be  that  thou  ne  mayst  not  thin  owen  conseil 
bide,  hoV  darest  thou  preyen  any  other  wight  thy 
conseil  secrely  to  kepe !  but  natheles,  if  thou  wene 
sikerly  that  thy  bewreying  of  thy  conseil  to  a 
persone  wol  make  thy  condition  to  stonden  in  the 
better  plight,  than  shalt  thou  telle  him  thy  conseil 
in  this  wise.  First,  thou  shalt  make  no  semblant 
whether  thee  were  lever  pees  or  werre,  or  this 
or  that ;  ne  shewe  him  not  thy  will  ne  thin  en- 
tente :  for  troste  wel  that  communly  these  con- 
seil lours  ben  flaterers,  namely  the  conseillours  of 
grete  lordes,  for  they  enforcen  hem  alway  rather 
to  speken  plesant  wordes  enclining  to  the  lordes 
lust,  than  wordes  that  ben  trewe  or  profitable  : 
and  therfore  men  sayn,  that  the  riche  man  hath 
selde  good  conseil,  but  if  ho  have  it  of  himself. 
And  after  that  thou  shalt  consider  thy  freudes  and 
thin  enemies.  And  as  touching  thy  frendes,  thou 
shalt  consider  which  of  hem  ben  most  feithful  and 
most  wise,  and  eldest  and  most  appreved  in  con- 
seilling  :  and  of  hem  shalt  thou  axe  thy  conseil, 
as  the  cas  requireth. 

I  say,  that  first  ye  shuln  clepe  to  youre  conseil 
youre  frendes  that  ben  trewe.  For  Salomon  saith : 
that  right  as  the  herte  of  a  man  deliteth  in  savour 
that  is  swotc,  right  so  the  conseil  of  trewe  frendes 
yeveth  swetenesse  to  the  soule.  He  sayth  also, 
ther  may  nothing  be  likened  to  the  trewe  frend  : 
for  certes  gold  ne  silver  ben  not  so  muche  worth 
as  the  good  will  of  a  trewe  frend.  And  eke  he 
sayth,  that  a  trewe  frend  is  a  strong  defence ;  who 
so  that  it  findeth,  certes  he  findeth  a  grot  tresor. 
Than  shuln  ye  eke  consider  if  that  your  trewe 
frendes  ben  discrete  and  wise  :  for  the  book  saith, 
axe  alway  thy  conseil  of  hem  that  ben  wise.  And 
by  this  same  reson  shuln  ye  clepen  to  youre 
conseil  youre  frendes  that  ben  of  age,  swiche  as 
han  seyn  and  ben  expert  in  many  thinges,  and 
ben  appreved  in  conseillinges.  For  the  book 
sayth,  in  olde  men  is  al  the  sapience,  and  in  longe 
time  the  prudence.  And  Tullius  sayth,  that  grete 
thinges  ne  ben  not  ay  accomplised  by  strcngthe, 
ne  by  delivernessc  of  body,  but  by  good  conseil, 
by  uuctoritee  of  persones,  and  by  science  :  the 
which  three  thinges  ne  ben  not  feble  by  age,  but 
certes  they  enforcen  and  encresen  day  by  day. 
And  than  shuln  ye  kepe  this  for  a  general  reule. 


First  ye  shuln  clepe  to  youre  conseil  a  fewe  of 
youre  frendes  that  ben  especial.    For  Salomon  : 
saith  ;  many  frendes  have  thou,  but  among  t 
thousand  chese  thee  on  to  be  thy  conseillour.   For  ■ 
al  be  it  so,  that  thou  first  ne  telle  thy  conseil  but 
to  a  fewe,  thou  mayest  afterwarde  tell  it  to  mo  j 
folk,  if  it  be  nede.    But  loke  alway  that  thy  coo*  j 
seillours  have  thilke  three  conditions  that  I  hare  j 
sayd  before  ;  that  is  to  say,  that  they  be  trewe,  I 
wise,  and  of  olde  experience.    And  werke  not 
alway  in  every  nede  by  on  conseillour  allone  :  for  ' 
somtime  behoveth  it  to  be  conseilled  by  many. 
For  Salomon  sayth  ;  salvation  of  thinges  is  wher 
as  ther  ben  many  conseillours. 

Now  sith  that  I  have  told  you  of  which  folk  ye 
shulde  be  conseilled  :  now  wol  I  teche  you  which 
conseil  ye  ought  to  eschue.  First  ye  shuln  eschoe 
the  conseilling  of  fooles ;  for  Salomon  sayth,  Take 
no  conseil  of  a  fool :  for  he  ne  can  not  conseille  bat 
after  his  owen  lust  and  his  affection.  The  book 
sayth,  the  propretee  of  a  fool  is  this :  He  troweth 
lightly  harme  of  every  man,  and  lightly  troweth 
all  bountee  in  himself.  Thou  shalt  eke  eschue  the 
conseilling  of  all  flaterers,  swiche  as  enforcen  hem 
rather  to  preisen  youre  persone  by  flaterie,  than 
for  to  tell  you  the  sothfastnesse  of  thinges. 

Wherfore  Tullius  sayth,  Among  alle  the  pesti- 
lences that  ben  in  frendship,  the  gretest  is  flaterie. 
And  therfore  it  is  more  nede  that  thou  eschue  and 
drede  flaterers,  than  any  other  peple.  The  book  saith, 
Thou  shalt  rather  drede  and  flee  fro  the  swete 
wordes  of  flatering  preisers,  tlian  fro  the  em 
wordes  of  thy  frend  that  saith  thee  sothes.  Salo- 
mon saith,  that  the  wordes  of  a  flaterer  is  a  snare 
to  cacchen  innocentes.  He  sayth  also,  He  that 
speketh  to  his  frend  wordes  of  swetenesse  and 
of  plesaunce,  he  setteth  a  net  beforne  his  feet 
to  cacchen  him.  And  therfore  sayth  Tullho, 
Encline  not  thin  eres  to  flaterers,  ne  take  no 
conseil  of  wordes  of  flaterie.  And  Caton  sayth, 
Avise  thee  wel,  and  eschue  wordes  of  swetenesse 
and  of  plesaunce.  And  eke  thou  shalt  eschue  the 
conseilling  of  thin  olde  enemies  that  ben  recon- 
ciled. The  book  sayth,  that  no  wight  retournetfa 
safely  into  the  grace  of  his  olde  enemie.  And 
Ysope  sayth,  Ne  trost  not  to  hem,  to  which  thou  , 
hast  somtime  had  werre  or  enmitee,  ne  telle  hem 
not  thy  conseil.  And  Senek  telle th  the  cause  why. 
It  may  not  be,  sayth  he,  ther  as  gret  fire  hath  | 
long  time  endured,  that  ther  ne  dwelleth  som 
vapour  of  warmnesse.  And  therfore  smith  Salo- 
mon, In  thin  olde  foo  trost  thou  never.  For 
sikerly,  though  thin  enemie  l>e  reconciled,  and 
maketh  thee  chere  of  humilitee,  and  loutethto 
thee  with  his  hed,  ne  trost  him  never  :  for  certes 
he  maketh  thilke  fcined  humilitee  more  for  his 
profite,  than  for  any  love  of  thy  persone ;  because 
that  he  demcth  to  have  victorie  over  thv  persone 
by  swiche  feined  contenance,  the  which  victorie 
he  might  not  have  by  strif  of  werre.  And  Peter 
Alphonse  sayth  ;  Make  no  felawahip  with  thin 
olde  enemies,  for  if  thou  do  hem  bountee,  they 
wollen  perverten  it  to  wickednesse.  And  eke  the* 
must  eschue  the  conseilling  of  hem  that  ben  thy 
servaunts,  and  beren  thee  gret  reverence :  for, 
paraventure  they  fein  it  more  for  drede  than  for. 
love.  And  therfore  saith  a  philosophre  in  this 
wise  :  Ther  is  no  wight  parfitlv  trewe  to  him  that 
he  to  sore  dredeth.  And  Tullius  sayth,  Ther  n*is 
no  might  so  gret  of  any  emperour  that  longe  may 
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it  if  he  have  more  lore  of  the  peple  than 
bou  shalt  also  eschue  the  conseilling  of 
ben  dronkelewe,  for  they  ne  can  no 
le.  For  Salomon  sayth,  Ther  n'is  no 
ler  as  regneth  dronkennesse.  Ye  shuln 
in  suspect  the  conseilling  of  swiche  folk 
e  you  o  thing  prively,  and  conseille  you 
rie  openly.  For  Cassiodore  sayth,  That 
lere  sleighte  to  hinder  his  enemy  whan 
i  to  don  a  thing  openly,  and  werketh 
e  contrary.  Thou  shalt  also  have  in 
le  conseilling  of  wicked  folk,  for  hir 
Uway  ful  of  fraude.  And  David  sayth  ; 
that  man  that  hath  not  folwed  the  con- 
shrewes.  Thou  shalt  also  eschue  the 
;  of  yonge  folk,  for  hir  conseilling  is  not 
Jotnon  saith. 

ire,  sith  I  have  shewed  you  of  which 
lien  take  youre  conseil,  and  of  which  folk 
eschue  the  conseil,  now  wol  I  teche  you 
uln  examine  your  conseil  after  the  doc- 
Cullius.  In  examining  than  of  your 
re,  ye  shuln  considre  many  thinges. 
thou  shalt  considre  that  in  thilko  thing 
purposest,  and  upon  what  thing  that 
have  conseil,  that  veray  trouthe  be  said 
rved  ;  this  is  to  say,  telle  trewely  thy 
he  that  sayth  false,  may  not  wel  be  con- 
that  cas,  of  which  he  lieth.  And  after 
shalt  considre  the  thinges  that  accorden 
u  purposest  for  to  do  by  thy  conseillours, 
xord  therto,  and  eke  if  thy  might  may 
»rto,  and  if  the  more  part  and  the  better 
lin  conseillours  accorden  therto  or  no. 
t  thou  considre  what  thing  shal  folwe 
lseilling ;  as  hate,  pees,  werre,  grace, 
domage,  and  many  other  thinges  :  and 
tinges  thou  shalt  chese  the  beste,  and 
»  other  thinges.  Than  shalt  thou  con- 
hat  roote  is  engendred  the  matere  of  thy 
nd  what  fruit  it  may  conceive  and  en- 
Thou  shalt  eke  considre  alle  the  causes, 
nnes  they  ben  sprongen.  And  whan 
examined  thy  conseil,  as  I  have  said, 
i  partie  is  the  better  and  more  profitable, 
ippreved  it  by  many  wise  folk  and  olde, 
:  thou  considre,  if  thou  raayst  performe 
ken  of  it  a  good  ende.  For  certes  reson 
iat  any  man  shulde  beginne  a  thing,  but 
ite  performe  it  as  him  oughte  :  ne  no 
tide  take  upon  him  so  hevy  a  charge, 
night  not  beren  it.  For  the  proverbe 
e  that  to  rauche  embraceth  distreineth 
d  Caton  saith  ;  assay  to  do  swiche  thinges 
ast  power  to  don,  lest  the  charge  oppresse 
tore,  that  thee  behoveth  to  weive  thing 
hast  begonne.  And  if  so  be  that  tliou 
le,  whether  thou  mayst  performe  a  thing 
chese  rather  to  suffre  than  to  beginne. 
r  Alphonse  sayth  ;  If  thou  hast  might 
iiing,  of  which  thou  must  repente,  it  is 
y  than  ya  :  this  is  to  sayn,  that  thee  is 
holde  thy  tonge  stille  than  for  to  speke. 
jrst  thou  understonde  by  stronger  resons, 
ou  hast  power  to  performe  a  work,  of 
ju  shalt  repente,  than  is  thee  better  that 
re  than  beginne.  Wel  sain  they  that 
every  wight  to  assaye  a  thing  of  which 
>ute,  whether  he  may  performe  it  or  non. 
•  whan  ye  ban  examined  youre  conseil, 


as  I  have  said  beforne,  and  knowen  wel  that  ye 
moun  performe  your  emprise,  conferme  it  than 
sadly  til  it  be  at  an  ende. 

Now  is  it  reson  and  time  that  I  shewe  you  whan, 
and  wherfore,  that  ye  raoun  chaunge  your  conseil, 
withouten  repreve.  Sothly,  a  man  may  change  his 
purpos  and  his  conseil,  if  the  cause  ceseth,  or  whan 
a  newe  cas  betideth.  For  the  lawe  saith,  that 
upon  thinges  that  newly  betiden,  behoveth  newe 
conseil.  And  Seneca  sayth ;  if  thy  conseil  is 
comen  to  the  eres  of  thin  enemies,  chaunge  thy 
conseil.  Thou  mayst  also  chaunge  thy  conseil,  if  so 
be  that  thou  find  that  by  errour,  or  by  other  cause, 
harme  or  damage  may  betide.  Also  if  thy  conseil 
be  dishoneste,  other  elles  come  of  dishoneste  cause, 
chaunge  thy  conseil :  for  the  lawes  sain,  that  all 
behestes  that  ben  dishoneste  ben  of  no  value: 
and  eke,  if  so  be  that  it  be  impossible,  or  may  not 
goodly  be  performed  or  kept. 

And  take  this  for  a  general  reule,  that  every 
conseil  that  is  affermed  so  strongly,  that  it  may 
not  be  chaunged  for  no  condition  that  may  betide, 
I  say  that  thfike  conseil  is  wicked. 

This  Melibeus,  whan  he  had  herd  the  doctrine 
of  his  wif  dame  Prudence,  answered  in  this  wise. 
Dame,  quod  he,  as  yet  unto  this  time  ye  han  wel 
and  covenably  taught  me,  as  in  general,  how  I 
shal  governe  me  in  the  chesing  and  in  the  with- 
holding of  my  conseillours :  but  now  wold  I  fain 
that  ye  wold  condescend  in  especial,  and  telle  me 
how  liketh  you,  or  what  semeth  you  by  oure  con- 
seillours that  we  han  chosen  in  oure  present  nede. 

My  lord,  quod  she,  I  beseche  you  in  alle  hum- 
blesse,  that  ye  wol  not  wilfully  replie  agein  my 
resons,  ne  distempre  your  herte,  though  1  speke 
thing  that  you  displese  ;  for  God  wote  that,  as  in 
min  entente,  1  speke  it  for  your  beste,  for  youre 
honour  and  for  youre  profite  eke,  and  sothly  1  hope 
that  youre  benignitee  wol  taken  it  in  patience.  And 
trosteth  me  wel,  quod  she,  that  youre  conseil  as  in 
this  cas  ne  shulde  not  (as  to  speke  proprely)  be  called 
a  conseilling,  but  a  motion  or  a  meving  of  folie,  in 
which  conseil  ye  han  erred  in  many  a  sondry  wise. 

First  and  forward,  ye  han  erred  in  the  assembling 
of  youre  conseillours ;  for  ye  sholde  first  han  cleped 
a  fewe  folk  to  your  conseil,  and  after  ye  iuighte 
han  shewed  it  to  mo  folk,  if  it  hadde  be  nede.  But 
certes  ye  han  sodeinly  cleped  to  your  conseil  a  gret 
multitude  of  peple,  ful  chargeant  and  ful  anoyous 
for  to  here.  Also  ye  han  erred,  for  ther  as  ye 
shulde  han  only  cleped  to  youre  conseile  youre 
trewe  frendes,  olde  and  wise,  ye  han  cleped  straunge 
folk,  yonge  folk,  false  flaterers,  and  enemies  recon- 
ciled, and  folk  that  don  you  reverence  withouten 
love.  And  eke  ye  han  erred,  for  ye  han  brought 
with  you  to  youre  conseil  ire,  coveitise,  and  hastif- 
nesse,  the  which  three  thinges  ben  contrary  to 
every  conseil  honest  and  profitable :  the  which 
three  thinges  ye  han  not  anientisscd  or  destroyed, 
neither  in  youreself  ne  in  youre  conseillours,  as 
you  ought.  Ye  han  erred  also,  for  ye  han  shewed 
to  youre  conseillours  youre  talent  and  youre  affec- 
tions to  make  werre  anon,  and  for  to  do  venge- 
aunce,  and  they  han  espied  by  youre  wordes  to 
what  thing  ye  ben  enclined  :  and  therfore  han 
they  conseilled  you  rather  to  youre  talent,  than  to 
youre  profite.  Ye  han  erred  also,  for  it  semeth 
that  you  suflficeth  to  han  ben  conseilled  by  thise 
conseillours  only,  and  with  litel  avis,  wheras  in  so 
high  and  so  gret  a  nede,  it  had  ben  necessarie  mo 
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conseillours,  and  more  deliberation  to  performe 
your  emprise.  Ye  ban  erred  also,  for  ye  ban  not 
examined  your  conseil  in  the  foresaid  manere,  ne 
in  due  manere,  as  the  cas  requireth.  Ye  ban  erred 
also,  for  ye  han  maked  no  division  betwix  youre 
conseillours  ;  this  is  to  sayn,  betwix  youre  trewe 
frendes  and  youre  feined  conseillours :  ne  ye  han 
not  knowe  the  wille  of  your  trewe  frendes,  olde 
and  wise,  but  ye  han  cast  alle  hir  wordes  in  an 
hochepot,  and  cnclined  your  herte  to  the  more 
part  and  to  the  greter  nombre,  and  ther  be  ye  con- 
descended ;  and  sith  ye  wot  wel  that  men  shuln 
alway  finde  a  greter  nombre  of  fooles  than  of  wise 
men,  and  therfore  the  conseillings  that  ben  at  con- 
gregations and  multitudes  of  folk,  ther  as  men  take 
more  regard  to  the  nombre,  than  to  the  sapience 
of  persones,  ye  seen  wel,  that  in  swiche  conseil- 
lings fooles  han  the  maistrie.  Melibeus  answered 
and  said  agein :  I  graunte  wel  that  I  have  erred  ; 
but  ther  as  thou  hast  told  me  herebeforne,  that  he 
n'is  not  to  blame  that  chaungeth  his  conseil  in  cer- 
tain cas,  and  for  certain  and  just  causes,  I  am  al 
redy  to  chaunge  my  conseil  right  as  thou  wolt  de- 
vise. The  proverbe  sayth  ;  for  to  don  sinne  is 
mannish,  but  certes  for  to  persevere  long  in  sinne 
is  werke  of  the  Divel. 

To  this  sentence  answered  anon  dame  Prudence, 
and  saide ;  examineth  (quod  she)  wel  your  con- 
seil, and  let  us  see  the  which  of  hem  han  spoken 
most  resonably,  and  taught  you  best  conseil.  And 
for  as  muche  as  the  examination  is  necessarie,  let 
us  beginne  at  the  Surgiens  and  at  the  Physiciens, 
that  first  spaken  in  this  mater.  I  say  that  Physi- 
ciens and  Surgiens  han  sayde  you  in  youre  conseil 
discretly,  as  hem  oughte  :  and  in  hir  speche  saiden 
ful  wisely,  that  to  the  office  of  hem  appertcineth 
to  don  to  every  wight  honour  and  protite,  and  no 
wight  to  anoyc,  and  after  hir  craft  to  don  gret 
diligence  unto  the  cure  of  hem  which  that  they 
han  in  hir  governaunce.  And,  Sire,  right  as 
they  han  answered  wisely  and  discretly,  right  so 
rede  I  that  they  be  highly  and  soverainly  guer- 
doned for  hir  noble  speche,  and  eke  for  they 
shuldcn  do  the  more  ententif  besinesse  in  the 
curation  of  thy  dere  dough  ter.  For  al  be  it  so 
that  they  ben  youre  frendes,  therfore  shullen  ye 
not  suffren,  that  they  serve  you  for  nought,  but  ye 
oughte  the  rather  guerdone  hem,  and  shewe  hem 
youre  largesse.  And  as  touching  the  proposition, 
which  the  Physiciens  entreteden  in  this  cas,  this 
is  to  sain,  that  in  maladies,  that  a  contraric  is 
warished  by  another  contrarie ;  I  wold  fain 
knowe  how  ye  understonde  thilke  text,  and  what 
is  youre  sentence.  Certes,  quod  Melibeus,  I  un- 
derstand it  in  this  wise  ;  that  right  as  they  han 
dou  me  a  contrarie,  right  so  shulde  I  don  hem 
another  ;  for  right  as  they  han  venged  hem  upon 
me  and  don  me  wrong,  right  so  shal  I  venge  me 
upon  hem,  and  don  hem  wrong,  and  than  have  I 
cured  a  contrarie  by  another. 

Lo,  lo,  quod  dame  Prudence,  how  lightly  is 
every  man  cnclined  to  his  owen  desire  and  his 
owen  plesaunce  !  certes  (quod  she)  the  wordes  of 
the  Physiciens  ne  shuldcn  not  han  ben  utider- 
atonden  in  that  wist*  ;  for  certes  wickednesse  is 
not  contrarie  to  wicked nesse,  ne  vengeaunce  to 
vengeaunce,  ne  wrong  to  wrong,  but  they  ben 
semblable :  and  therfore  a  vengeaunce  is  not 
warished  by  another  vengeaunce,  ne  a  wrong 
by  another  wrong,  but  everich  of  hem  encrcseth 


and  aggreggeth  other.  But  certes  the  wordes 
of  the  Physiciens  shulden  ben  understonde  in 
this  wise ;  for  good  and  wickednesse  ben  two 
contraries,  and  pees  and  werre,  vengeaunce 
and  suffraunce,  discord  and  accord,  and  many  « 
other  thinges:  but  certes,  wickednease  shal  lie 
warished  by  goodnesse,  discord  by  accord,  wen* 
by  pees,  and  so  forth  of  other  thinges.  And 
hereto  accordeth  Seint  Poule  the  Apostle  in  many 
places  :  he  sayth,  ne  yelde  not  harme  for  harme, 
ne  wicked  speche  for  wicked  speche,  but  do  wel  to 
him  that  doth  to  thee  harme,  and  blesse  him  that 
saith  to  thee  harme.  And  in  many  other  places 
he  amonesteth  pees  and  accord.  But  now  wol  I 
speke  to  you  of  the  conseil,  which  that  was  yeven 
to  you  by  the  men  of  lawe,  and  the  wise  folk,  and 
old  folke,  that  sayden  alle  by  on  accord  as  ye  han 
herd  beforne,  that  over  alle  thinges  ye  shuld  do 
youre  diligence  to  kepe  youre  persone,  and  to 
warnestorc  your  house  :  and  saiden  also,  that  in 
this  cas  you  oughte  for  to  werchen  ful  avisely 
and  with  gret  deliberation.  And,  Sire,  as  to  the 
first  point,  that  toucheth  the  keping  of  youre  per- 
sone, ye  shuln  understand,  that  he  that  hath 
werre,  shal  ever  more  devoutly  and  mekely  preiea 
beforne  alle  thinges,  that  Jesu  Crist  of  his  meress 
wol  han  him  in  his  protection,  and  ben  his  sove- 
raine  helping  at  his  ncde :  for  certes  in  this  world 
ther  is  no  wight  that  may  be  conseilled  ne  kept 
suffisantly,  withoute  the  keping  of  oure  lord  Jess 
Crist.  To  this  sentence  accordeth  the  Prophets 
David  that  sayth :  if  God  ne  kepe  the  cite*,  in  M 
wakcth  he  that  kepeth  it  Now,  Sire,  than  ahnla 
ye  committe  the  keping  of  youre  persone  to  yoare 
trewe  frendes,  that  ben  approved  and  yknowe,  and 
of  hem  shuln  ye  axen  helpe,  youre  persone  for  to 
kepe.  For  Caton  saith :  if  thou  have  nedeof  betas, 
axe  it  of  thy  frendes,  for  ther  n'is  non  so  good  a 
Physicien  as  thy  trewe  frend.  And  after  this  thai 
shuln  ye  kepe  you  fro  alle  straunge  folk,  and  fro 
lieres,  and  have  alway  in  suspect  hir  compaignie. 
For  Piers  Alphonse  sayth :  ne  take  no  compaignie 
by  the  way  of  a  straunge  man,  but  if  so  be  that 
thou  have  knowen  him  of  longer  time  :  and  if  so 
be  that  he  falle  into  thy  compaignie  paraventure 
withouten  thin  assent,  enquere  than,  as  snbally 
as  thou  maist,  of  his  conversation,  and  of  his  tif 
beforne,  and  feine  thy  way,  saying  thou  wolt  go 
thider  as  thou  wolt  not  go  :  and  if  he  here  a 
spere,  hold  thee  on  the  right  side,  and  if  he  here 
a  swerd,  hold  thee  on  his  left  side.  And  after  this 
than  shuln  ye  kepe  you  wisely  from  all  swiche 
manere  peple  as  I  have  saved'  before,  and  hem 
and  hir  conseil  eschue.  And  after  this  than  shula 
ye  kepe  you  in  swiche  manere,  that  for  any  pre- 
sumption of  youre  strengthe,  that  ye  ne  despise 
not,  ne  account  not  the  might  of  your  adversary 
so  lite,  that  ye  let  the  keping  of  youre  persone 
for  your  presumption ;  for  every  wise  man 
dredeth  his  encmie.  And  Salomon  sayth  ;  weHol 
is  he  that  of  alle  hath  drede  ;  For  certes  he  that 
thurgh  tho  hardinesse  of  his  herte,  and  thnrgh 
the  hardinessc  of  himself,  hath  to  gret  presump- 
tion, him  shal  evil  betide.  Than  shuln  ye  evenno 
eountrexuiite  emboyssements,  and  alle  espiaOe. 
For  Senek  sayth,  that  the  wise  roan  that  dredeth 
harme*,  eschueth  harmes  ;  ne  he  ne  falleth  into 
perils,  that  perils  eschueth.  And  al  be  it  so,  that 
it  seme  that  thou  art  in  Biker  place,  yet  shalt  tbos 
alway  do  thy  diligence  in  keping  of  thy  persons ; 
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Barn,  ne  be  not  negligent  to  kepe  thin 
not  only  fro  thy  gretest  enemy,  but  also 
Bte  enemy.  Senek  sayth  ;  a  man  that  is 
d,  he  dredeth  his  leste  enemie.  Ovide 
it  the  litel  we&el  wol  alee  the  gret  boll 

wilde  hart.  And  the  book  sayth  ;  a 
le  may  prikke  a  king  nil  sore,  and  a  litel 
>1  hold  the  wilde  bore.  But  natheles,  I 
hou  shalt  be  so  coward,  that  thou  doute 
is  no  drede.  The  book  saith,  that  som 
a  taught  hir  deceivour,  for  they  han  to 
reded]  to  be  deceived.  Yet  shalt  thou 
be  empoysoned ;  and  [therfore  shalt  thou] 
» fro  the  compagnie  of  scorners  :  for  the 
h9  with  scorners  ne  make  no  compagnie, 
tir  wordee  as  venime. 
b  to  the  second  point,  wheras  youre  wise 
in  conseilled  you  to  warnestore  your 
i  gret  diligence,  I  wolde  fain  knowe  how 
understode  thiike  wordes,  and  what  is 
itence. 

us  answered  and  saide  ;  Certes  I  under- 
in  this  wise,  that  I  shal  warnestore  min 
i  toures,  swiche  as  han  castelles  and  other 
edifices,  and  armure,  and  artelries,  by 
inges  I  may  my  persone  and  myn  hous  so 
d  defenden,  that  min  enemies  shuln  ben 
min  hous  for  to  approche. 
is  sentence  answered  anon  Prudence, 
nring  (quod  she)  of  heighe  toures  and  of 
iftees,  is  with  grete  costages  and  with 
vaille  ;  and  whan  that  they  ben  accom- 
st  ben  they  not  worth  a  stre,  but  if  they 
ided  by  trewe  frendes,  that  ben  olde  and 
nd  understonde  wel,  that  the  greteete 
ngeste  sarneson  that  a  riche  man  may 

wel  to  kepen  his  persone  as  his  goodes, 
le  be  beloved  with  his  subsets,  and  with 
ebouree.  For  thus  sayth  Tullius,  that  ther 
er  gameson,  that  no  man  may  venquish 
mfite,  and  that  is  a  lord  to  be  beloved 
tizeins,  and  of  his  peple. 
Sire,  as  to  the  thridde  point,  wheras  youre 
1  wise  conseillours  sayden,  that  you  ne 
lot  sodeinly  ne  hastily  proceden  in  this 
t  that  you  oughte  purveyen  and  appareilen 
lis  cas,  with  gret  diligence  and  gret  de- 
li ;  trewely,  f  trowe,  that  they  sayden 
lely  and  right  soth.  For  Tullius  sayth  :  in 
de  er  thou  beginne  it,  appareile  thee  with 
gence.  Than  say  I,  that  in  vengeaunoe 
n  werre,  in  bataille,  and  in  warnestoring, 
beginne,  I  rede  that  thou  appareile  thee 
ad  do  it  with  gret  deliberation.  For  Tullius 
lat  longe  appareiling  tofore  the  bataille, 
(bort  victorie.  And  Cassiodorus  sayth :  the 
i  is  stronger,  whan  it  is  longe  time  avised. 
jw  let  us  speken  of  the  conseil  that  was 
I  by  youre  neigheboures,  swiche  as  don 
rerenee   withouten   love ;   youre  olde 

reconciled ;  your  flatereres,  that  con- 
rou  certain  thinges  prively,  and  openly 
d  you  the  contrarie  ;  the  yonge  folk  also, 
Milled  you  to  venge  you,  and  to  make 
ion.  Certes,  Sire,  as  I  have  sayde  beforne, 
gretly  erred  to  han  cleped  swiche  maner 
youre  conseil,  which  conseillours  ben 
reproved  by  the  resons  aforesaid.  But 
,  let  us  now  descende  to  the  special.  Ye 
t  proceden  after  the  doctrine  of  Tullius. 


Certes  the  trouthe  of  this  matere  or  of  this  conseil 
nedeth  not  diligently  to  enquere,  for  it  is  wel  wist, 
which  they  ben  that  han  don  to  you  this  ti'espas 
and  vilanie,  and  how  many  trespasours,  and  in 
what  manere  they  han  don  to  you  all  this  wrong, 
and  all  this  vilanie.  And  after  this,  than  shuln  ye 
examine  the  second  condition,  which  that  the 
same  Tullius  addeth  in  this  matere.  For  Tullius 
putteth  a  thing,  which  that  he  clepeth  consenting : 
this  is  to  sayn,  who  ben  they,  and  which  ben  they, 
and  how  many,  that  consenten  to  thy  conseil  in 
thy  wilfulnesse,  to  don  hastif  vengeaunce.  And 
let  us  considre  also  who  ben  they,  and  how  many 
ben  they,  and  which  ben  they,  that  consenteden 
to  youre  adversaries.  As  to  the  first  point,  it 
is  wel  knowen  which  folk  they  be  that  consent- 
eden to  youre  wilfulnesse.  For  trewely,  all  tho 
that  conseil eden  you  to  makeu  sodein  werre,  ne 
ben  not  youre  frendes.  Let  us  now  considre 
which  ben  they  that  ye  holden  so  gretly  youre 
frendes,  as  to  youre  persone  :  for  al  be  it  so  that 
ye  be  mighty  and  riche,  certes  ye  ne  ben  but 
allone  :  for  certes  ye  ne  han  no  child  but  a 
doughter,  ne  ye  ne  han  no  brethren,  ne  cosins 
germains,  ne  non  other  nigh  kinrede,  wherfore 
that  youre  enemies  for  drede  shulde  stinte  to  plede 
with  you,  or  to  destroye  youre  persone.  Ye 
knowen  also,  that  your  richesses  moten  ben  di- 
spended  in  diverse  parties  ;  and  whan  that  every  . 
wight  hath  his  part,  they  ne  wollen  taken  but  litel 
regard  to  venge  youre  deth.  But  thin  enemies 
ben  three,  and  they  han  many  brethren,  children, 
cosins,  and  other  nigh  kinrede :  and  though  so 
were,  that  thou  haddest  slain  of  hem  two  or  three, 
yet  dwellen  ther  ynow  to  wreken  hir  deth,  and  to 
alee  thy  persone.  And  though  so  be  that  youre 
kinrede  be  more  stedefast  and  siker  than  the  kin 
of  your  adversaries,  yet  natheles  youre  kinrede  is 
but  a  fer  kinrede  ;  they  ben  but  litel  sibbe  to  you, 
and  the  kin  of  youre  enemies  ben  nigh  sibbe  to 
hem.  And  certes  as  in  that,  hir  condition  is 
better  than  youres.  Than  let  us  considre  also  of 
the  conseil  ling  of  hem  that  conseilled  you  to  take 
sodein  vengeance,  whether  it  accorde  to  reson  : 
and  certes,  ye  knowe  wel,  nay  ;  for  as  by  right 
and  reson,  ther  may  no  man  taken  vengeaunce  on 
no  wight,  but  the  juge  that  hath  the  jurisdiction 
of  it,  whan  it  is  ygraunted  him  to  take  thiike  ven- 
geaunce hastily,  or  attemprely,  as  the  lawe 
requireth.  And  yet  moreover  of  thiike  word  that 
Tullius  clepeth  consenting,  thou  shalt  considre,  if 
thy  might  and  thy  power  may  consente  and  suffice 
to  thy  wilfulnesse,  and  to  thy  conseillours  :  and 
certes,  thou  mayest  wel  say,  that  nay ;  for  sikerly, 
as  for  to  speke  proprely,  we  moun  do  nothing  but 
only  swiche  thing  as  we  moun  don  rightfully  :  and 
certes  rightfully  ye  ne  mowe  take  no  vengeance, 
as  of  your  propre  auctoritee.  Than  mowe  ye  sen 
that  your  power  ne  consenteth  not,  ne  accordeth 
not  to  youre  wilfulnesse.  Now  let  us  examine 
the  thridde  point,  that  Tullius  clepeth  consequent. 
Thou  shalt  understonde,  that  the  vengeaunce  that 
thou  purposest  for  to  take,  is  the  consequent, 
and  therof  folweth  another  vengeance,  peril,  and 
werre,  and  other  damages  withouten  nombre,  of 
which  we  ben  not  ware,  as  at  this  time.  And  as 
touching  the  fourthe  point,  that  Tullius  clepeth 
engendering,  thou  shalt  consider,  that  this  wrong 
which  that  is  don  to  thee,  is  engendered  of  the 
hate  of  thin  enemies,  and  of  the  vengeaunce  taking 
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upon  that  wold  engender  another  vengcaunce,  and 
mucliel  sorwe  and  wasting  of  richesses,  as  I  sayde 
ere. 

Now,  sire,  as  to  the  point,  that  Tullius  clepeth 
causes,  which  that  is  the  last  point,  thou  shalt 
understondc,  that  the  wrong  that  thou  hast  re- 
ceived,  hath  certaine  causes,  which  that  clcrkes 
clcpen  oriens,  and  efficient,  and  causa  lonpinqua, 
and  causa  propinqua,  this  is  to  sayn,  the  fer 
cause,  and  the  nigh  cause.  The  fer  cause  is 
almighty  God,  that  is  cause  of  alio  thiiigcs :  the 
ner  cause,  is  thin  three  enemies  ;  the  cause  ac- 
cidental was  hate  ;  the  cause  material,  ben  the 
five  woundes  of  thy  doughter  ;  the  cause  formal, 
is  the  maiier  of  hir  werking,  that  broughten  lad- 
ders, and  clomben  in  at  thy  windowes  ;  the  cause 
final  was  for  to  slee  thy  doughter  ;  it  letted  not  in 
as  muche  as  in  hem  was.  But  for  to  speke  of  the 
fer  cause,  as  to  what  ende  they  shuln  come,  or 
what  shal  finally  betide  of  hem  in  this  cas,  ne  can 
I  notdeme,  but  by  connecting  and  supposing  :  for  we 
shuln  suppose,  that  they  shuln  come  to  a  wicked 
ende,  because  that  the  book  of  Decrees  sayth :  Selden 
or  with  gret  peine  ben  causes  ybrought  to  a  good 
ende,  whan  they  ben  badly  begonne. 

Now,  Sire,  if  men  wold  axen  me,  why  that  God 
Buffred  men  to  do  you  this  vilanie,  certes  I  can 
not  wel  answer,  as  for  no  sothfastnesse.  For  the 
Apostle  sayth,  that  the  sciences,  and  the  jugc- 
ments  of  oure  Lord  God  Almighty  ben  ful  depe  ; 
ther  may  no  man  comprehend  ne  serene  hem  suf- 
fisantly.  Natheles,  by  certain  presumptions  and 
conjectings,  I  hold  and  beleve,  that  God,  which 
that  is  ful  of  justice  and  of  right wisencsse,  hath 
suffered  this  betide,  by  just  cause  resonablc. 

Thy  name  is  Melibee,  this  is  tosayn,  a  man  that 
drinketh  hony.  Thou  hast  dronke  so  muche  hony 
of  swete  tern  pore  1  richesses,  and  del  ices,  and 
honours  of  this  world,  that  thou  art  drunken,  and 
hast  forgotten  Jesu  Crist  thy  creatour :  thou  ne 
hast  not  don  to  him  swiche  honour  and  revereuce 
as  thee  ought,  ne  thou  ne  hast  wel  ytaken  kepe  to 
the  wordes  of  Ovide,  that  sayth  :  Under  the  honey 
of  the  goodeB  of  thy  body  is  hid  the  veninie  that 
sleth  the  soule.  And  Salomon  sayth :  If  thou  hast 
founden  hony,  ete  of  it  that  sufficeth  ;  for  if  thou 
cte  of  it  out  of  mesure,  thou  shalt  spewe,  and  be 
ncdy  and  poure.  And  peraventure  Crist  hath  thee 
in  despit,  and  hath  tourned  away  fro  thee  his  face, 
and  his  eres  of  miser icorde ;  and  also  he  hath 
suffred,  that  thou  hast  ben  punished  in  the  manerc 
that  thou  hast  ytrespased.  Thou  hast  don  sinne 
again  oure  Lord  Crist,  for  certes  the  three  enemies 
of  mankind,  that  is  to  sayn,  the  flesh,  the  fend,  and 
the  world,  thou  hast  suffred  hem  entre  into  thin 
herte  wilfully,  by  the  windowes  of  thy  body,  and 
liast  not  defended  thyself  sufhsantly  agein  hir 
assautes,  and  hir  temptations,  so  that  they  han 
wounded  thy  soule  in  five  places,  this  is  to  sayn 
the  dedly  sinncs  that  ben  entred  into  thyn  herte 
by  thy  five  wittcs  :  and  in  the  same  manere  our 
Lord  Crist  hath  wold  and  Buffred,  that  thy  three 
enemies  ben  entred  into  thyn  hous  by  the  win- 
dowes, and  han  ywounded  thy  doughter  iu  the 
foresayd  manere. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  see  wel  tliat  ye  enforce 
you  iuuchel  by  wordes  to  overeomen  me,  in  swiche 
manere,  that  I  shal  not  vengc  me  on  minereneniics, 
shewing  me  the  perils  and  the  evils  that  mighten 
falle  of  this  vengcaunce  :  but  who  so  woldc  cousidre 


in  alle  vengeaunces  the  perils  and  evils  that  inighten 
sue  of  vengeaunce  taking,  a  man  wold  never  take 
vengeaunce,  and  that  were  harme  :  for  by  the 
vengeaunce  taking  ben  the  wicked  men  dissevered 
fro  the  goode  men.  And  they  that  han  will  to  do 
wickednesse,  restreinen  hir  wicked  purpos,  whan 
they  sen  the  punishing  and  the  chastising  of  the 
trespasours.  [To  this  answered  dame  Prudence : 
Certes,  quod  she,  1  graunteyou  that  of  vengeaunce 
taking  cometh  muche  evil  and  muche  good ;  bat 
vengeaunce  taking  apperteineth  not  to  everich  on, 
but  only  to  juges,  and  to  hem  that  han  the  juris- 
diction over  the  trespasours ;  ]  and  yet  say  I  more, 
that  right  as  a  singuler  personc  sinneth  in  taking 
vengeaunce  of  auother  man,  right  so  sinneth  the 
juge,  if  he  do  no  vengeaunce  of  hem  that  it  ban 
deserved.  For  Scnek  sayth  thus  :  That  maister  (he 
sayth)  is  good,  that  preveth  shrewes.  And  Caario- 
dore  saith  :  A  man  dredeth  to  do  outrages,  whan 
he  wot  and  knoweth,  that  it  displeseth  to  the  jages 
and  soveraines.  And  another  sayth :  The  jure 
that  dredeth  to  do  right,  maketh  men  shrewes. 
And  Seint  Poule  the  Apostle  sayth  in  his  Epistle, 
whan  he  writeth  unto  the  Romanies,  thai  the  joges 
beren  not  the  spere  withouten  cause,  bat  they 
beren  it  to  punishe  the  shrewes  and  misdoers,  and 
for  to  defende  the  goode  men.  If  ye  wiln  than  take 
vengeaunce  of  youre  enemies,  ye  shuln  retunme 
or  have  your  rccours  to  the  iuee,  that  hath  the  jam- 
diction  upon  hem,  and  he  shal  punishe  hem,  as  the 
lawe  axeth  and  requireth. 

A,  sayd  Melibee,  this  vengeaunce  liketh  me 
nothing.  I  bethink  me  now,  and  take  hede  how 
that  fortune  hath  norished  me  fro  my  childbeds, 
and  hath  holpen  me  to  passe  many  a  stronge  pas : 
now  wol  I  assayen  hire,  trowing,  with  Goddes  helpe, 
that  she  shal  helpe  me  my  shame  for  to  venge. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  if  ye  wol  werke  by  my 
conseil,  ye  shuln  not  assaye  fortune  by  no  way : 
ne  ye  ne  shuln  not  lenc  or  bowe  unto  hire,  after 
the  wordes  of  Senek  ;  for  thinges  that  ben  folily 
don,  and  tho  that  ben  don  in  hope  of  fortune,  ahnhi 
never  come  to  good  ende.  And  as  the  same  Senek 
sayth  :  The  more  clere  and  the  more  shining  thai 
fortune  is,  the  more  brotel  and  the  soner  broke  she 
is.  Trusteth  not  in  hire,  for  she  n'is  not  stedefaet 
ne  stable  :  for  whan  thou  trowest  to  be  most  siker 
and  seure  of  hire  helpe,  she  wol  faille  and  deceive 
thee.  And  wheras  ye  sayn,  that  fortune  hath 
norished  you  fro  youre  childhode,  I  say  that  in  so 
muchel  ye  shuln  the  lesse  truste  in  hire,  and  in 
hire  wit.  For  Senek  saith  :  What  man  that  k 
norished  by  fortune,  she  maketh  him  a  gret  fool 
Now  than  sin  ye  desire  and  axe  vengeaunce,  and 
the  vengeaunce,  that  is  don  after  the  lawe  and 
before  the  juge,  ne  liketh  you  not,  and  the  ven* 
gcaunce,  that  is  don  in  hope  of  fortune,  is  perilont 
and  uncertain,  than  havo  ye  non  other  reroedie, 
hut  for  to  have  your  recours  unto  the  soveraine 
juge,  that  vengeth  alle  vilanies,  and  w rouges ;  and 
he  shal  venge  you,  after  that  himself  witnesseth, 
wheras  he  saith  ;  Leveth  the  vengeaunce  to  me, 
and  I  shal  do  it. 

Melibeus  answered :  If  I  ne  venge  me  of  the 
vilanie  that  men  han  don  to  me,  I  soxnpne  or  warns 
hem,  that  han  don  to  me  vilanie,  and  alle  other, 
to  do  me  another  vilanie.  For  it  is  written ;  If 
thou  take  no  vengeaunce  of  an  olde  vilany,  tboa 
sompnest  thin  adversaries  to  do  thee  a  newe  vilank: 
and  also  for  my  suffraunce,  men  wolden  do  me  so 
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muche  vilanie,  that  I  might  neither  bere  it  ne  sus- 
teine ;  and  so  ahulde  1  ben  put  and  holden  over 
lowe.  For  mm  men  sain,  In  muchel  sufficing  ahul 
many  tfainges  falle  unto  thee,  which  thou  shalt  not 


Certes,  quod  Prudence,  I  graunte  you  wol,  that 
orermuchel  suflraunoe  is  not  good,  but  yet  ne  fol- 
weth  it  not  therof,  that  every  persone  to  whom 
men  don  vilanie,  shuld  take  of  it  vengeaunce  :  for 
that  apperteineth  and  longeth  all  only  to  the  juges, 
for  they  shut  venge  the  vilaniee  and  injuries  :  and 
therfore  tho  two  auctoritees,  that  ye  han  savd 
above,  ben  only  undcrstonden  in  the  jugcs :  for 
whan  they  suffren  overmuchel  the  wronges  and 
vuanies  to  be  don,  withouten  punishing,  they 
tompne  not  a  man  all  only  for  to  do  newe  wronges, 
but  they  eommaunden  it :  al  so  as  a  wise  man 
myth,  that  the  juge  that  correcteth  not  the  sinner, 
eommaandeth  ana  biddeth  him  do  sinne.  And  the 
jutes  and  aoveraines  mighten  in  hir  lond  so  muche 
■aire  of  the  shrewes  and  misdoers,  that  they 
dralden  by  swiehe  suffraunce,  by  proces  of  time, 
wezen  of  swiehe  power  and  might,  that  they  shuld 
putte  out  the  juges  and  the  soveraines  from  hir 
places,  and  atte  laste  maken  hem  lese  hir  lord- 


let  ns  putte,  that  ve  have  leve  to  venge 
you  :  I  amy  ye  be  not  of  might  and  power,  as  now 
to  venae  you :  for  if  ye  wol  maken  comparison 
unto  the  might  of  youre  adversaries,  ye  slmln 
node  in  many  thinses,  that  I  have  shewed  you  er 
tins,  that  hir  condition  is  better  than  youres,  and 
therfore  say  I,  that  it  is  good  as  now,  that  ye 
ssfte  and  be  patient. 

nnore  ye  knowen  wel,  that  after  the 
saw,  it  is  a  woodnesse,  a  man  to  strive 
r,  or  a  more  mighty  man  than  he  is 
for  to  strive  with  a  man  of  even 
strengthe,  that  is  to  say,  with  as  strong  a  man  as 
be  is,  it  is  nerU  ;  and  for  to  strive  with  a  weker 
nan,  it  is  folie ;  and  therfore  shuldo  a  man  flee 
striving,  as  muchel  as  he  mighte.  For  Salomon 
smyth  :  It  is  a  gret  worship  to  a  man  to  kepe  him 
fro  noise  and  strif.  And  if  it  so  happc,  that  a 
man  of  gieler  mighte  and  strengtho  than  thou 
art,  do  thee  grevaunce :  studio  and  besie  thee 
rather  to  stille  the  smme  grevaunce,  than  for  to 
venge  thee.  For  Senek  sayth,  that  he  putteth 
mm  in  a  grete  peril,  that  striveth  with  a  greter 
man  than  he  is  himself.  And  Caton  sayth  ;  If  a 
man  of  higher  estat  or  degree,  or  more  mighty 
than  thou,  do  thee  anoye  or  grevance,  suffre  him  : 
for  he  that  ones  hmth  greved  thee,  may  another 
tone  releve  thee  and  helpe  thee.  Yet  sette  I  cas, 
ye  have  botbe  might  and  licence  for  to  venge  you, 
I  say  that  ther  ben  ful  many  t hinges  that  shuln 
it  all  tine  you  of  vengeance  taking,  and  make  you 
for  to  eneline  to  suffre,  and  for  to  han  patience  in 
the  wronges  that  han  ben  don  to  you.  First  and 
forward,  if  ye  wol  considre  the  defautes  that  ben 
m  youre  owen  persone,  for  which  defautes  God 
hath  snffred  you  have  this  tribulation,  as  I  have 
sayd  to  you  nerebeforne.  For  the  Poete  sayth, 
that  we  oughten  patiently  taken  the  tribulations 
that  eomen  to  us,  whan  that  we  thinken  and  con- 
sideren,  that  we  han  deserved  to  have  hem.  And 
Seint  Gregorie  sayth,  that  whan  a  man  considereth 
wel  the  nombre  of  his  defautes  and  of  his  sinnes, 
the  peines  and  the  tribulations  that  he  suffer© th 
semen  the  lease  unto  him.   And  in  as  muche  as 


him  thinketh  his  sinnes  more  hevv  and  grevous* 
in  so  muche  semeth  his  peine  the  lighter  and  the 
esier  unto  him.  Also  ye  owen  to  eneline  and 
bowe  youre  herte,  to  take  the  patience  of  oure 
Lord  Jesu  Crist,  as  sayth  Seint  Peter  in  his 
Epistles.  Jcsu  Crist  (he  saith)  hath  suffrcd  for 
us,  andyeveu  ensample  to  every  man  to  folweand 
sue  him,  for  he  dide  never  sinne,  ne  never  came 
ther  a  vilains  word  out  of  his  mouth.  Whan 
men  cursed  him,  he  cursed  hem  nought;  and 
whan  men  beten  him,  he  manaced  hem  nought. 
Also  the  gret  patience,  which  Seintes,  that  ben  in 
Paradis,  han  had  in  tribulations  that  they  ban 
suffred,  withouten  hir  desert  or  gilt,  oughte 
muchel  stirre  you  to  patience.  Forthermore,  ye 
ahulde  enforce  you  to  have  patience,  considering 
that  the  tribulations  of  this  world  but  litel  while 
endure,  and  sone  passed  ben  and  gon,  and  the 
joye  that  a  man  Bcketh  to  han  by  patience  in  tri- 
bulations is  perdurable ;  after  that  the  Apostle 
sayth  in  his  Epistle  ;  the  joye  of  God,  he  sayth,  is 
perdurable,  that  is  to  sayn,  everlasting.  Also 
troweth  and  beleveth  stedfastly,  that  he  n'is  not 
wel  ynorished  ne  wel  ytaught,  that  cannot  have 
patience,  or  wol  not  receive  patience.  For  Salo- 
mon sayth,  that  the  doctrine  and  wit  of  a  man  is 
knowen  by  patience.  And  in  another  place  he 
sayeth,  that  ho  that  is  patient,  governeth  him  by 
gret  prudence.  And  tho  same  Salomon  saith : 
The  angrie  and  wrathful  man  maketh  noises,  and 
the  patient  man  attempreth  and  stilleth  hem.  lie 
saith  also,  It  is  more  worth  to  be  patient  than  for 
to  be  right  strong.  And  he  that  may  have  the 
lordshipe  of  his  owen  herte,  is  more  to  praise, 
than  he  that  by  his  force  or  strengthe  taketh  gret 
citees.  And  therfore  sayth  Seint  James  in  his 
Epistle,  that  patience  is  a  gret  vertue  of  perfection. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  1  graunte  you,  Dame 
Prudence,  that  patience  is  a  gret  vertue  of  perfec- 
tion, but  every  man  may  not  have  the  perfection 
that  ye  sokes,  ne  I  am  not  of  the  nombre  of  the 
right  parfit  men :  for  min  herte  may  never  be  in 
pecs,  unto  the  time  it  be  venged.  And  al  be  it 
so,  that  it  was  gret  peril  to  min  enemies  to  do  me 
a  vilanie  in  taking  vengeaunce  upon  me,  vet 
token  they  non  hede  of  the  peril,  but  fulfilleden 
hir  wicked  will  and  hir  oorage  :  and  therfore  me 
thinketh  men  oughten  not  repreve  me,  though  I 
put  roe  in  a  litel  peril  for  to  venge  me,  and  though 
I  do  a  gret  excesse,  that  is  to  sayn,  that  I  venge 
on  outrage  by  another. 

A,  quod  Dame  Prudence,  ye  sayn  your  will  and 
as  you  liketh  ;  but  in  no  cas  of  the  world  a  man 
shulde  not  don  outrage  ne  excesse,  for  to  vengen 
him.  For  Cassiodore  sayth,  that  as  evil  doth  he 
that  vengcth  him  by  outrage,  as  he  tliat  doth  the 
outrage.  And  therfore  yc  shuln  venge  you  after 
the  ordro  of  right,  that  is  to  sayn,  by  the  lawe, 
and  not  by  excesse,  ne  by  outrage.  And  also  if 
ye  wol  venge  you  of  the  outrage  of  youre  adver- 
saries, in  other  manere  than  right  commaundeth, 
ye  «in n en.  And  therfore  sayth  Senek,  that  a  man 
shal  never  venge  shrewednesse  by  shrewednesse. 
And  if  ye  say  that  right  axeth  a  man  to  defende 
violence  by  violence,  and  fighting  by  fighting : 
certes  ye  say  soth,  whan  the  defence  is  don  with- 
outen intervalle,  or  withouten  tarying  or  delay, 
for  to  defende  him,  and  not  for  to  venge.  And  it 
behovcth,  that  a  man  putte  swiehe  attem|>eraunce 
in  his  defence,  tliat  men  have  no  cause  ne  mat«>r 
i  2 
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to  reprere  him,  that  defendeth  him,  of  outrage 
and  excease,  for  elles  were  it  againe  reaon. 
Parde  ye  knowen  wel,  that  ye  maken  no  defence 
as  now,  for  to  defende  you,  but  for  to  venge  you  : 
and  so  sheweth  it,  that  ye  han  no  will  to  do  youre 
dede  attemprely  :  and  therfore  me  thinketh  that 
patience  is  good.  For  Salomon  sayth,  that  he 
that  is  not  patient,  shal  have  gret  harme. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  graunte  you,  that  whan 
a  man  is  impatient  and  wrothe  of  that  that  touch- 
eth  him  not,  and  that  apperteineth  not  unto  him, 
though  it  harme  him  it  is  no  wonder.  For  the 
lawe  saith,  that  he  is  coupable  that  entremeteth  or 
medleth  with  swiche  thing,  as  apperteineth  not 
unto  him.  And  Salomon  saith,  that  he  that  en- 
tremeteth of  the  noise  or  strif  of  another  man,  is  like 
to  him  that  taketh  a  straunge  hound  by  the  eres  : 
for  right  as  he  that  taketh  a  straunge  hound  by 
the  eres  is  otherwhile  bitten  with  the  hound,  right 
in  the  same  wise,  it  is  reson  that  he  have  harme, 
that  by  his  impatience  medleth  him  of  the  noise 
of  another  man,  wheras  it  apperteineth  not  unto 
him.  But  ye  knowe  wel,  that  this  dede,  that  is  to 
sayn,  my  greef  and  my  disese,  toucheth  me  right 
nigh.  And  therfore  though  I  be  wroth  and  im- 
patient, it  is  no  mervaille :  and  (saving  your  grace) 
I  cannot  see  that  it  might  gretly  harme  me,  though 
I  took  vengeaunce,  for  I  am  richer  and  more 
mighty  than  min  enemies  ben  :  and  wel  knowe  ye, 
that  by  money  and  by  having  grete  possessions, 
ben  alle  thinges  of  this  world  governed.  And 
Salomon  sayth,  that  alle  thinges  obeye  to  money. 

Whan  Prudence  had  herd  hire  husbond  avaunte 
him  of  his  richesse  and  of  his  money,  dispraising 
the  power  of  his  adversaries,  she  spake  and  sayd 
in  this  wise  :  Certes,  dere  Sire,  I  graunte  you  that 
ye  ben  riche  and  mighty,  and  that  richesses  ben 
good  to  hem  that  han  wel  ygeten  hem,  and  that 
wel  conne  usen  hem.  For  right  as  the  body  of  a 
man  may  not  liven  withouten  soul,  no  more  may 
it  liven  withouten  temporal  goodes,  and  by  richesses 
may  a  man  gete  him  grete  frendes.  And  ther- 
fore sayth  Pamphilus :  If  a  netherdes  dough  ter 
(he  sayth)  be  riche,  she  may  chese  of  a  thousand 
men,  which  she  wol  take  to  hire  husbond  :  for  of 
a  thousand  men  on  wol  not  forsaken  hire  ne 
refuse n  hire.  And  this  Pamphilus  saith  also  : 
If  thou  be  right  happy,  that  is  to  sayn,  if  thou  be 
right  riche,  thou  shalt  fiude  a  gret  nombre  of 
fel  lawes  and  frendes  ;  and  if  thy  fortune  chaunge, 
that  thou  wexe  poura,  farewel  frendshipe  and 
felawsliipe,  for  thou  shalt  be  al  allone  withouten 
any  compaignie,but  if  it  be  the  compaignie  of  poure 
folk.  And  yet  sayth  this  Pamphilus  moreover, 
that  they  that  ben  bond  and  thralle  of  linage,  shuln 
be  made  worthy  and  noble  by  richesses.  And 
right  so  as  by  richesses  ther  comen  many  goodes, 
right  so  by  poverte  come  ther  many  harmes  and 
eviles :  for  gret  poverte  constraineth  a  man  to  do 
many  eviles.  And  therfore  clepeth  Cassiodore 
poverte  the  moder  of  mine,  that  is  to  sayn,  the 
moder  of  overthrowing  or  falling  doun.  And 
therfore  sayth  Piers  Alphonse  :  on  of  the  gretest 
adversitees  of  this  world,  is  whan  a  free  man  by 
kinde,  or  of  birthe,  is  constrained  by  poverte  to 
eten  the  almesse  of  his  eneinie.  And  the  same 
sayth  Innocent  in  on  of  his  bookes :  he  sayth,  that 
sorwefu)  and  mishappy  is  the  condition  of  a  poure 
logger,  for  if  he  axe  not  his  mete,  he  dieth  for 
huuger,  and  if  he  axe,  he  dieth  for  shame  :  and 


algates  necessitee  constraineth  him  to  axe.  And 
therfore  sayth  Salomon,  that  better  it  is  to  die, 
than  for  to  have  swiche  poverte.  And  as  the  same 
Salomon  sayth  :  Better  it  is  to  die  of  bitter  dda, 
than  for  to  liven  in  swiche  wise.  By  thiserasons  that 
I  have  said  unto  you,  and  by  many  other  resone 
that  I  coude  save,  I  graunte  you  that  riches** 
ben  good  to  hem  that  wel  geten  hem,  and  to  hem 
that  wel  usen  tho  richesses :  and  therfore  wol  1 
shewe  you  how  ye  shuln  behave  you  in  gartering 
of  youre  richesses,  and  in  what  manere  ye  ahaln 
usen  hem. 

First,  ye  shuln  jpten  hem  withouten  gret  dear, 
by  good  leiser,  sokmgly,  and  not  over  hastifly,  for 
a  man  that  is  to  desiring  to  gete  richesses,  abaa- 
donoth  him  first  to  thefte  and  to  alle  other  eviles. 
And  therfore  sayth  Salomon  :  He  that  haatetk 
him  to  besily  to  wexe  riche,  he  anal  be  non  inno- 
cent. He  sayth  also,  that  the  richesse  that  hastily 
cometh  to  a  man,  sone  and  lightly  goeth  and 
passeth  from  a  man,  but  that  richesse  that  cometh 
litel  and  litel,  wexeth  alway  and  multiplieth.  And, 
Sire,  ye  shulen  gete  richesses  by  youre  wit  and  by 
youre  travaille,  unto  your  profite,  and  that  with- 
outen wrong  or  harme  doing  to  any  other  persons. 
For  the  lawe  sayth  :  Ther  maketh  no  man  himself 
riche,  if  he  do  harme  to  another  wight ;  this  is  to 
say,  that  nature  defendeth  and  forbedeth  by  right, 
that  no  man  make  himself  riche,  unto  the  hanae 
of  another  persone.  And  Tulliua  sayth,  that  ao 
sorwe,  ne  no  drade  of  deth,  ne  nothing  that  May 
falle  unto  a  man,  is  so  muchel  ageins  nature,  as  a 
man  to  encrese  his  owen  profite,  to  harme  of 
another  man.  And  though  the  grete  men  and  the 
mighty  men  geten  richesses  more  lightly  than  tboa, 
yet  shalt  thou  not  ben  idel  ne  alowe  to  do  thy 
profite,  for  thou  shalt  in  alle  wise  flee  idolnem*. 
For  Salomon  sayth,  that  idelnesse  techeth  a  nan 
to  do  many  eviles.  And  the  same  Salomon  sayth, 
that  he  that  travailleth  and  besieth  him  to  tillea 
his  lond,  shal  ete  bred  :  but  he  that  is  idel,  and 
casteth  him  to  no  besinesse  ne  occupation,  shal 
falle  into  poverte,  and  die  for  hunger.  And  he 
that  is  idel  and  slow,  can  never  find  covenable 
time  for  to  do  his  profite.  For  ther  is  a  versinoor 
sayth,  that  the  idel  man  excuseth  him  in  Winter, 
because  of  the  grate  cold,  and  in  Summer  by  en- 
cheson  of  the  heto.  For  thise  causes,  sayth  Caton, 
waketh,  and  enclincth  you  not  over  muchel  to 
slepe,  for  over  muchel  reste  norisheth  and  canasta 
many  vices.  And  therfore  sayth  Seint  Jerome; 
Doeth  som  good  dedes,  that  the  devil  which  ■ 
oure  enemie,  ne  finde  you  not  unoccupied,  lor  the 
devil  ne  taketh  not  lightly  unto  his  working  swiche 
as  he  findeth  occupied  in  goode  werkes. 

Than  thus  in  gcting  richesses  ye  musteo  flee 
idelnesse.  And  afterward  ye  shuln  usen  the 
richesses,  which  ye  han  geten  by  youre  wit  and 
by  youre  travaille,  in  swiche  manere,  that  met 
holde  you  not  to  scarce  ne  to  sparing,  ne  fool- 
large,  that  is  to  say,  over  large  a  spender :  ftr 
right  as  men  blamen  an  avaricious  man,  btian 
of  his  scarcitee  and  chineherie,  in  the  same  wist 
is  he  to  blame,  that  spendeth  over  largely.  And 
therfore  saith  Caton  :  Use  (sayth  he)  the  rithieeei 
that  thou  hast  ygeten  in  swiche  manere,  oat 
men  have  no  roatere  ne  cause  to  calle  thee  nother 
wratche  ne  chinche  :  for  it  is  a  gret  shame  to  a 
man  to  havo  a  poure  herte  and  a  riche  purse. 
He  sayth  also  :  the  goodes  that  thou  hast  ygeten, 
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m  by  mesure,  that  is  to  sayn,  spende  mesu- 
;  for  they  that  folily  wasten  and  dispenden 
>des  that  they  ban,  whan  they  han  no  more 
i  of  hir  owen,  than  they  shapen  hem  to  take 
odes  of  another  man.  I  say  than  that  ye 
Bee  avarice,  using  youre  richesses  in  swiche 
e,  that  men  sayn  not  that  your  richesses 
beried,  but  that  ye  have  hem  in  youre 
.  and  in  youre  welding.  For  a  wise  man 
eth  the  avaricious  man,  and  sayth  thus  in 
!».  Wherto  and  why  berieth  a  man  his 
i  by  his  gret  avarice,  and  knoweth  wel,  that 
most  he  die,  for  deth  is  the  end  of  every 
is  in  this  present  lif  t  and  for  what  cause  or 
Mm  joineth  he  him,  or  knitteth  he  him  so  fast 
Is  modes,  that  alle  his  wittes  mown  not  dis- 
n  him,  or  departen  him  from  his  goodes, 
loweth  wel,  or  oughte  to  knowe,  that  whan 
ded,  he  shal  nothing  bere  with  him  out  of 
orld  f  And  therfore  sayth  Seint  Augustine, 
le  avaricious  man  is  likened  unto  helle,  that 
ore  it  swalweth,  the  more  desir  it  hath  to 
»  and  devoure.  And  as  wel  as  ye  wolde 
>  to  be  called  an  avaricious  man  or  chinche, 
1  shulde  ye  kepe  you  and  governe  you  in 
i  a  wise,  that  men  calle  you  not  fool-large. 
>re  saith  Tullius  :  The  goodes  of  thin  hous 
dde  not  ben  hid  ne  kept  so  close,  but  that 
light  ben  opened  by  pitee  and  debonairetee ; 
i  to  sayn,  to  yeve  hem  part  that  han  gret 

ne  thy  goodes  shulden  not  ben  so  open,  to 
try  mannes  goodes.  Afterward,  in  geting 
re  richesses,  and  in  using  of  hem,  ye  shuln 
have  three  thinges  in  youre  herte,  that  is 
,  oore  Lord  God,  conscience,  and  good  name. 

ye  shuln  have  God  in  youre  herte,  and  for 
beste  ye  shuln  do  no  thing,  which  may  in 
tanere  displese  God  that  is  your  creatour 
aker.  For  after  the  word  of  Salomon,  it  is 
to  have  a  litel  good  with  love  of  God,  than 
e  muchel  good,  and  lese  the  love  of  his  Lord 

And  the  Prophete  savth,  That  better  it  is 
b  a  good  man,  and  nave  litel  good  and 
,  than  to  be  holden  a  shrewe,  and  have  grete 
sea.  And  yet  I  say  furthermore,  that  ye 
3i  alway  do  youre  besinesse  to  gete  you 
sea,  so  that  ye  gete  hem  with  good  con- 
e.  And  the  Apostle  sayth,  that  ther  n'is 
in  this  world  of  which  we  shulden  have  so 
ije,  as  whan  oure  conscience  bereth  us  good 
■e.  And  the  wise  man  sayth  :  The  sub- 
is  of  a  man  is  ful  good,  whan  sinne  is  not  in 
m  eonBcience.  Afterward,  in  geting  of  youre 
■es,  and  in  using  of  hem,  ye  must  have  gret 
see  and  gret  diligence,  that.youre.good  name 
way  kept  and  conserved.     For  Salomon 

that  beter  it  is,  and  more  it  availeth  a  roan 
re  a  good  name,  than  for  to  have  grete 
ses  :  and  therfore  he  sayth  in  another  place  : 
ete  diligence  (saith  Salomon)  in  keping  of 
<endes,  and  of  thy  good  name,  for  it  shal 
*  abide  with  thee,  than  any  tresor,  be  it  never 
eioua.  And  certes,  he  shulde  not  be  called 
tUroan,  that  after  God  and  good-  conscience, 
tinges  left,  ne  doth  his  diligence  and  beai- 
tokepenhis  good  name.  And  Caasiodore 
that  it  is  a  aigne  of  a  gentil  herte,  whan  a 
oveth  and  desireth  to  have  a  good  name, 
therfore  sayth  Seint  Augustine,  that  ther 
wo  thinges  that  arn  right  necessarie  and 


nedeful ;  and  that  is  good  conscience,  and  good  los ; 
that  is  to  sayn,  good  conscience  to  thin  owen  per- 
sone  inward,  and  good  los  for  thy  neighebour 
outward.  And  he  that  trosteth  him  so  muchel  in 
his  good  conscience,  that  he  despiseth  and  setteth 
at  nought  his  good  name  or  los,  and  recketh  not 
though  he  kepe  not  his  good  name,  n'is  but  a  cruel 
cherl. 

Sire,  now  have  I  shewed  you  how  ve  shulden  do 
in  geting  richesses,  and  how  ye  shuln  usen  hem  : 
and  I  see  wel  that  for  the  trust  that  ye  han  in 
youre  richesses,  ye  wiln  meve  werre  and  bataille. 
I  conseille  you  that  ye  beginne  no  bataille  ne 
werre,  in  trust  of  youre  richesses,  for  they  ne  suf- 
ficen  not  werres  to  mainteine.  And  therfore  sayth 
a  Philosophre :  That  man  that  desireth  and  wol 
alga  tea  han  werre,  shal  never  have  suffisaunce  : 
for  the  richer  that  he  is,  the  greter  dispences  must 
he  make,  if  he  wol  have  worship  and  victor ie. 
And  Salomon  saith,  that  the  greter  richesses  that 
a  man  hath,  the  mo  dispendours  he  hath.  And, 
dere  Sire,  al  be  it  so,  that  for  your  richesses  ye 
moun  have  muchel  folk,  yet  behoveth  it  not,  ne  it 
is  not  good  to  beginne  werre,  wheras  ye  moun  in 
other  manere  have  pees,  unto  youre  worship  and 
profite :  for  the  victorie  of  batailles  that  ben  in 
this  world,  lith  not  in  gret  nombre  or  multitude  of 
peple,  ne  in  the  vertue  of  man,  but  it  lith  in  the 
will  and  in  the  hond  of  oure  Lord  God  almighty. 
And  therfore  Judas  Machabeus,  which  was  Goddes 
knight,  whan  he  shulde  fighte  again  his  adversarie, 
that  hadde  a  greter  nombre  and  a  greter  multitude 
of  folk,  and  stronger  than  was  the  peple  of  this 
Machabee,  yet  he  recomforted  his  litel  coropaignie, 
and  sayde  right  in  this  wise :  Al  so  lightly  (sayde 
he)  may  our  Lord  God  almighty  yeve  victorie  to 
a  /ewe  folk,  as  to  many  folk  ;  for  the  victorie  of  a 
bataille  cometh  not  by  the  gret  nombre  of  peple, 
but  it  cometh  from  oure  Lord  God  of  heven.  And, 
dere  Sire,  for  as  muchel  as  ther  is  no  man  certaine, 
if  it  be  worthy  that  God  yeve  him  victorie  or  not, 
after  that  Salomon  sayth,  therfore  every  man 
shulde  gretly  drede  werres  to  beginne :  and  be- 
cause that  in  batailles  fallen  many  perils,  and  it 
happeth  other  while,  that  as  sone  is  the  gret  man 
slam,  as  the  litel  man ;  and,  as  it  is  ywritten  in 
the  second  book  of  Kinges,  the  dedes  of  batailles 
ben  aventurous,  and  nothing  certain,  for  as  lightly 
is  on  hurt  with  a  spere  as  another ;  and  for  ther 
is  gret  peril  in  werre  ;  therfore  shulde  a  man  flee 
and  eschue  werre  in  as  muchel  as  a  man  may 
goodly.  For  Salomon  sayth :  He  that  loveth  peril, 
shal  utile  in  peril. 

After  that  dame  Prudence  had  spoken  in  this 
manere,  Melibee  answerd  and  saide :  I  see  wel, 
dame  Prudence,  that  by  youre  faire  wordes  and 
by  youre  resons,  that  ye  han  shewed  me,  that  the 
werre  liketh  you  nothing :  but  I  have  not  yet  herd 
your  conseil,  how  I  shal  do  in  this  nede. 

Certes,  quod  she,  I  conseille  you  that  ye  accorde 
with  youre  adversaries,  and  that  ye  have  pees  with 
hem.  For  Seint  James  sayth  in  his  Epistle,  that 
by  concorde  and  pees,  the  am  ale  richesses  wexen 
grete,  and  by  debat  and  discorde  grete  richesses 
fallen  doun.  And  ye  knowen  wel,  that  on  of  the 
gretest  and  moste  soveraine  thing,  that  is  in  this 
world,  is  unitee  and  pees.  And  therfore  sayde 
oure  Lord  Jesu  Crist  to  his  Apostles  in  this  wise : 
Wel  happy  and  blessed  ben  they  that  loven  and 
purchasen  pees,  for  they  ben  called  the  children  of 
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God.  A,  quod  Melibee,  now  see  I  wel,  that  ye 
loven  not  min  honour,  no  my  worahipe.  Ye 
knowen  wel  that  min  adversaries  han  begonne 
this  debat  and  brige  by  hir  outrage,  and  ye  see 
wel,  that  they  ne  requeren  ne  prayen  me  not  of 
pees,  ne  they  axen  not  to  be  reconciled ;  wol  ye 
than  that  I  go  and  meke  me,  and  obeye  me  to  hem, 
and  crie  hem  mercie  f  Forsoth  that  were  not  my 
worahipe :  for  right  as  men  sayn,  that  overgret 
homlinesse  engendreth  dispreising,  so  fareth  it  by 
to  gret  humilitee  or  mekenesse. 

Than  began  dame  Prudence  to  make  semblaunt 
of  wrathe,  and  sayde :  Certes,  Sire,  (sauf  your 
grace)  I  love  youre  honour  and  youre  profite,  as  I 
do  min  owen,  and  ever  have  don  ;  ye,  ne  non  other 
seyn  never  the  contrary :  and  if  I  had  sayde,  that 
ye  shulde  han  purchased  the  pees  and  the  recon- 
ciliation, I  ne  hadde  not  muchel  mistake  me,  ne 
sayde  amis.  For  the  Wise  man  sayth  :  The  dis- 
sention  beginneth  by  another  man,  and  the  recon- 
ciling beginneth  by  thyself.  And  the  Prophete 
saith  :  Flee  Bhrewednesse  and  do  ^oodnesse ;  seke 
pees  and  folwe  it,  in  as  muchel  as  in  thee  is.  Yet 
say  I  not,  that  ye  shuln  rather  pursue  to  youre 
adversaries  for  pees,  than  they  shuln  to  you  :  for 
I  know  wel  that  ye  ben  so  hard-herted,  that  ye 
wol  do  nothing  for  me ;  and  Salomon  sayth :  he 
that  hath  over  hard  an  herte,  atte  laste  he  shal 
mishappe  and  mistide. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  dame  Prudence  make 
semblaunt  of  wrath,  he  sayde  in  this  wise.  Dame, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  displesed  of  thinges  that 
I  say,  for  I  knowe  wel  that  I  am  angry  and  wroth, 
and  that  is  no  wonder ;  and  they  that  ben  wroth, 
woten  not  wel  what  they  don,  ne  what  they  sayn. 
Therfore  the  Prophete  sayth,  that  troubled  eyen 
hau  no  clere  sighte.  But  sayth  and  conseilleth 
me  as  you  liketh,  for  I  am  redy  to  do  right  as  ye 
wol  desire.  And  if  ye  repreve  me  of  my  folie,  I 
am  the  more  holden  to  love  you  and  to  preise  you. 
For  Salomon  saith,  that  he  that  repreveth  him 
that  doth  folie,  he  shal  find  greter  grace,  than  he 
that  deceiveth  him  by  swete  wordes. 

Than  sayde  Dame  Prudence  ;  I  make  no  sem- 
blaunt of  wrath  ne  of  anger,  but  for  youre  grete 
profite.  For  Salomon  saith :  he  is  more  worth, 
that  repreveth  or  chideth  a  fool  for  his  folie, 
shewing  him  semblaunt  of  wrath,  than  he  that 
supporteth  him  and  preiseth  him  in  his  misdoing, 
and  laugheth  at  his  folie.  And  this  same  Salomon 
saith  afterward,  that  by  the  sorweful  visage  of  a 
man,  that  is  to  savn,  by  the  sory  and  hevy  coun- 
tenance of  a  man,  the  fool  correcteth  and  amendeth 
himself. 

Than  said  Melibee ;  I  shal  not  conne  answere 
unto  so  many  faire  resons  as  yc  putten  to  me  and 
I    shewen  :  sayth  shortly  youre  will  and  youre  con- 
I    seil,  and  I  am  al  redy  to  perforate  and  fulfille  it. 
!       Than  Dame  Prudence  discovered  all  hire  will 
unto  him  and  saide :  I  conseille  you,  quod  she, 
above  alle  thinges  that  ye  make  pees  betwenc  God 
and  you,  and  be  reconciled  unto  him  and  to  his 

Cce,  for  as  I  have  sayde  you  hercbeforen,  God 
h  suffered  you  to  have  this  tribulation  and 
disese  for  youre  sinnes  :  and  if  ye  do  as  I  say  you, 
God  wol  sende  youre  adversaries  unto  you,  and 
make  hem  falle  at  youre  feet,  redy  to  do  youro 
i  will  and  voure  commaundements.  For  Salomon 
|  sayth  ;  whan  the  condition  of  man  is  plesaunt  and 
liking  to  God,  he  chaungeth  the  hertes  of  the 


mannes  adversaries,  and  oonstreineth  hem  to  be- 
sechen  him  of  pees  and  of  grace.  And  I  pray 
you  let  me  speke  with  your  adversaries  in  privet 
place,  for  they  shuln  not  knowe  thai  it  be  of  year* 
will  or  youre  assent ;  and  than,  whan  I  knowe  hir 
will  and  hir  entente,  I  may  conseille  yon  the  men 
seurely. 

Dame,  quod  Melibeus,  doth  voure  will  and  youre 
liking,  for  I  putte  me  holly  m  youre  disposition 
and  ordinaunce. 

Than  Dame  Prudence,  when  she  eey  the  good 
will  of  hire  husbond,  delibered  unto  hire,  and  toke 
avis  in  hire  self,  thinking  how  she  might  bring 
this  nede  unto  goode  ende.  And  whan  she  eey 
hire  time,  she  sent  for  thise  adversaries  to  come 
unto  hire  in  to  a  privee  place,  and  shewed  wisely 
unto  hem  the  grete  goodes  that  eomen  of  pees, 
and  the  grete  harmes  and  perils  that  ben  m 
werre ;  and  saide  to  hem,  in  a  goodly  manexe, 
how  that  hem  oughte  have  gret  repeotannce  of 
the  injuries  and  wronges,  that  they  hadden  don  Is 
Melibeus  hire  lord,  and  unto  hire  and  to  hire 
doughter. 

And  whan  they  herden  the  goodly  wordes  of 
Dame  Prudence,  they  weren  so  surprised  and 
ravished,  and  hadden  so  gret  joye  of  hire,  that 
wonder  was  to  telle.  A,  lady,  quod  they,  ye  have 
shewed  unto  us  the  blessing  of  swetonesao,  after 
the  saying  of  David  the  Prophete  ;  for  the  recon- 
ciling, which  we  be  not  worthy  to  have  in  no 
manere,  but  we  oughten  requeren  it  with  grete 
contrition  and  humilitee,  ye  of  youre  grete  good- 
nease  have  presented  unto  us.  Now  see  we  wel, 
that  the  science  and  conning  of  Salomon  is  fal 
trewe  ;  for  he  saith,  that  swete  wordes  multiplies 
and  encresen  frendes,  and  maken  ahrewes  to  bt 
debonaire  and  meke. 

Certes,  quod  they,  we  putten  oure  dede,  and  all 
oure  matere  and  cause,  ai  holly  in  youre  good  will, 
and  ben  redy  to  obeye  unto  the  speehe  and  eonv 
maundement  of  my  lord  Melibeus.  And  therfore, 
dere  and  benigne  Udy,  we  praye  you  and  beseehe 
you  as  mekely  as  we  conne  and  moun,  that  it  like 
unto  youre  grete  goodnesse  to  fulfille  in  dede  youre 
goodly  wordes.  For  we  conaideren  and  knowe- 
lechen,  that  we  han  offended  and  greved  my  kid 
Melibeus  out  of  mesure,  so  fer  fortn,  that  we  ben 
not  of  power  to  maken  him  amendea ;  and  therfore 
we  oblige  and  binde  us  and  oure  frendes,  for  to  do 
all  his  will  and  his  commaundements :  but  pert- 
venture  he  hath  swiche  hevineese  and  swiche  wrath 
to  us  ward,  because  of  oure  offence,  that  he  wel 
enjoyncn  us  swiche  a  peine,  as  we  moun  not  here 
ne  susteine  ;  and  therfore,  noble  ladie,  we  beseebe 
to  youre  womanly  pittee  to  take  swiche  avisemest  , 
in  this  nede,  that  we,  ne  oure  frendes,  ben  not  j 
disherited  and  destroied,  thurgh  oure  folie.  | 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  it  is  an  hard  thing  and  j 
right  perilous,  that  a  man  putte  him  all  outrely  ii 
the  arbitration  and  jugement,  and  in  the  might  sad  ; 
power  of  his  enemie  ;  for  Salomon  sayth  :  leveth  I 
me,  and  yeveth  credence  to  that  that  1  shall  ear :  I 
to  thy  sone,  to  thy  wif,  to  thy  trend,  ne  to  toy  ' 
brother,  ne  yeve  thou  never  might  ne  maistrie 
over  thy  body,  while  thou  livest.   Now,  aith  he 
defendeth  that  a  roan  shulde  not  yeve  to  his  brother, 
ne  to  his  frend,  the  might  of  his  body,  by  a  atrenger 
reson  he  defendeth  and  forbedeth  a  man  to  yeve 
himself  to  his  enemy.    And  natheles,  I  coneeflk 
you  that  ye  mistruste  not  my  lord :  for  I  wot  wel 
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and  know  veraily,  that  he  is  debonaire  and  meke, 
large,  curteia,  and  nothing  desirous  ne  coveitous 

'  of  good  ne  riehesse  :  for  ther  is  nothing  in  this 
world  that  he  desireth,  save  only  worshipe  and 

|  honour.  Forthermore  I  know  wel,  and  am  right 
sure,  that  he  sbal  nothing  do  in  this  nede  wi  thou  ten 
my  eonseil ;  and  I  ahal  so  werken  in  this  cas,  that 
by  toe  grace  of  oure  Lord  God  ye  shuln  be  recon- 

I   eu>d  onto  us. 

1      Than  saiden  they  with  o  vois  ;  worshipful  lady, 
I  we  patten  as  and  oure  goodes  al  fully  in  youre  will 
■  and  disposition,  and  ben  redy  to  come,  what  day 
that  it  like  onto  youre  noblesse  to  limite  us  or 
migne  us,  for  to  make  oure  obligation  and  bond, 
is  strong  as  it  liketh  unto  voure  goodnesse,  that 
we  moon  fulfUle  the  will  of  you  and  of  my  lord 
|  Melibee. 

!  Whan  Dame  Prudence  had  herd  the  answer  of 
thise  men.  she  bad  hem  go  agein  prively,  and  she 
retourned  to  hire  lord  Melibee,  and  told  him  how 
the  fond  his  adversaries  ful  repentaunt,  knowlech- 
ing  ful  lowly  hir  sinnes  and  trespas,  and  how  they 
weren  redy  to  suffren  all  peine,  requering  and 
preying  him  of  mercy  and  pitee. 

Than  aside  Melibee  ;  he  is  wel  worthy  to  have 
pardon  and  foryevenesse  of  his  sinne,  that  excuseth 
sot  his  sinne,  but  knowlecheth,  and  repenteth  him, 
axing  indulgence.  For  Senek  saith  ;  ther  is  the 
remission  and  foryevenesse,  wher  as  the  confession 
■ ;  for  confession  is  neighebour  to  innocence.  And 
therefore  I  assente  and  conferme  me  to  have  pecs, 
but  it  is  good  that  wo  do  nought  withouten  the 
assent  and  will  of  oure  frendes. 

Than  was  Prudence  right  glad  and  joyeful,  and 
aside;  eertes,  sire,  ye  nan  wel  and  goodly  an- 
awert'd :  for  right  as  by  the  eonseil,  assent,  and 
belpe  of  your  frendes,  ye  han  be  stired  to  venge 
you  and  make  werro,  right  so  withouten  hir  eonseil 
ahal  ye  not  accord  you,  ne  have  pecs  with  youre 
adversaries.  For  the  lawe  saith  :  ther  is  nothing 
so  good  by  way  of  kinde,  as  a  thing  to  be  unbounde 
by  aim  that  it  was  ybounde. 

And  than  Dame  Prudence,  withouten  delay  or 
tarying,  sent  anon  hire  messageres  for  hir  kin  and 

!  for  hir  olde  frendes,  which  that  were  trewe  and 

I  wise :  and  told  hem  by  ordre,  in  the  presence  of 
Melibee,  all  the  matere,  as  it  is  above  expressed  and 

|  declared ;  and  preied  hem  that  they  wold  yeve  hir 
avii  and  eonseil,  what  were  best  to  do  in  this  nede. 
And  whan  Melibeua  frendes  hadden  taken  hir  avis 

I  and  deliberation  of  the  foresaid  matere,  and  hadden 
examined  it  by  gret  besinesse  and  gret  diligence, 
thev  yaven  ful  eonseil  for  to  have  pees  and  reste, 
and  that  Melibee  shulde  receive  with  good  herte 
fais  adversaries  to  foryevenesse  and  mercy. 

1  And  whan  Dame  Prudence  had  herd  the  assent 
of  hire  lord  Melibee,  and  the  eonseil  of  his  frendes, 
accord  with  hire  will  and  hire  entention,  she  was 
wonder  glad  in  hire  herte,  and  sayde  :  ther  is  an 

'  olde  Proverbc,  quod  she,  sayth,  that  the  goodnesse 
that  thou  maist  do  this  day,  do  it,  and  abide  not, 

I  dp  delay  it  not  til  to  morwe  :  and  thcrforo  I  eon- 
seille,  tliat  ye  sende  voure  messageres,  swiche  as 
ben  discrete  and  wise,  unto  youre  adversaries, 
telling  hem  on  youre  behalf,  tliat  if  they  wol  trete 
of  pees  and  of  accord,  tliat  they  shape  hem,  with- 
outen delay  or  tarying,  to  come  unto  us.  Which 
thing  paxfourmed  was  indede.  And  whan  thine 
trespasours  and  repenting  folk  of  hir  folies,  tliat  is 
to  sayn,  the  adversaries  of  Melibee,  hadden  herd 


what  thise  messagerea  sayden  unto  hem,  they 
weren  right  glade  and  joyeful,  and  answerden  ful 
mekely  and  benignely,  yelding  graces  and  thank- 
in  gee  to  hir  lord  Melibee,  and  to  all  his  compagnie : 
and  shopen  hem  withouten  delay  to  go  with  the 
messageres,  and  obeye  to  the  commaundement  of 
hir  lord  Melibee. 

And  right  anon  they  token  hir  way  to  the  court 
of  Melibee,  and  token  with  hem  Bom  of  hir  trewe 
frendes,  to  make  feith  for  hem,  and  for  to  ben  hir 
borwes.  And  whan  they  were  comen  to  the  pre- 
sence of  Melibee,  he  saide  hem  thise  wordes  :  it 
Btant  thus,  quod  Melibee,  and  soth  it  is,  that  ye 
causeles,  and  withouten  skill  and  reson,  han  don 
grete  injuries  and  wronges  to  me,  and  to  my  wif 
Prudence,  and  to  my  doughter  also,  for  ye  han 
entred  into  myn  hous  by  violence,  and  have  don 
swiche  outrage,  that  alle  men  knowen  wel  that  ye 
han  deserved  the  deth  :  and  therfore  wol  I  know 
and  wete  of  you,  whether  ye  wol  putte  the  punishing 
and  chastising,  and  the  vengeaunce  of  this  outrage, 
in  the  will  of  me  and  of  my  wif,  or  ye  wol  not 

Than  the  wisest  of  hem  three  answered  for  hem 
alle,  and  saide.  Sire,  quod  he,  we  knowen  we!, 
tliat  we  ben  unworthy  to  come  to  the  court  of  so 
gret  a  lord  and  so  worthy  as  ye  ben,  for  we  han  so 
gretly  mistaken  us,  and  han  offended  and  agilte  in 
swiche  wise  agein  youre  high  lordshipo,  that 
trewely  we  han  deserved  the  deth ;  but  yet  for  the 
grete  goodnesse  and  debonairetee,  that  all  the 
world  witnesseth  of  youre  persone,  we  submit  ten 
us  to  the  excellence  and  benignitee  of  youre  gra- 
cious lordshipe,  and  ben  redy  to  obeye  to  alio 
youre  comandements,  beseching  you,  that  of  youre 
merciable  pitee  ye  wol  considere  oure  grete  repent- 
ance and  lowe  submission,  and  graunte  us  foryeve- 
nesse of  oure  outragious  trespas  and  offence  :  for 
wel  we  knowen,  that  youre  liberal  grace  and  mercie 
stretchen  hem  further  into  goodnesse,  tlian  don 
oure  outragious  giltes  and  trespas  into  wicked, 
nesse ;  al  be  it  that  cursedly  and  dampnably  we 
lian  agilte  again  youre  highe  lordshipe. 

Than  Melibee  toke  hem  up  fro  the  ground  ful 
benignely,  and  received  hir  obligations,  and  hir 
bondes,  by  hir  othes  upon  hir  plegges  and  borwes, 
and  assigned  hem  a  certain  day  to  retourne  unto 
his  court  for  to  receive  and  accept  sentence  and 
jugement,  that  Melibee  woldc  commande  to  be  don 
on  hem,  by  the  causes  aforesaid ;  which  thinges 
ordeined,  every  man  retourned  to  his  hous. 

And  whan  that  Dame  Prudence  saw  hire  time, 
she  freined  and  axed  hire  lord  Melibee,  wliat  ven- 
geance he  thoughte  to  taken  of  his  adversaries. 

To  which  Melibee  answerd,  and  saide  :  eertes, 
quod  he,  I  thinke  and  purpose  me  fully  to  dis- 
heritc  hem  of  all  that  ever  they  han,  and  for  to 
putte  hem  in  exile  for  ever. 

Cortes,  quod  Dame  Prudence,  this  were  a  cruel 
sentence,  and  muchel  agein  reson.  For  ye  ben 
riche  ynough,  and  han  no  nede  of  other  nienues 
good  ;  and  ye  might  lightly  in  this  wise  gete  you  a 
coveitous  name,  which  is  a  vicious  thing,  and 
oughto  to  ben  eschewed  of  every  good  man  :  for 
after  the  sawe  of  the  A]K>stle,  coveitise  is  rote  of 
alle  harnies.  And  therfore  it  were  better  for  yon 
to  lese  muchel  good  of  your  owen,  than  for  to  take 
of  hir  good  in  this  manere.  For  better  it  is  to 
lese  good  with  worship,  than  to  winne  good  with 
vilanie  and  shame.  And  every  man  oughte  to  do 
his  diligence  and  his  besinesse,  to  gete  him  a  good 
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name.  And  yet  shal  he  not  only  besie  him  in 
keping  his  good  name,  but  he  shal  also  enforcen 
him  aJway  to  do  som  thing,  by  which  he  may  re- 
novelle  his  good  name  :  for  it  is  written,  that  the 
olde  good  los,  or  good  name,  of  a  man  is  sone  gon 
and  passed,  whan  it  is  not  newed.  And  as  touch- 
ing that  ye  sayn,  that  ye  wol  exile  your  advers- 
aries, that  thinketh  me  muchel  agein  reson,  and 
out  of  mesure,  considered  the  power  that  they  han 
▼even  you  upon  hemself.  And  it  is  written,  that 
he  is  worthy  to  lese  his  privilege,  that  misuseth 
the  might  and  the  power  that  is  yeven  him.  And 
I  sette  caB,  ye  might  enjoine  hem  that  peine  by 
right  and  by  lawe,  (which  I  trowe  ye  mowe  not 
do)  I  say,  ye  might  not  putte  it  to  execution  per- 
aventure,  and  than  it  were  like  to  retourne  to  the 
werre,  as  it  was  beforn.  And  therfore  if  ye  wol 
that  men  do  you  obeisaunce,  ye  must  deme  more 
curteisly,  that  is  to  sayn,  ye  must  yeve  more  esie 
sentences  and  jugements.  For  it  is  written  :  he 
that  most  curteisly  commandeth,  to  him  men  most 
obeyen.  And  therfore  I  pray  you,  that  in  this 
necessitee  and  in  this  nede  ye  caste  you  to  over- 
come youre  herte.  For  Senek  sayth,  that  he  that 
overcometh  his  herte,  overcometh  twies.  And 
Tullius  saith  :  ther  is  nothing  so  commendable  in 
a  gret  lord,  as  whan  he  is  debonaire  and  meke, 
and  appeseth  him  lightly.  And  I  pray  you,  that 
ye  wol  now  forbere  to  do  Tengeaunce,  in  swiche  a 
manere,  that  your  good  name  may  be  kept  and 
conserved,  and  that  men  mown  have  cause  and 
matere  to  preise  you  of  pitee  and  of  mercy ;  and 
that  ye  have  no  cause  to  repente  you  of  thing  that 
ye  don.  For  Seneke  saieth :  he  overcometh  in  an 
evil  manere,  that  repenteth  him  of  his  victorie. 


Wherfore  I  pray  you  let  mercy  be  in  your* 
to  the  effect  and  entente,  that  God  almigh 
mercy  upon  you  in  his  last  jugement :  fc 
James  saith  in  his  Epistle :  jugement  « 
mercy  shal  he  do  to  him,  that  hath  no  n 
another  wight. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  the  grete  skil 
resons  of  dame  Prudence,  and  hire  wise  ii 
tions  and  techinges,  his  herte  gan  encline 
will  of  his  wif,  considering  hire  trewe  ente 
forced  him  anon  and  assented  fully  to  werki 
hire  conseil,  and  thanked  God,  of  whom  pn 
all  goodnesse  and  all  vertue,  that  him  sent 
so  gret  discretion.  And  whan  the  day  can 
his  adversaries  shulde  appere  in  his  preae 
spake  to  hem  ful  goodly,  and  aaide  in  thi 
Al  be  it  so,  that  of  youre  pride  and  high  pr 
tion  and  folie,  and  of  youre  negligence  and 
mng>  ve  nave  misborne  you,  and  trespase 
me,  yet  for  as  muchel  as  I  see  and  behold 
grete  humilitee,  and  that  ye  ben  sory  and  re] 
of  youre  giltes,  it  constreineth  me  to  do  yoi 
and  mercy:  wherfore  I  receive  you  in 
grace,  and  foryeve  you  outrelv  alle  the  oi 
injuries,  and  wronges,  that  ye  have  don  as 
and  mine,  to  this  effect  and  to  this  ende,  th 
of  his  endeles  mercie  wol  at  the  time  of  our 
foryeve  us  oure  giltes,  that  we  han  trespi 
him  in  this  wretched  world  :  for  douteles,  i 
sory  and  repentant  of  the  sinnes  and  giltes, 
we  han  trespased  in  the  sight  of  oure  Lot 
he  is  so  free  and  so  merciable,  that  he  v 
yeven  us  oure  giltes,  and  bringen  us  to  th 
that  never  hath  ende.  Amen. 
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Whan  ended  was  my  tale  of  Melibee, 
And  of  Prudence  and  hire  benignitee, 
Our  hoste  saide  ;  as  I  am  faithful  man, 
And  bv  the  precious  oorpus  Madrian, 
I  hadde  lever  than  a  barell  of  ale, 
That  goode  lefe  my  wif  had  herde  this  tale  : 
For  she  n'is  no  thing  of  swiche  patience, 
As  was  this  Melibeus  wif  Prudence. 

By  Groddes  bones,  whan  I  bete  my  knaves, 
She  bringeth  me  the  grete  clobbed  staves, 
And  cryeth ;  slee  the  dogges  everich  on, 
And  breke  hem  bothe  bak  and  every  bon. 

And  if  that  any  neighebour  of  mine 
Wol  not  in  chirohe  to  my  wif  encline, 
Or  be  so  hardy  to  hire  to  trespace, 
Whan  she  cometh  home  she  rampeth  in  my  face, 
And  cryeth  ;  false  coward,  wreke  thy  wif : 
By  corpus  Domini,  I  wol  have  thy  knif, 
And  thou  shalt  have  my  distaf,  and  go  spinne. 
Fro  day  til  night  right  thus  she  wol  beginne, 

Alas,  she  saith,  that  ever  I  was  yshape 
To  wed  a  milksop,  or  a  coward  ape, 


That  wol  ben  overladde  with  every  wight ! 
Thou  darst  not  stonden  by  thy  wives  right 

This  is  my  lif,  but  if  that  I  wol  fight, 
And  out  at  dore  anon  I  mote  me  (light, 
Or  ellee  I  am  lost,  but  if  that  I 
Be  like  a  wilde  leon,  fool-hardy. 

I  wote  wel  she  wol  do  me  slee  som  day 
Som  neighebour,  and  thanne  go  my  way, 
For  I  am  perilous  with  knif  in  honde, 
Al  be  it  that  I  dare  not  hire  withstands  : 
For  she  is  bigge  in  armes  by  my  faith, 
That  shal  he  finde,  that  hire  misdoth  or  sait 
But  let  us  passe  away  fro  this  matere. 

My  lord  the  Monk,  quod  he,  be  mery  of  c 
For  ye  shul  telle  a  tale  trewely. 
Lo,  Rouchester  stondeth  here  faste  by. 
Ride  forth,  min  owen  lord,  breke  not  our  gs 
But  by  my  trouthe  I  can  not  telle  youre  nai 
Whether  shal  I  call  you  my  lord  Dan  John, 
Or  Dan  Thomas,  or  elles  Dan  Albon  f 
Of  what  hous  be  ye,  by  your  fader  kin  ! 
I  vow  to  God,  thou  hast  a  ful  (aire  skin  ; 
It  is  a  gentil  pasture  ther  thou  gost ; 
Thou  art  not  like  a  penaunt  or  a  gost 

Upon  my  faith  thon  art  som  officer, 
Som  worthy  sextein,  or  som  celerer. 
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«s  soule,  as  to  my  dome, 

ster,  whan  thou  art  at  home  ; 

erer,  oe  non  novice, 

r  bo  the  ware  and  wise, 

of  braunes  and  of  bones 

ing  persone  for  the  nones. 

eve  him  confusion, 

brought  into  religion. 

an  ben  a  trede-foul  a  right, 

s  grete  leve,  as  thou  hast  might, 

11  thy  lust  in  engendruve, 

egeten  many  a  creature. 

est  thou  so  wide  a  cope  f 

rwe,  but,  and  I  were  pope, 

ut  every  mighty  man, 

>  shore  fui  high  upon  his  pan, 

if,  for  al  this  world  is  lorn  ; 

ike  up  all  the  corn 

we  borel  men  ben  shrimpes : 

ler  comen  wretched  impee. 

it  our  heires  ben  so  sclendre 

they  moun  not  wel  engendre. 

it  our  wives  wol  assaye 

or  they  moun  better  paye 

lentes  than  mowen  we  : 

ssheburghes  payen  ye. 

:h,  my  lord,  though  that  I  play  : 

a  sothe  have  I  herd  say. 

Honke  toke  all  in  patience, 

ol  don  all  my  diligence, 

th  into  honestee, 

tale,  or  two  or  three. 

0  herken  hiderward, 
the  lif  of  Seint  Edward  ; 
es  first  I  wol  telle, 

1  an  hundred  in  my  celle. 
t  sayn  a  certain  storie, 
maken  us  memorie, 

od  in  gret  pros  peri  tee, 

ut  of  high  degree 

nd  endeth  wretchedly. 

ersified  communly 

eh  men  clepen  exametron  : 

n  endited  many  on, 

re,  in  many  a  sondry  wise. 

ig  ought  ynough  suffice. 

th,  if  you  liketh  for  to  here. 

beseche  in  this  matere, 

dre  telle  not  thise  thinges, 

jmperoures,  or  kinges, 

as  men  written  finde, 

am  before  and  som  behinde, 

th  to  mv  remembrance, 

ed  of  mm  ignorance. 
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n  manere  of  tragedie 

in,  that  stode  in  high  degree, 

hat  ther  n'as  no  remedie 

ut  of  hir  adversitee. 

an  that  fortune  list  to  flee, 

an  of  hire  the  cours  withholde  : 

st  on  blinde  proeperitee ; 

hise  ensamples  trewe  and  olde. 


Lucifer. 

At  Lucifer,  though  he  an  angel  were 
And  not  a  man,  at  him  I  wol  beginne. 
For  though  fortune  mav  non  angel  dere, 
From  high  degree  yet  fell  he  for  his  sinne 
Doun  into  helle,  wheras  he  yet  is  inne. 
0  Lucifer,  brightest  of  angels  alle, 
Now  art  thou  Sathanas,  that  maist  not  twinne 
Out  of  miserie,  in  which  that  thou  art  falle. 

Adam. 

Lo  Adam,  in  the  feld  of  Damascene 
With  Goddes  owen  finger  wrought  was  he, 
And  not  begeten  of  mannes  sperme  unclene, 
And  welte  all  Paradis  saving  o  tree  : 
Had  never  worldly  man  so  high  degree 
As  Adam,  til  he  for  misgovernance 
Was  driven  out  of  his  prosperitee 
To  labour,  and  to  helle,  and  to  meschance. 

Sampson. 

Lo  Sampson,  which  that  was  annunciat 
By  the  angel,  long  or  his  nativitee  : 
And  was  to  God  Almighty  consecrat, 
And  stode  in  noblesse  while  he  mighte  see  : 
Was  never  swiche  another  as  was  ne, 
To  speke  of  strength,  and  therto  hardinesse  : 
But  to  his  wives  tolde  he  his  secree, 
Thurgh  which  he  slow  himself  for  wretchednesse. 

Sampson,  this  noble  and  mighty  champion, 
Withouten  wepen,  save  his  handes  twey, 
He  slow  and  all  to-rente  the  leon, 
Toward  his  wedding  walking  by  the  wey  :  * 
His  false  wif  coude  him  so  plese,  and  pray, 
Til  she  his  conseil  knewe  ;  and  she  un trewe 
Unto  his  foos  his  conseil  gan  bewray, 
And  him  forsoke,  and  toke  another  newe. 

Three  hundred  foxes  toke  Sampson  for  ire, 
And  all  hir  tayles  he  togeder  bond : 
And  set  the  foxes  tayles  all  on  fire, 
For  he  in  every  tayl  had  knit  a  brond. 
And  they  brent  all  the  cornes  in  that  lond, 
And  all  hir  oliveres,  and  vines  eke. 
A  thousand  men  he  slow  eke  with  his  hond, 
And  had  no  wepen,  but  an  asses  cheke. 


Whan  they  were  slain,  so  thursted  him,  that  he 
Was  wel  nie  lorne,  for  which  he  gan  to  preye, 
That  God  wold  on  his  peine  han  som  pitee, 
And  send  him  drinke,  or  elles  moste  he  deye  : 
And  of  this  asses  cheke,  that  was  so  dreye, 
Out  of  a  wang  toth  sprang  anon  a  welle, 
Of  which  he  dranke  ynough,  shortly  to  seye. 
Thus  halp  him  God,  as  Judicum  can  telle. 

By  veray  force  at  Gasa  on  a  night, 
Maugre  the  Philistins  of  that  citee, 
The  gates  of  the  toun  he  hath  up  plight, 
And  on  his  bak  ycaried  hem  hath  he 
High  on  an  hill,  wher  as  men  might  hem  se. 
O  noble  mighty  Sampson,  lefe  and  dere, 
Haddest  thou  not  told  to  women  thy  secree, 
In  all  this  world  ne  had  ther  ben  thy  pere. 

This  Sampson  never  sider  drank  ne  wine, 
Ne  on  his  hed  came  rasour  non  ne  shere, 
By  precept  of  the  messager  divine, 
For  all  his  strengthes  in  his  heres  were  : 
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And  fully  twenty  winter  yere  by  yere 
He  hadde  of  Israel  the  governance  : 
Bat  none  shal  he  wepen  many  a  tere, 
For  women  shuln  him  bringen  to  meschance. 

Unto  his  lemman  Dalida  he  told, 
That  in  his  heres  all  his  strengthe  lay, 
And  falsely  to  his  fomen  she  him  sold  ; 
And  sloping  in  hire  barme  upon  a  day 
She  made  to  clip  or  shere  his  here  away, 
And  made  his  fomen  all  his  craft  espien  ; 
And  whan  that  they  him  fond  in  this  array, 
They  bond  him  fast,  and  putten  out  his  eyen. 

But  or  his  here  was  clipped  or  yshave, 
Ther  was  no  bond,  with  which  men  might  him  bind, 
But  now  is  he  in  prison  in  a  cave, 
Wheras  they  made  him  at  the  querne  grinde. 
O  noble  Sampson,  strongest  of  mankind, 
O  whilom  juge  in  glory  and  richesse, 
Now  mayest  thou  wepen  with  thin  eyen  blind, 
Sith  thou  fro  wele  art  falle  in  wretchednesse. 

The  ende  of  this  caitif  was,  as  I  shal  seye  : 
His  fomen  made  a  feste  upon  a  day, 
And  made  him  as  hir  fool  before  hem  pleye  : 
And  this  was  in  a  temple  of  gret  array. 
But  at  the  last  he  made  a  foule  affray, 
For  he  two  pillers  shoke,  and  made  hem  falle, 
And  doun  fell  temple  and  all,  and  ther  it  lay, 
And  slow  himself,  and  eke  his  fomen  alle. 

This  is  to  sayn,  the  princes  everich  on, 
And  eke  three  thousand  bodies  were  ther  slain 
With  falling  of  the  gret  temple  of  ston. 
Of  Sampson  now  wol  I  no  more  sain  : 
Beth  ware  by  this  ensample  old  and  plain, 
That  no  men  tell  hir  conseil  to  hir  wives 
Of  swiche  thing,  as  they  wold  han  secree  fain, 
If  that  it  touch  hir  limmes  or  hir  lives. 

Hercules. 
Of  Hercules  the  soveraine  conquerour 
Singen  his  werkes  laude,  and  high  renoun  ; 
For  in  his  time  of  strength  he  was  the  flour. 
He  slow  and  raft  the  skinne  of  the  leon  ; 
He  of  Centaures  laid  the  boat  adoun  ; 
He  Harpies  slow,  the  cruel  briddes  felle  ; 
He  golden  apples  raft  fro  the  dragon  ; 
He  drow  out  Cerberus  the  hound  of  helle. 

He  slow  the  cruel  tirant  Busirus, 
And  made  his  hors  to  fret  him  flesh  and  bon  ; 
He  slow  the  firy  serpent  venemous  ; 
Of  Achelous  two  homes  brake  he  on. 
And  he  slow  Cacus  in  a  cave  of  ston ; 
He  slow  the  geaunt  Anteus  the  strong  ; 
He  slow  the  grisely  bore,  and  that  anon  ; 
And  bare  the  hevene  on  his  nekke  long. 

Was  never  wight  sith  that  the  world  began, 
That  slow  so  many  monstres,  as  did  he  ; 
Thurghout  the  wide  world  his  name  ran, 
What  for  his  strength,  and  for  his  high  bountee  ; 
And  every  reaume  went  ho  for  to  see, 
He  was  so  strong  that  no  man  might  him  let ; 
At  bothe  the  worldes  endes,  saith  Trophee, 
In  stede  of  boundes  he  a  piller  set. 


A  lemman  had  this  noble  champion, 
That  highte  Deianire,  as  fresh  as  May ; 
And  as  thise  clerkes  maken  mention, 
She  hath  him  sent  a  sherte  fresh  and  gay  : 
Alas  !  this  sherte,  alas  and  wala  wa ! 
Evenimed  was  sotilly  withalle, 
That  or  that  he  had  wered  it  half  a  day, 
It  made  his  flesh  all  from  his  bones  falle. 

But  nathelea  som  clerkes  hire  excusen 
By  on,  that  highte  Nessus,  that  it  maked ; 
Be  as  may  be,  I  wol  hire  not  accusen  ; 
But  on  his  bak  this  sherte  he  wered  al  naked, 
Til  that  his  flesh  was  for  the  venhn  blaked  : 
And  whan  he  saw  non  other  remedie  ; 
In  hote  coles  he  hath  himselven  raked, 
For  with  no  venime  deigned  him  to  die. 

Thus  starf  this  worthy  mighty  Hercules. 
Lo,  who  may  trust  on  fortune  any  throw  f 
For  him  that  folweth  all  this  world  of  pres, 
Or  he  be  ware,  is  oft  ylaid  ful  lowe : 
Ful  wise  is  he,  that  can  himselven  knowe. 
Beth  ware,  for  whan  that  fortune  list  to  gloss, 
Than  waiteth  she  hire  man  to  overthrowe 
By  swiche  a  way,  as  he  wold  lest  suppose. 

Nabuchodonosor, 
The  mighty  trone,  the  precious  tresor, 
The  glorious  sceptre,  and  real  majestee, 
That  hadde  the  king  Nebuchodooosor, 
With  tonge  unnethes  may  descrived  be. 
He  twies  wan  Jerusalem  the  citee, 
The  vessell  of  the  temple  he  with  him  ladde ; 
At  Babiloine  was  his  soveraine  see, 
In  which  his  glorie  and  his  delit  he  hadde. 

The  fayrest  children  of  the  blood  real 
Of  Israel  he  did  do  gelde  anon, 
And  maked  eche  of  hem  to  ben  his  thral. 
Amonges  other  Daniel  was  on, 
That  was  the  wisest  child  of  everich  on ; 
For  he  the  dremes  of  the  long  expouned, 
Wher  as  in  Caldee  clerk  ne  was  ther  non, 
That  wiste  to  what  fin  his  dremes  sonned. 

This  proude  king  let  make  a  statue  of  gold 
Sixty  cubites  long,  and  seven  in  brede, 
To  which  image  bothe  yonge  and  old 
Commanded  he  to  loute,  and  have  in  drede, 
Or  in  a  fourneis,  ful  of  flames  rede, 
Me  shuld  be  brent,  that  wolde  not  obeye  : 
But  never  wold  assenten  to  that  dede 
Daniel,  ne  his  yonge  felawes  tweye. 

This  king  of  kinges  proud  was  and  elat ; 
He  wend  that  God,  that  sit  in  majestee, 
Ne  might  him  nat  bereve  of  his  cstat : 
But  sodenly  he  lost  his  dignitee, 
And  like  a  best  him  semed  for  to  be, 
And  ete  hey  as  an  oxe,  and  lay  therout : 
In  rain  with  wilde  bestes  walked  he, 
Til  certain  time  was  ycome  about. 

And  like  an  egles  fethers  wex  his  heres, 
His  neyles  like  a  briddes  clawes  were, 
Til  God  relesed  him  at  certain  yeres, 
And  yaf  him  wit,  and  than  with  many  a  tere 
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d  God,  and  ever  his  lif  in  fere 
don  amis,  or  more  trespace  : 
it  time  he  laid  was  on  his  here, 
hat  God  was  ful  of  might  and  grace. 

Bjxthjlsab. 
?,  which  that  highte  Balthasar, 
the  regno  after  his  fadres  day, 
fader  coude  not  beware, 
e  he  was  of  herte,  and  of  array  : 
n  ydolaster  was  he  ay. 
stat  assured  him  in  pride  ; 
te  cast  him  donn  (and  ther  he  lay) 
,ly  his  regne  gan  devide. 

he  made  unto  his  lordes  alle 
ae,  and  made  hem  blithe  be, 
his  officeres  gan  he  calle  ; 
igeth  forthe  the  vessels,  quod  he, 
it  my  fader  in  his  prosperitee 
i  temple  of  Jerusalem  beraft, 
r  highe  goddes  thanke  we 
that  our  eldres  with  us  laft. 

his  lordes,  and  his  concubines 
ra,  while  hir  appetites  last, 
se  noble  vessels  sondry  wines, 
wall  this  king  his  eyen  cast, 
in  hand  armies,  that  wrote  ful  fast, 
f  whiche  he  quoke,  and  siked  sore. 
,  that  Balthasar  so  sore  agast, 
ine  lechel  p hares,  and  no  more. 

at  lond  Magicien  was  non, 
expounen  what  this  lettre  ment, 

1  expouned  it  anon, 
0  King,  God  to  thy  fader  lent 

I  honour,  regne,  tresour,  and  rent ; 

is  proud,  and  nothing  God  ne  dradde ; 

ore  God  gret  wreche  upon  him  sent, 

jeraft  the  regne  that  he  hadde. 

out  cast  of  mannes  compagnie, 
b  was  his  habitation  ; 
ey,  as  a  best,  in  wete  and  drie, 
i  knew  by  grace  and  by  reson, 
of  heven  hath  domination 
f  regne,  and  every  creature  : 
had  God  of  him  compassion, 
•estored  his  regne  and  his  figure. 

u,  that  art  his  sone,  art  proud  also, 
est  all  thise  thinges  veraily  ; 
ibel  to  God,  and  art  his  fo. 
ke  eke  of  his  vessels  boMely, 
ke,  and  thy  wenches  sinfully 
the  same  vessels  sondry  wines, 
i  false  goddes  cursedly, 
o  thee  yshapen  ful  gret  pine  is. 

nd  was  sent  fro  God,  that  on  the  wall 
ine  teehel  pharet,  trusteth  me ; 

is  don,  thou  weyest  nought  at  all ; 

thy  repne,  and  it  shal  be 
and  to  Penes  yeven,  quod  he. 
t  same  night  this  king  was  slawe  ; 
is  occupied  his  degree, 
;  therto  had  neither  right  ne  la  we. 


Lordinges,  ensample  hereby  moun  ye  take, 
How  that  in  lordship  is  no  sikernesse : 
For  whan  that  fortune  wol  a  man  forsake, 
She  bereth  away  his  regne  and  his  richesse, 
And  eke  his  frendes,  bothe  more  and  lease. 
For  what  man  that  hath  frendes  thurgh  fortune, 
Mishap  wol  make  hem  enemies,  I  gesse. 
This  proverbe  is  ful  Both,  and  ful  commune. 

Zenobia. 
Zenobia,  of  Palmerie  the  quene, 
(As  writen  Persiens  of  hire  noblesse) 
So  worthy  was  in  armes,  and  so  kene, 
That  no  wight  passed  hire  in  hardinesse, 
Ne  in  linage,  ne  in  other  gentillesse. 
Of  kinges  blood  of  Perse  is  she  descended ; 
I  say  not  that  she  hadde  most  fairenesse, 
But  of  hire  shape  she  might  not  ben  amended. 

From  hire  childhode  I  finde  that  she  fledde 
Office  of  woman,  and  to  wode  she  went ; 
And  many  a  wilde  hartes  blood  she  shedde 
With  arwes  brode  that  she  to  hem  sent ; 
She  was  so  swift,  that  she  anon  hem  hent. 
And  whan  that  she  was  elder,  she  wold  kille 
Leons,  lepards,  and  beres  al  to-rent, 
And  in  hire  armes  weld  hem  at  hire  wille. 

She  dorst  the  wilde  bestes  dennes  seke, 
And  rennen  in  the  mountaignes  all  the  night, 
And  slepe  under  the  bush  ;  and  she  coud  eke 
Wrastlen  by  veray  force  and  veray  might 
With  any  yong  man,  were  he  never  so  wight ; 
Ther  mighte  nothing  in  hire  armes  stonde ; 
She  kept  hire  maidenhode  from  every  wight, 
To  no  man  deigned  hire  for  to  be  bonde. 

But  at  the  last  hire  frendes  han  hire  maried 
To  Odenate,  a  prince  of  that  con  tree  ; 
Al  were  it  so,  tnat  she  hem  longe  taried. 
And  ye  shul  understonden,  how  that  he 
Hadde  swiche  fantasies  as  hadde  she  ; 
But  natheles,  whan  they  were  knit  in  fere, 
They  lived  in  joye,  and  in  felicitee, 
For  eche  of  hem  had  other  lefe  and  dere. 

Save  o  thing,  that  she  n'olde  never  assente, 
By  no  way,  that  he  shulde  by  hire  lie 
But  ones,  for  it  was  hire  plaine  entente 
To  have  a  childe,  the  world  to  multiplie  : 
And  al  so  sone  as  that  she  might  espie, 
That  she  was  not  with  childe  with  that  dede, 
Than  would  she  suffer  him  don  his  fantasie 
Eftsone,  and  not  but  ones  out  of  drede. 

And  if  she  were  with  child  at  thilke  cast, 
No  more  shuld  he  playen  thilke  game 
Till  fully  fourty  dayes  weren  past : 
Than  wold  she  ones  suffre  him  do  the  same* 
Al  were  this  Odenate  wild  or  tame, 
He  gate  no  more  of  hire,  for  thus  she  saydc, 
It  was  to  wives  lecherie  and  shame, 
In  other  cas  if  that  men  with  hem  playde. 

Two  sones  by  this  Odenate  had  she, 
The  which  she  kept  in  vertue  and  lettrure. 
But  now  unto  our  tale  turne  we : 
1  say,  so  worshipful  a  creature, 
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And  wise  therwith,  and  large  with  mesure, 

So  penible  in  the  werre,  and  curteis  eke, 

Ne  more  labour  might  in  werre  endure, 

Was  non,  though  al  this  world  men  Bhulden  seke. 

Hire  riche  array  ne  mighte  not  be  told, 
Ah  wel  in  vessell  as  in  hire  clothing  : 
She  was  al  clad  in  pierrie  and  in  gold, 
And  eke  she  lefte  not  for  non  hunting 
To  have  of  sondry  tonges  ful  knowing, 
Whan  that  she  leiser  had,  and  for  to  entend 
To  lernen  bookes  was  all  hire  liking, 
How  she  in  vertue  might  hire  lif  dispend. 

And  shortly  of  this  storie  for  to  trete, 
So  doughty  was  hire  husbond  and  eke  she, 
That  they  conquered  many  regnes  grete 
In  the  Orient,  with  many  a  faire  citee, 
Appertenaunt  unto  the  raajestee 
Or  Rome,  and  with  strong  hand  held  hem  ful  fast, 
Ne  never  might  hir  fomen  don  hem  flee, 
Ay  while  that  Odenates  dayes  last. 

Hire  batailles,  who  so  list  hem  for  to  rede, 
Againe  Sapor  the  king,  and  other  mo, 
And  how  that  all  this  processe  fell  in  dede, 
Why  she  conquered,  and  what  title  therto, 
And  after  of  hire  mischefe  and  hire  wo, 
How  that  she  was  beseged,  and  ytake, 
Let  him  unto  my  maister  Petrark  go, 
That  writeth  ynough  of  this,  I  undertake. 

Whan  Odenate  was  ded,  she  mightily 
The  regnes  held,  and  with  hire  propre  hond 
A  gains  hire  fos  she  fought  so  cruelly, 
That  ther  n'as  king  ne  prince  in  all  that  lond, 
That  he  n'as  glad,  if  he  that  grace  fond 
That  she  ne  wolde  upon  his  lond  werreye  : 
With  hire  they  maden  alliaunce  by  bond 
To  ben  in  pees,  and  let  hire  ride  and  pleye. 

The  emperour  of  Rome  Claudius, 
Ne,  him  beforn,  the  Romain  Galien 
Ne  dorste  never  be  so  corageous, 
Ne  non  Ermin,  ne  non  Egiptien, 
Ne  Surrien,  ne  non  Arabien 
Within  the  feld  ne  dorste  with  hire  fight, 
Lest  that  she  wold  hem  with  hire  hondes  slen, 
Or  with  hire  meinie  putten  hem  to  flight. 

In  kinges  habite  went  hire  sones  two, 
As  heires  of  hir  fadres  regnes  alle, 
And  Heremanno  and  Timolao 
Hir  names  were,  as  Persiens  hem  calle. 
But  ay  fortune  hath  in  hire  hony  galle : 
This  mighty  quene  may  no  while  endure, 
Fortune  out  of  hire  regne  made  hire  falle 
To  wretchednesse,  and  to  misaventure. 

Aurelian,  whan  that  the  governance 
Of  Rome  came  into  his  hondes  twey, 
He  shope  upon  this  quene  to  do  vengeance, 
And  with  his  legions  he  toke  his  way 
Toward  Zenobie,  and  shortly  for  to  say, 
He  made  hire  flee,  and  atte  last  hire  hent, 
And  fettred  hire,  and  eke  hire  children  tway, 
And  wan  the  lond,  and  home  to  Rome  he  went. 


Amonges  other  thinges  that  he  wan, 
Hire  char,  that  was  with  gold  wrought  and  pierrie, 
This  grete  Romain,  this  Aurelian 
Hath  with  him  lad,  for  that  men  shuld  it  see. 
Beforen  his  triumphe  walketh  she 
With  gilte  chaines  on  hire  necke  honging, 
Crouned  she  was,  as  after  hire  degree, 
And  ful  of  pierrie  charged  hire  clothing; 

Alas  fortune  !  she  that  whilom  was 
Dredeful  to  kinges  and  to  emperoures, 
Now  guareth  all  the  peple  on  hire,  alas ! 
And  she  that  helmed  was  in  starke  stoures, 
And  wan  by  force  tounes  Btronge  and  tourea, 
Shal  on  hire  hed  now  were  a  vitremite  : 
And  she  that  bare  the  sceptre  ful  of  floures, 
Shal  bere  a  distaf  hire  cost  for  to  quite. 

Nero. 

Although  that  Nero  were  as  vicious, 
As  any  fend,  that  lith  ful  low  adoun, 
Yet  he,  as  telleth  us  Suetonius, 
This  wide  world  had  in  subjectioun, 
Both  Est  and  West,  South  and  Septentrioun. 
Of  rubies,  saphires,  and  of  perles  white 
Were  all  his  clothes  brouded  up  and  doun, 
For  he  in  gexnmes  gretly  gan  delite. 

More  delicat,  more  pompous  of  array, 
More  proude,  was  never  emperour  than  he ; 
That  ilke  cloth  that  he  had  wered  o  day, 
After  that  time  he  n'olde  it  never  see ; 
Nettes  of  gold  threde  had  he  gret  plentee 
To  fish  in  Tiber,  whan  him  list  to  play  ; 
His  lustee  were  as  law,  in  his  degree, 
For  fortune  as  his  frend  wold  him  obay. 

He  Rome  brente  for  his  delicacie ; 
The  senatours  he  slow  upon  a  day, 
To  heren  how  that  men  wold  wepe  and  crie ; 
And  slow  his  brother,  and  by  his  mister  lay. 
His  moder  made  he  in  pitous  array, 
For  he  hire  wombe  let  slitten,  to  behold 
Wher  he  conceived  was,  so  wala  wa  1 
That  he  so  litel  of  his  moder  told. 

No  tere  out  of  his  eyen  for  that  sight 
Ne  came,  but  savd,  a  faire  woman  was  she. 
Gret  wonder  is,  now  that  he  coud  or  might 
Be  domesman  of  hire  dede  beautee  : 
The  wine  to  bringen  him  commanded  he, 
And  dranke  anon,  non  other  wo  he  made. 
Whan  might  is  joined  unto  crueltee, 
Alas  !  to  depe  wol  the  venime  wade. 

In  youthe  a  maister  had  this  emperour 
To  techen  him  lettrure  and  curteeie, 
For  of  moralitee  he  was  the  flour, 
As  in  his  time,  but  if  bookes  lie. 
And  while  this  maister  had  of  him  maistrie. 
He  maked  him  so  conning  and  so  souple, 
That  longe  time  it  was,  or  tyrannic, 
Or  any  vice  dorst  in  him  uncouple. 

This  Seneka,  of  which  that  I  devise, 
Because  Nero  had  of  him  swiche  drede, 
For  he  fro  vices  wold  him  ay  chastise 
Discretly,  as  by  word,  and  not  by  dede, 
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ire,  lie  wold  say,  an  emperour  mote  nede 
•e  Tertuoos,  and  haten  grannie, 
'or  which  he  made  him  in  a  bathe  to  blede 
hi  bothe  his  armes,  till  he  muste  die. 

This  Nero  had  eke  of  a  custumaunce 
In  youth  ageins  his  maister  for  to  rise ; 
Which  afterward  him  thought  a  gret  grevaunce, 
Therfore  he  made  him  dien  in  this  wise. 
Bat  natkeles  this  Seneka  the  wise 
Chen  in  a  bathe  to  die  in  this  manere, 
Rather  than  nan  another  turmentise  : 
And  thus  hath  Nero  slain  his  maister  dere. 

Now  fell  it  so,  that  fortune  list  no  longer 
The  highe  pride  of  Nero  to  cherice  : 
For  though  that  he  were  strong,  yet  wasshe  stranger. 
She  tboughte  thus  ;  by  God  I  am  to  nice 
To  set  a  man,  that  is  fulfilled  of  vice, 
In  high  degree,  and  emperour  him  calle : 
By  God  out  of  his  sete  I  wol  him  trice, 
Whan  he  lest  weneth,  sonest  shal  he  falle. 

The  peple  rose  upon  him  on  a  night 
For  his  deflate,  and  whan  he  it  espied. 
Oat  of  his  dores  anon  he  hath  him  dight 
Alone,  and  ther  he  wend  han  ben  allied, 
He  knocked  fast,  and  ay  the  more  he  cried, 
The  fester  shetten  they  hir  dores  alle : 
Tbo  wist  be  wel  he  had  himself  misgied, 
And  went  his  way,  no  longer  dorst  he  calle. 

*  The  peple  cried  and  rombled  up  and  doun, 
That  with  his  eres  herd  he  how  they  sayde, 
Wher  is  this  false  tyrant,  this  Neroun  f 
For  fere  almost  out  of  his  wit  he  brayde, 
And  to  his  goddes  pitously  he  preide 
For  socour,  but  it  mighte  not  betide : 
For  drede  of  this  him  thoughte  that  he  deide, 
And  ran  into  a  gardin  him  to  hide. 

And  in  this  gardin  fond  he  cherles  tweye 
That  saten  by  a  fire  gret  and  red, 
And  to  thise  cherles  two  he  gan  to  preye 
To  slen  him,  and  to  girdcn  of  his  hed, 
That  to  his  body,  whan  that  he  were  ded, 
Were  no  despit  ydon  for  his  defame. 
Himself  he  slow,  he  coud  no  better  rede, 
Of  which  fortune  lough  and  hadde  a  game. 

HOLOF  ERNES. 

Was  nerer  capitaine  under  a  king, 
Jhatregnes  mo  put  in  subjectioun, 
Kestrenger  was  in  feld  of  alle  thing 
A*  in  his  time,  ne  greier  of  renoun, 

more  pompous  in  high  presumptioun, 
Tfon  Holoferne,  which  that  fortune  ay  kist 
J°  likerously,  and  lad  him  up  and  doun, 
Til  that  his  hed  was  of,  or  that  he  wist. 

Not  only  that  this  world  had  him  in  awe 
For  lesing  of  richesse  and  libertee  ; 
Bat  he  made  every  man  reneie  his  la  we. 
jj»bttchodonosor  was  God,  sayd  he  ; 
Non  other  God  ne  shulde  honoured  be. 
Ageins  his  heste  ther  dare  no  wight  trespace, 
wil"1  ^ctnu'ia>  a  8trong  citee, 
Wher  Eliachim  a  preest  was  of  that  place. 


But  take  kepe  of  the  deth  of  Holoferne : 
Amid  his  host  he  dronken  lay  a  night 
Within  his  tente,  large  as  is  a  berne  ; 
And  yet  for  all  his  pompe  and  all  his  might, 
Judith,  a  woman,  as  he  lay  upright 
Sleping,  his  hed  of  smote,  and  fro  his  tente 
Ful  privelv  she  stale  from  every  wight, 
And  with  his  hed  unto  hire  toun  she  wente. 

Antiochus. 

What  nedeth  it  of  king  Antiochus 
To  tell  his  high  and  real  majestee, 
His  gret  pride,  and  his  werkes  venimous  f 
For  swiche  another  was  ther  non  as  he  ; 
Redeth  what  that  he  was  in  Machabe. 
And  redeth  the  proud  wordea  that  he  seid, 
And  why  he  fell  from  his  prosperitee, 
And  in  an  hill  how  wretchedly  he  deid. 

Fortune  him  had  enhaunsed  so  in  pride, 
That  veraily  he  wend  he  might  attaine 
Unto  the  sterres  upon  every  side, 
And  in  a  balaunce  weyen  eche  mountaine, 
And  all  the  floodes  of  the  see  restreine : 
And  Goddes  peple  had  he  most  in  hate, 
Hem  wold  he  sleen  in  turment  and  in  peine, 
Wening  that  God  ne  might  his  pride  abate. 

And  for  that  Nichanor  and  Timothee 
With  Jewes  were  venquished  mightily, 
Unto  the  Jewes  swiche  an  hate  had  he, 
That  he  bad  greithe  his  char  ful  hastily, 
And  swore  and  sayde  ful  despitously, 
Unto  Jerusalem  he  wold  eftsone 
To  wreke  his  ire  on  it  ful  cruelly, 
But  of  his  purpos  was  he  let  ful  sone. 

God  for  his  manace  him  so  sore  smote, 
With  invisible  wound,  ay  incurable, 
That  in  his  guttes  carfe  it  so  and  bote, 
Til  thatte  his  peines  weren  importable ; 
And  certainly  the  wreche  was  resonable, 
For  many  a  mannes  guttes  did  he  peine ; 
But  from  his  purpos,  cursed  and  damnable, 
For  all  his  smerte,  he  n'olde  him  not  restreine : 

But  bade  anon  apparailen  his  host. 
And  sodenly,  or  he  was  of  it  ware, 
God  daunted  all  his  pride,  and  all  his  boat ; 
For  he  so  sore  feU  out  of  his  chare, 
That  it  his  limmes  and  his  skinne  to- tare, 
So  that  he  neither  mighte  go  ne  ride  ; 
But  in  a  chaiere  men  about  him  bare, 
Alle  forbrused  bothe  bak  and  side. 

The  wreche  of  God  him  6mote  so  cruelly, 
That  thurgh  his  body  wicked  wormes  crept. 
And  therwithal  he  stanke  so  horribly, 
That  non  of  all  his  meinie  that  him  kept, 
Whether  so  that  he  woke  or  elles  slept, 
Ne  mighte  not  of  him  the  stinke  endure. 
In  this  mischiefe  he  wailed  and  eke  wept, 
And  knew  God,  Lord  of  every  creature. 

To  all  his  host,  and  to  himself  also 
Ful  wlatsom  was  the  stinke  of  his  careine  ; 
No  man  ne  mighte  him  beren  to  ne  fro. 
And  in  this  stinke,  and  this  horrible  peine, 
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He  starf  ful  wretchedly  in  a  mountaine. 
Thus  hath  this  robbour,  and  this  homicide, 
That  many  a  man  made  to  wepe  and  pleine, 
Swiche  guerdon,  as  belongeth  unto  pride. 

Alexander. 
The  stone  of  Alexandre  is  so  commune, 
That  every  wight,  that  hath  discretioun, 
Hath  herd  somwhat  or  all  of  his  fortune. 
This  wide  world,  as  in  conclusioun, 
He  wan  by  strength,  or  for  his  high  renoun 
They  weren  glad  for  pees  unto  him  sende. 
The  pride  of  man  and  bost  he  layd  adoun, 
Wher  so  he  came,  unto  the  worldes  ende. 

Comparison  might  never  yet  be  maked 
Betwix  him  and  another  conquerour. 
For  al  this  world  for  drede  of  him  hath  quaked  ; 
He  was  of  knighthode  and  of  fredome  flour ; 
Fortune  him  maked  the  heir  of  hire  honour. 
Save  wine  and  women,  nothing  might  asswage 
His  high  entente  in  armes  and  labour, 
So  was  he  ful  of  leonin  corage. 

What  pris  were  it  to  him,  though  I  you  told 
Of  Darius,  and  an  hundred  thousand  mo, 
Of  kinges,  princes,  dukes,  erles  bold, 
Which  he  conquered,  and  brought  hem  into  wo  t 
I  say,  as  fer  as  man  may  ride  or  go 
The  world  was  his,  what  shuld  I  more  devise  f 
For  though  I  wrote  or  told  you  ever  mo 
Of  his  knighthode,  it  mighte  not  suffice. 

Twelf  yere  he  regned,  as  saith  Machabe ; 
Philippus  sone  of  Macedoine  he  was, 
That  first  was  king  in  Grece  the  contree. 
O  worthy  gentil  Alexandre,  alas 
That  ever  shuld  thee  fallen  swiche  a  cas  ! 
Eopoisoned  of  thyn  owen  folko  thou  were  ; 
Thy  sis  fortune  hath  turned  into  an  as, 
And  yet  for  thee  ne  wept  she  never  a  tere. 

Who  shal  me  yeven  teres  to  complaine 
The  deth  of  gentillesse,  and  of  fraunchise, 
That  all  this  world  welded  in  his  demaine, 
And  vet  him  thought  it  mighte  not  suffice  ! 
So  ful  was  his  corage  of  high  emprise. 
Alas  !  who  shal  me  helpen  to  endite 
False  fortune,  and  poison  to  despise ! 
The  whiche  two  of  all  this  wo  I  wite. 

Julius  Cesar. 

By  wisdome,  manhode,  and  by  gret  labour, 
From  humblehede  to  real  majestee 
Up  rose  he  Julius  the  conquerour, 
That  wan  all  the  Occident,  by  lond  and  see, 
By  strengthe  of  hond,  or  elles  by  tretee, 
And  unto  Rome  made  hem  tributarie  ; 
And  sith  of  Rome  the  emperour  was  he, 
Til  that  fortune  wexe  his  adversarie. 

0  mighty  Cesar,  that  in  Thessalie 
Ageins  Pompeius  father  thin  in  la  we, 
That  of  the  orient  had  all  the  chivalrie, 
As  fer  as  that  the  day  beginneth  dawe, 
Thou  thurgh  thy  knighthode  hast  hem  takeandslawc, 
Save  fewe  folk,  that  with  Pompeius  fledde, 
Thurgh  which  thou  put  all  the  orient  in  awe, 
Thanke  fortune,  that  so  wel  thee  spedde. 


But  now  a  litel  while  I  wol  bewaile 
This  Pompeius,  this  noble  governour 
Of  Rome,  which  that  fled  at  this  batailte. 
I  say,  on  of  his  men,  a  false  traitour, 
His  hed  of  smote,  to  winnen  him  favour 
Of  Julius,  and  him  the  hed  he  brought : 
Alas,  Pompeie,  of  the  orient  conquerour, 
That  fortune  unto  swiche  a  fin  thee  brought  I 

To  Rome  again  repaireth  Julius 
With  his  triumphe  laureat  ful  hie, 
But  on  a  time  Brutus  and  Gastrins, 
That  ever  had  of  his  high  estat  envie, 
Ful  prively  had  made  conspiracie 
Ageins  this  Julius  in  sotil  wise : 
And  cast  the  place,  in  which  he  shulde  die 
With  bodekins,  as  I  shal  you  devise. 

This  Julius  to  the  capitolie  wente 
Upon  a  day,  as  he  was  wont  to  gon, 
And  in  the  capitolie  anon  him  hente 
This  false  Brutus,  and  his  other  foon, 
And  stiked  him  with  bodekins  anon 
With  many  a  wound,  and  thus  they  let  him  lie : 
But  never  gront  he  at  no  stroke  but  on, 
Or  elles  at  two,  but  if  his  storie  lie. 

So  manly  was  this  Julius  of  herte, 
And  so  wel  loved  estatly  honestee, 
That  though  his  dedly  woundes  sore  smerte, 
His  mantel  over  his  hippos  caste  he, 
For  no  man  shulde  seen  his  privetee : 
And  as  he  lay  of  dying  in  a  trance, 
And  wiste  veraily  that  ded  was  he, 
Of  honestee  yet  had  he  remembrance. 

Lucan,  to  thee  this  storie  I  recommende, 
And  to  Sueton,  and  Valerie  also, 
That  of  this  storie  writen  word  and  ende : 
How  that  to  thise  gret  conqueroures  two 
Fortune  was  first  a  frend,  and  sith  a  fo. 
No  man  ne  trust  upon  hire  favour  long, 
But  have  hire  in  await  for  evermo  ; 
Witnesse  on  all  thise  conqueroures  strong. 

Cresus. 

The  riche  Cresus,  whilom  king  of  Lide, 
Of  whiche  Cresus,  Cirus  sore  him  dradde, 
Yet  was  he  caught  amiddes  all  his  pride, 
And  to  be  brent  men  to  the  fire  him  ladde  : 
But  swiche  a  rain  doun  from  the  welken  shadde, 
That  slow  the  fire,  and  made  to  him  escape : 
But  to  beware  no  grace  yet  he  hadde, 
Til  fortune  on  the  galwes  made  him  gape. 

Whan  he  escaped  was,  he  can  not  stint 
For  to  beginne  a  newe  werre  again  : 
He  wencd  wel,  for  that  fortune  him  tent 
Swiche  hap,  that  he  escaped  thurgh  the  rain, 
That  of  his  foos  he  mighte  not  be  slain  ; 
And  eke  a  sweven  upon  a  night  he  mette, 
Of  which  he  was  so  proud,  and  eke  so  fain, 
That  in  vengeance  he  all  his  herte  aette. 

Upon  a  tree  he  was,  as  that  him  thought, 
Ther  Jupiter  him  wesshe,  both  bak  and  side  ; 
And  Phebus  eke  a  faire  to  wail  him  brought 
To  drie  him  with,  and  therfore  wex  his  pride. 
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s  doughter  that  stood  him  beside, 
at  he  knew  in  high  science  habound, 
ire  tell  him  what  it  signified, 
lis  dreme  began  right  thus  expound. 

e  (quod  she)  the  galwes  is  to  mene, 
ter  betokeneth  snow  and  rain, 
•us  with  his  to  wail  clere  and  clene, 
he  sonnes  stremes,  soth  to  sain  : 
t  anhanged  be,  fader,  certain  ; 
thee  wash,  and  sonne  shal  thee  drie. 
aed  him  ful  plat  and  eke  ful  plain 
iter,  which  that  called  was  Phanie. 

;<ed  was  Cresus  the  proude  king, 
rone  might  him  not  availle  : 
is  non  other  maner  thing, 
singing  crien  ne  bewaile, 
At  fortune  all  day  wol  assail  le 
are  stroke  the  regnes  that  ben  proude  : 
men  trusten  hire,  than  wol  she  faille, 
■  hire  bright  face  with  a  cloude. 

Peter  op  Spainb. 

,  o  worthy  Petro,  ^lorie  of  Spaine, 
•tune  held  so  high  m  majestee, 
ten  men  thy  pitous  deth  complaine. 
lond  thy  brother  made  thee  flee, 
at  a  sege  by  sotiltee 
5  betraied,  and  lad  unto  his  tent, 
te  with  his  owen  hond  slow  thee, 
g  in  thy  regne  and  in  thy  rent. 

1  of  snow,  with  th'egle  of  blak  therin, 
th  the  limerod,  coloured  as  the  glede, 
I  this  cursednease,  and  all  this  sinne  ; 
d  neste  was  werker  of  this  dede  ; 
es  Oliver,  that  toke  ay  hede 
i  and  honour,  but  of  Armorike 
liver,  corrupt  for  mode, 
this  worthy  king  in  swiche  a  brike. 

Petko,  Kino  op  Ctprk. 

y  Petro  king  of  Cypre  also, 

andrie  wan  by  high  maistrie, 

an  hethen  wroughtest  thou  ful  wo, 

thin  owen  lieges  had  envie : 

>  thing  but  for  thy  chivalrie, 

y  bed  han  slain  thee  by  the  morwe  ; 

ortune  hire  whele  goveme  and  gie, 

'  joye  bringen  men  to  sorwe. 

Babmabo  Viscount. 

ue  grete  Barnabo  Viscount, 
it,  and  scourge  of  Lumbardie, 
1  I  not  thin  infortune  account, 
it  thou  clomben  were  so  high  t 
rs  sone,  that  was  thy  double  allie, 
nevew  was,  and  sone  in  la  we , 
prison  made  he  thee  to  die, 
>e  how,  n'ot  I  that  thou  were  slawe. 


Huoelin  op  Pise. 

Of  the  erl  Hugelin  of  Pise  the  langour 
Ther  may  no  tonge  tellen  for  pitee. 
But  litel  out  of  Pise  stant  a  tour, 
In  whiche  tour  in  prison  yput  was  he. 
And  with  him  ben  his  litel  children  three, 
The  eldest  scarsely  five  yere  was  of  age : 
Alas  !  fortune,  it  was  gret  crueltee 
Swiche  briddes  for  to  put  in  swiche  a  cage. 

Dampned  was  he  to  die  in  that  prison, 
For  Roger,  which  that  bishop  was  of  Pise, 
Had  on  him  made  a  false  suggestion, 
Thurgh  which  the  peple  gan  upon  him  rise, 
And  put  him  in  prison,  in  swiche  a  wise, 
As  ye  han  herd  ;  and  mete  and  drinke  he  had 
So  smale,  that  wel  unnethe  it  may  suffise, 
And  therwithal  it  was  ful  poure  and  bad. 

And  on  a  day  befell,  that  in  that  hour©, 
Whan  that  his  mete  wont  was  to  be  brought, 
The  gailer  shette  the  dores  of  the  toure  ; 
He  hered  it  wel,  but  he  spake  right  nought 
And  in  his  herte  anon  ther  fell  a  thought, 
That  they  for  hunger  wolden  do  him  dien  ; 
Alas  !  quod  he,  alas  that  I  was  wrought  1 
Therwith  the  teres  fellen  fro  his  eyen. 

His  yonge  sone,  that  three  yere  was  of  age, 
Unto  him  said,  fader,  why  do  ye  wepe  ! 
Whan  will  the  gailer  bringen  our  potage  ! 
Is  ther  no  morsel  bred  that  ye  do  kepe  I 
I  am  so  hungry,  that  I  may  not  slepe. 
Now  wolde  God  that  I  might  slepen  ever, 
Than  shuld  not  hunger  in  my  wombe  crepe ; 
Ther  n'is  no  thing,  sauf  bred,  that  me  were  lever. 

Thus  day  by  day  this  childe  began  to  crie, 
Til  in  his  fadres  barme  adoun  it  lay, 
And  saide  ;  farewel,  fader,  I  mote  die  ; 
And  kist  his  fader,  and  dide  die  same  day. 
And  whan  the  woful  fader  did  it  sey, 
For  wo  his  armes  two  he  gan  to  bite, 
And  saide,  alas  1  fortune,  and  wala  wa  ! 
Thy  false  whele  my  wo  all  may  I  wite. 

His  children  wenden,  that  for  hunger  it  was 
That  he  his  arines  gnowe,  and  not  for  wo, 
And  sayden  :  fader,  do  not  so,  alas  ! 
But  rather  ete  the  flesh  upon  us  two. 
Our  flesh  thou  yaf  us,  take  our  flesh  us  fro, 
And  ete  ynough  :  right  thus  they  to  him  seide, 
And  after  that,  within  a  day  or  two, 
They  laide  hem  in  his  lappe  adoun,  and  deide. 

Himself  dispeired  eke  for  hunger  starf. 
Thus  ended  is  this  mighty  Erl  of  Pise  : 
From  high  estat  fortune  away  him  carf. 
Of  this  tragedie  it  ought  ynough  suffice ; 
Who  so  wol  here  it  in  a  longer  wise, 
Redeth  the  grete  poete  of  Itaille, 
That  highte  Dante,  for  he  can  it  devise 
Fro  point  to  point,  not  o  word  wol  he  faille. 
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THE  NONNES  PREESTES  PROLOGUE. 

Ho  !  quod  the  knight,  good  sire,  no  more  of  this  : 

That  ye  han  said,  it  right  ynough  ywis, 

And  mochel  more  ;  for  litel  hevinesse 

Is  right  ynough  to  mochel  folk,  I  gesse. 

I  aaj  for  me,  it  is  a  gret  disese, 

Wher  as  men  have  hen  in  gret  welth  and  ese, 

To  heren  of  hir  soden  fall,  alas  I 

And  the  contrary  is  joye  and  gret  solas, 

As  whan  a  man  hath  ben  in  poure  estat, 

And  climheth  up,  and  wexeth  fortunat, 

And  ther  abideth  in  prosperitee : 

Swiche  thing  is  gladsom,  as  it  thinketh  me, 

And  of  swiche  thing  were  goodly  for  to  telle. 

Ye,  quod  our  hoste,  by  Seint  Poules  belle. 
Ye  say  right  soth  ;  this  monk  hath  clapped  loude  : 
He  spake,  how  fortune  covered  with  a  cloude 
I  wote  not  what,  and  als  of  a  tragedie 
Right  now  ye  herd  :  and  parde  no  remedie 
It  w  for  to  bewailen,  ne  complaine 
That  that  is  don,  and  als  it  is  a  paine, 
As  ye  han  said,  to  here  of  hevinesse. 
Sire  monk,  no  more  of  this,  so  God  you  blesse  ; 
Your  tale  anoyeth  all  this  compagnie  ; 
Swiche  talking  is  not  worth  a  boterflie, 
For  therin  is  ther  no  disport  ne  game  : 
Therfore,  sire  monk,  dan  Piers  by  your  name, 
I  pray  you  hertely,  tell  us  somwhat  elles. 
For  sikerly,  n'ere  clinking  of  your  belles, 
That  on  your  bridel  hange  on  every  side, 
By  heven  king,  that  for  us  alle  dide, 
I  shuld  er  this  have  fallen  doun  for  slepe, 
Although  the  slough  had  ben  never  so  depe  : 
Than  hadde  your  tale  all  ben  tolde  in  vain. 
For  certainly,  as  that  thise  clerkes  sain, 
Wher  as  a  man  may  have  non  audience, 
Nought  helpeth  it  to  tellen  his  sentence. 
And  wel  1  wote  the  substance  is  in  me, 
If  any  thing  shal  wel  reported  be 
Sire,  say  somwhat  of  hunting,  I  you  pray. 

Nay,  quod  this  Monk,  1  have  no  lust  to  play  : 
Now  let  another  telle  as  I  have  told. 

Than  spake  our  hoste  with  rude  speche  and  bold, 
And  sayd  unto  the  Nonnes  Preest  anon, 
Come  nere,  thou  preest,  come  hither,  thou  Sire 
John, 

Telle  us  swiche  thing,  as  may  our  hertes  glade. 
Be  blithe,  although  thou  ride  upon  a  jade. 
What  though  thyn  horse  be  bothe  foule  and  lene, 
If  he  wol  serve  thee,  recke  thee  not  a  bene  : 
Loke  that  thyn  herte  be  mery  evermo. 

Yes,  hoste.  quod  he,  so  mote  I  ride  or  go, 
But  I  be  mery,  ywis  I  wol  be  blamed. 
And  right  anon  his  tale  he  hath  attained  ; 
And  thus  he  said  unto  us  everich  on, 
This  swete  preest.  this  goodly  man  Sire  John. 
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A  pours  widewe  somdel  stoupen  in  age, 

Was  whilom  dwelling  in  a  narwe  cotage, 

Beside  a  grove,  standing  in  a  dale. 

This  widewe,  which  I  tell  yon  of  my  tale, 

Sin  thilke  day  that  she  was  last  a  wif, 

In  patience  led  a  ful  simple  lif. 

For  litel  was  hire  catel  and  hire  rente : 

By  husbondry  of  swiche  as  God  hire  sente, 

She  found  hireself,  and  eke  hire  doughtren  two. 

Three  large  sowes  had  she,  and  no  mo  : 

Three  kine  and  eke  a  sheep  that  highte  Malle. 

Ful  sooty  was  hire  boure,  and  eke  hire  halle, 

In  which  she  ete  many  a  slender  mele. 

Of  poinant  sauce  ne  knew  she  never  a  dele. 

No  deintee  morsel  passed  thurgh  hire  throte ; 

Hire  diete  was  accordant  to  hire  cote. 

Repletion  ne  made  hire  never  Bike ; 

Attempre  diete  was  all  hire  physike, 

And  exercise,  and  hertes  suffisance. 

The  goute  let  hire  nothing  for  to  dance, 

No  apoplexie  shente  not  hire  hed. 
No  win  ne  dranke  she,  neyther  white  ne  red : 
Hire  bord  was  served  most  with  white  and  black, 
Milk  and  broun  bred,  in  which  she  fond  no  lack, 
Seinde  bacon,  and  somtime  an  ey  or  twey  ; 
For  she  was  as  it  were  a  maner  dey. 

A  yerd  she  had,  enclosed  all  about 
With  stickes,  and  a  drie  diche  without, 
In  which  she  had  a  cok  highte  Chaunteclere, 
In  all  the  land  of  crowing  n'as  his  pere. 
His  vols  was  merier  than  the  mery  argon, 
On  masse  daies  that  in  the  chirches  gon. 
Wel  sikerer  was  his  crowing  in  his  loge, 
Than  is  a  clok,  or  any  abbey  orloge. 
By  nature  he  knew  eche  ascentioun 
Of  the  equinoctial  in  thilke  toun  ; 
For  whan  degrees  fiftene  were  ascended, 
Than  crew  he,  that  it  might  not  ben  amended. 

His  combe  was  redder  than  the  fin  corall, 
Enbattelled,  as  it  were  a  castei  wall. 
His  bill  was  black,  and  as  the  jet  it  shone  ; 
Like  asure  were  his  legges  and  his  tone  ; 
His  nailes  whiter  than  the  lily  floor, 
And  like  the  burned  gold  was  his  colour. 

This  gentil  cok  had  in  his  governance 
Seven  hennes,  for  to  don  all  his  plesance, 
Which  were  his  Busters  and  his  paramoures, 
And  wonder  like  to  him,  as  of  eoloures. 
Of  which  the  fairest  hewed  in  the  throte, 
Was  cleped  faire  damoselle  Pertelote. 
Curteis  she  was,  discrete,  and  debonaire, 
And  compenable,  and  bare  hireself  so  faire, 
Sithen  the  day  that  she  was  eevennight  old, 
That  trewelich  she  hath  the  herte  in  hold 
Of  Chaunteclere,  loken  in  every  lith  : 
He  loved  hire  so,  that  wel  was  him  therwiUu 
But  swiche  a  joye  it  was  to  here  hem  sing, 
Whan  that  the  brighte  sonne  gan  to  spring, 
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accord  :  my  lefe  is  fare  in  lond. 
like  time,  as  I  have  understood, 
id  briddes  couden  speke  and  sing. 

•  befell,  that  in  a  dawening, 
lteclere  among  his  wives  alle 

is  perche,  that  was  in  the  halle, 
;  him  sate  his  faire  Pertelote, 
unteclere  gan  gronen  in  his  throte, 
hat  in  his  dreme  is  dretched  sore. 

0  that  Pertelote  thus  herd  him  rore, 
igast,  and  saide,  herte  dere, 

?th  you  to  grone  in  this  manere  t 
veray  aleper,  fy  for  shame. 

1  answered  and  sayde  thus  ;  madame, 
>u,  that  ye  take  it  not  agrefe  : 

ne  mette  I  was  in  swiche  mischefe 
r,  that  ret  min  herte  is  sore  afripht. 
(quod  he)  my  sweven  recche  aright, 

•  my  body  out  of  foule  prisoun. 
tte,  how  that  I  romed  up  and  doun 
or  yerde,  wher  as  I  saw  a  beste, 

an  hound,  and  wold  han  made  areste 

body,  and  han  had  me  ded. 
i  was  betwix  yelwe  and  red  ; 
sd  was  his  tail,  and  both  his  eres 
sk,  unlike  the  remenant  of  his  heres. 
;  was  smal,  with  glowing  eyen  twey  : 
is  k>ke  almost  for  fere  I  dey  : 
ted  me  my  groning  douteles. 
quod  she,  fy  on  you  herteles. 
tod  she,  for  by  that  God  above 

ye  lost  myn  herte  and  all  my  love ; 

love  a  coward  by  my  faith. 

s,  what  so  any  woman  saith, 

ssiren,  if  it  mighte  be, 

an  husbond,  hardy,  wise  and  free, 

ee,  and  non  niggard  ne  no  fool, 

hat  is  agast  of  every  tool, 

•vantour  by  that  God  above. 

sten  ye  for  shame  say  to  your  love, 

thing  might  maken  you  aferde  ? 

10  mannes  herte,  and  han  a  berde ! 
id  con  ye  ben  asast  of  swevenis ! 
but  vanitee,  god  wote,  in  sweven  is. 
aes  engendren  of  repletions, 

if  fume,  and  of  complexions, 

imours  ben  to  habundant  in  a  wight. 

is  dreme,  which  ye  han  met  to-night, 

if  the  grete  supernuitee 

rede  colera  parde, 

luseth  folk  to  dreden  in  hir  dremes 

,  and  of  fire  with  rede  femes, 

wstes,  that  they  wol  hem  bite, 

ce,  and  of  waspes  gret  and  lite ; 

the  humour  of  meiancolie 

fal  many  a  man  in  slepe  to  crie, 

of  holies,  and  of  beres  blake, 

that  blake  devils  wol  hem  take. 

er  humours  coud  1  telle  also, 

•ken  many  a  man  in  slepe  moch  wo  : 

11  passe,  as  lightly  as  I  can. 

ion,  which  that  was  so  wise  a  man, 
lot  thus  f   Ne  do  no  force  of  dremes. 
iire,  quod  she,  whan  we  flee  fro  the  bemes, 
les  lore,  as  take  som  laxatif : 
of  my  soule,  and  of  my  lif, 
you  the  best,  I  wol  not  lie, 
li  of  color,  and  of  meiancolie 
5  you  ;  and  for  ye  shul  not  tarie, 
n  this  toun  be  non  apotecarie, 


I  shal  myself  two  herbes  tech  en  you, 

That  shal  be  for  your  hele,  and  for  your  prow  ; 

And  in  our  yerde,  the  herbes  shall  I  finde, 

The  which  han  of  hir  propretee  by  kinde 

To  purgen  you  benethe,  and  eke  above. 

Sire,  forgete  not  this  for  Goddes  love  ; 

Ye  ben  ful  colerike  of  complexion  ; 

Ware  that  the  sonne  in  his  ascention 

Ne  finde  you  not  replete  of  humours  bote  : 

And  if  it  do,  I  dare  wel  lay  a  grote, 

That  ye  shuj  han  a  fever  tertiane, 

Or  elles  an  ague,  that  may  be  your  bane. 

A  day  or  two  ye  shul  han  digestives 

Of  wormes,  or  ye  take  your  laxatives, 

Of  laureole,  centaurie,  and  fumetere, 

Or  elles  of  ellebor,  that  groweth  there, 

Of  catapuce,  or  of  gaitre-beries, 

Or  herbe  ive  growing  in  our  yerd,  that  mery  is : 

Picke  hem  right  as  they  grow,  and  ete  hem  in. 

Beth  mery,  husbond,  for  your  fader  kin  ; 

Dredeth  no  dreme  ;  I  can  say  you  no  more, 

Madame,  quod  he,  grand  mercy  of  your  lore. 
But  natheles,  as  touching  dan  Caton, 
That  hath  of  wisdome  swiche  a  gret  renoun, 
Though  that  he  bade  no  dremes  for  to  drede, 
By  God,  men  moun  in  olde  bookes  rede, 
Of  many  a  man,  more  of  auctoritee 
Than  ever  Caton  was,  so  mote  I  the, 
That  all  the  revere  sayn  of  his  sentence, 
And  han  wel  founden  by  experience, 
That  dremes  ben  significations 
As  wel  of  joye,  as  tribulations, 
That  folk  enduren  in  this  lif  present 
Ther  nedeth  make  of  this  non  argument ; 
The  veray  preve  sheweth  it  indede. 

On  of  the  gretest  auctours  that  men  rede, 
Saith  thus  ;  that  whilom  twey  felawes  wente 
On  pilgrimage  in  a  ful  good  entente ; 
And  happed  so,  they  came  into  a  toun, 
Wher  ther  was  swiche  a  congregatioun 
Of  peple,  and  eke  so  streit  of  herbergage, 
That  they  ne  founde  as  moche  as  a  cotage, 
In  which  they  bothe  might  ylogged  be  : 
Wherfore  they  m listen  of  necessitee, 
As  for  that  night,  departen  compagnie ; 
And  eche  of  hem  goth  to  his  hostelrie, 
And  toke  his  logging  as  it  wolde  falle. 

That  on  of  hem  was  logged  in  a  stalle, 
Fer  in  a  yerd,  with  oxen  of  the  plough  ; 
That  other  man  was  logged  wel  ynough, 
As  was  his  aventure,  or  his  fortune, 
That  us  govern eth  all,  as  in  commune. 

And  so  befell,  that,  long  or  it  were  day, 
This  man  met  in  his  bed,  ther  as  he  lay, 
How  that  his  felaw  gan  upon  him  calle, 
And  said,  alas !  for  in  an  oxes  stalle 
This  night  shal  I  be  mordred,  ther  I  lie. 
Now  helpe  me,  dere  brother,  or  I  die ; 
In  alle  haste  come  to  me,  he  saide. 

This  man  out  of  his  slepe  for  fere  abraide  ; 
But  whan  that  he  was  waked  of  his  slepe, 
He  turned  him,  and  toke  of  this  no  kepe  ; 
Him  thought  his  dreme  was  but  a  vanitee. 
Thus  twies  in  his  sleping  dremed  he. 

And  at  the  thridde  time  yet  his  felaw 
Came,  as  liim  thought,  and  said,  I  now  am  slaw : 
Behold  my  blody  woundes,  depe  and  wide. 
Arise  up  erly,  in  the  morwe  tide, 
And  at  the  West  gate  of  the  toun  (quod  he) 
A  carte  ful  of  donge  ther  shalt  thou  see, 
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In  which  my  body  is  hid  prively. 

Do  thilke  carte  arresten  boldely. 

My  gold  caused  my  mordre,  soth  to  sain. 

And  told  him  every  point  how  he  was  slain 

With  a  ful  pitous  nee,  pale  of  hewe. 

And  trusteth  wel,  his  dreme  he  found  ful  trewe. 

For  on  the  morwe,  as  sone  as  it  was  day, 

To  his  felawes  inne  he  toke  his  way : 

And  whan  that  he  came  to  this  oxes  stalle, 

After  his  felaw  he  began  to  calle. 

The  hosteler  answered  him  anon, 
And  saide,  Sire,  your  felaw  is  agon, 
As  sone  as  day  he  went  out  of  the  toun. 

This  man  gan  fallen  in  suspecioun 
Remembring  on  his  dremes  that  he  mette, 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wold  he  lette, 
Unto  the  West  gate  of  the  toun,  and  fond 
A  dong  carte,  as  it  went  for  to  dong  lond, 
That  was  arraied  in  the  same  wise 
As  ye  han  herde  the  dede  man  devise  : 
And  with  an  hardy  herte  he  gan  to  crie, 
Vengeance  and  justice  of  this  felonie  : 
My  felaw  mordred  is  this  same  night, 
And  in  this  carte  he  lith,  gaping  upright. 
1  crie  out  on  the  ministres,  quod  he, 
That  shulden  kepe  and  reulen  this  citee  : 
Harow  !  alas  !  here  lith  myfelaw  slain. 

What  shuld  I  more  unto  wis  tale  sain ! 
The  peple  out  stert,  and  cast  the  cart  to  ground, 
And  in  the  middel  of  the  dong  they  found 
The  dede  man,  that  mordred  was  all  newe. 

0  blisful  God,  that  art  so  good  and  trewe, 
Lo,  how  that  thou  bewreyest  mordre  alway. 
Mordre  wol  out,  that  see  we  day  by  day. 
Mordre  is  so  wlatsom  and  abhomioable 
To  God,  that  is  so  just  and  resonable, 
That  he  ne  wol  not  suffre  it  hylled  be  : 
Though  it  abide  a  yere,  or  two,  or  three, 
Mordre  wol  out,  this  is  my  conclusioun. 

And  right  anon,  the  ministres  of  the  toun 
Han  hent  the  carter,  and  so  sore  him  pined, 
And  eke  the  hosteler  so  sore  engined, 
That  they  beknew  hir  wickednesse  anon, 
And  were  anhanged  by  the  necke  bon. 

Here  moun  ye  see  that  dremes  ben  to  drede. 
And  certes  in  the  same  book  1  rede, 
Right  in  the  nexte  chapitre  after  this, 
(I  gabbe  not,  so  have  1  joye  and  blis) 
Two  men  that  wold  han  passed  over  the  see 
For  certain  cause  in  to  a  fer  con  tree, 
If  that  the  wind  ne  hadde  ben  contrarie, 
That  made  hem  in  a  citee  for  to  tarie, 
That  stood  ful  mery  upon  an  haven  side. 
But  on  a  day,  agein  the  even  tide, 
The  wind  gan  change,  and  blew  right  as  hem  lest 
Jolif  and  glad  they  wen  ten  to  hir  rest, 
And  casten  hem  ful  erly  for  to  saile  ; 
But  to  that  o  man  fell  a  gret  mervaile. 

That  on  of  hem  in  sleping  as  he  lay, 
He  mette  a  wonder  dreme,  again  the  day  : 
Him  thought  a  man  stood  by  his  beddes  side, 
And  him  commanded,  that  he  shuld  abide, 
And  said  him  thus ;  if  thou  to-morwe  wende, 
Thou  ahalt  be  dreint ;  my  tale  is  at  an  ende. 

He  woke,  and  told  his  felaw  what  he  met, 
AndmaM  «■»  Ki«  viaire  for  to  let, 

i  for  to  abide. 
<aide, 
ftil&ste. 
taagaste, 


That  I  wol  leten  for  to  do  my  thinges. 
I  sette  not  a  straw  by  thy  dreminges, 
For  swevens  ben  but  vanitees  and  japes 
Men  dreme  al  day  of  oules  and  of  apes, 
And  eke  of  many  a  mase  therwithal ; 
Men  dreme  of  thing  that  never  was,  ne  shaL 
But  eith  I  see  that  thou  wolt  here  abide, 
And  thus  forslouthen  wilfully  thy  tide, 
God  wot  it  reweth  me,  and  have  good  day. 
And  thus  he  took  his  leve,  and  went  his  way. 

But  or  that  he  had  half  his  cours  ysailed, 
N'ot  I  not  why,  ne  what  meschance  it  ailed, 
But  casuelly  the  shippes  bottom  rente, 
And  ship  and  man  under  the  water  wente 
In  sight  of  other  shippes  ther  beside, 
That  with  him  sailed  at  the  same  tide. 

And  therfore,  (aire  Pertelote  so  dere, 
By  swiche  ensamples  olde  maist  thou  lere, 
That  no  man  shulde  be  to  reccheles 
Of  dremes,  for  I  say  thee  douteles, 
That  many  a  dreme  ful  sore  is  for  to  drede, 

Lo,  in  the  lif  of  seint  Kenelme,  I  rede, 
That  was  Kenulphus  sone,  the  noble  king 
Of  Mercenrike,  how  Kenelm  mette  a  thing. 
A  litel  or  he  were  mordred  on  a  day, 
His  mordre  in  his  avision  he  say. 
His  norice  him  expouned  every  del 
His  sweven,  and  bade  him  for  to  kepe  him  wel 
Fro  treson  ;  but  he  n'as  but  seven  yere  old, 
And  therfore  litel  tale  hath  he  told 
Of  any  dreme,  so  holy  was  his  herte. 
By  God  I  hadde  lever  than  my  sherte, 
That  ye  had  red  his  legend,  as  have  I. 

Dame  Pertelote,  I  say  you  trewely, 
Macrobius,  that  writ  the  avision 
In  Affrike  of  the  worthy  Scipion, 
Affirmeth  dremes,  and  sayth  that  they  ben 
Warning  of  thinges,  that  men  after  seen. 

And  forthermore,  I  pray  you  loketh  wel 
In  the  olde  Testament,  of  Daniel, 
If  he  held  dremes  any  vanitee. 

Rede  eke  of  Joseph,  and  ther  shuln  ye  set 
Wher  dremes  ben  somtime  (I  say  not  alle) 
Warning  of  thinges  that  shuln  after  falle. 

Loke  of  Egipt  the  king,  dan  Pharao, 
His  baker  and  his  boteler  also, 
Wheder  they  ne  felten  non  effect  in  dremes. 
Who  so.  wol  seken  actes  of  sondry  rentes, 
May  rede  of  dremes  many  a  wonder  thing. 

Lo  Cresus,  which  that  was  of  Lydie  king, 
Mette  he  not  that  he  sat  upon  a  tree, 
Which  signified  he  shuld  anhanged  be  f 

Lo  hire  Andromacha,  Hectorea  wif, 
That  day  that  Hector  shulde  lese  his  lif, 
She  dremed  on  the  same  night  beforne, 
How  that  the  lif  of  Hector  shuld  be  iorne, 
If  thilke  day  he  went  into  bataille  : 
She  warned  him,  but  it  might  not  avaiue ; 
He  went  forth  for  to  lighten  natheles, 
And  was  yslain  anon  of  Achilles. 

But  thilke  tale  is  al  to  long  to  telle, 
And  eke  it  is  nigh  day,  I  may  not  dwell*. 
Shortly  I  say,  as  for  conclusion, 
That  I  shal  han  of  this  avision 
Adversitee  :  and  I  say  forthermore, 
That  I  ne  tell  of  laxatives  no  store, 
For  they  ben  venimous,  I  wot  it  wel : 
I  hem  deffie,  I  love  hem  never  a  del. 

But  let  us  speke  of  rairthe,  and  stinte  all  this' 
Madame  Pertelote,  so  have  I  blis, 
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Of  o  thing  God  hath  sent  me  large  grace : 
For  whan  I  see  the  beau  tee  of  your  face, 
Ye  ben  so  scarlet  red  about  your  eyen, 
It  maketh  all  my  drede  for  to  dien, 
For,  al  so  siker  as  In  principio, 
Mulier  est  hotninis  confusio. 
(Madame,  the  sentence  of  this  Latino  is, 
Woman  is  mannes  joye  and  mannes  blis.) 
For  whan  1  fele  a-night  your  softe  side, 
Al  be  it  that  I  may  not  on  you  ride, 
For  that  our  perche  is  made  so  narwe,  alas! 
I  am  so  ful  of  joye  and  of  solas, 
That  I  deffie  bothe  sweven  and  dreme. 

And  with  that  word  he  flew  doun  fro  the  beme, 
For  it  was  day,  and  eke  his  hennes  alle  ; 
And  with  a  chuk  he  gan  hem  for  to  calle, 
For  he  had  found  a  corn,  lay  in  the  yerd. 
Real  he  was,  he  was  no  more  aferd ; 
He  fethered  Pertelote  twenty  time, 
And  trade  hire  eke  as  oft,  er  it  was  prime. 
He  loketh  as  it  were  a  grim  leoun  ; 
And  on  his  toos  he  rometh  up  and  doun, 
Him  deigned  not  to  set  his  feet  to  ground  : 
He  chukketh,  whan  he  hath  a  corn  yfound, 
And  to  him  rennen  than  his  wives  alle. 

Thus  real,  as  a  prince  is  in  his  halle, 
Lore  I  this  Chaunteclere  in  his  pasture ; 
And  after  wol  I  tell  his  aventure. 

Whan  that  the  month  in  which  the  world  began, 
That  highte  March,  whan  God  first  maked  man, 
Was  complete,  and  vpassed  were  also, 
Sthen  March  ended,  thrifty  dayes  and  two, 
Befell  that  Chaunteclere  in  all  his  pride, 
His  wren  wives  walking  him  beside, 
Cut  op  his  eyen  to  the  brighte  sonne, 
Tbai  in  the  signe  of  Taurus  hadde  yronne 
Twenty  degrees  and  on,  and  somwhat  more  s 
He  knew  by  kind,  and  by  non  other  lore, 
Thatit  was  prime,  and  crew  with  blisful  steven. 
The  sonne,  he  said,  is  clomben  up  on  heron 
Twenty  degrees  and  on,  and  more  ywis. 
JJ*dame  Pertelote,  my  worldes  blis, 
Herkeneth  thise  blisful  briddes  how  they  sing, 
And  see  the  freshe  floures  how  they  spring  ; 
Ful  is  nun  herte  of  revel,  and  solas. 

Bat  sodenly  him  fell  a  sorweful  cas  ; 
*w  erer  the  latter  ende  of  joye  is  wo  : 
God  wote  that  worldly  joye  is  sone  ago : 
^■4 [if  a  rethor  coude  nure  endite, 
He  in  a  chronicle  might  it  saufly  write, 
41  for  a  soveraine  notabilitee. 
Now  every  wise  man  let  him  herken  me  : 
«tory  is  al  so  trewe,  I  undertake, 
£ji »  the  book  of  Launcelot  du  lake, 
*n*t  women  holde  in  ful  gret  reverence. 
^ow  wol  I  turne  agen  to  my  sentence. 
A  col  fox,  ful  of  sleigh  iniquitee, 
in  the  grove  had  wonned  yeres  three, 
%high  imagination  forecast, 
*»•  feme  night  thurghout  the  hegges  brast 
*Jto  the  yerd,  ther  Chaunteclere  the  faire 
ww  wont,  and  eke  his  wives,  to  repair© : 
^.in  ft  bedde  of  wortes  stiUe  he  lay, 
ijUit  was  passed  undern  of  the  day, 
Jnitbg  his.  time  on  Chaunteclere  to  fidle : 
**l RWly  don  thise  homicides  alle, 
*Jj*i&  »wait  liggen  to  mordre  men. 
. 0  felse  morderour,  rucking  in  thy  den  ! 
J^Scariot,  newe  Genelon ! 
*•*  dissimulonr,  o  Greek  Sinon, 


That  broughtest  Troye  al  utterly  to  sorwe ! 

0  Chaunteclere,  accursed  be  the  inorwe, 
That  thou  into  thy  yerd  flew  fro  the  bemes : 
Thou  were  ful  wel  y warned  by  thy  dromes, 
That  thilke  day  was  perilous  to  thee. 

But  what  that  God  forewote  most  nedes  be, 
After  the  opinion  of  certain  clerkes. 
Witnesse  on  him,  that  any  parfit  clerk  is, 
That  in  scole  is  gret  altercation 
In  this  matere,  and  gret  disputison, 
And  hath  ben  of  an  hundred  thousand  men. 
But  I  ne  cannot  boult  it  to  the  bren, 
As  can  the  holy  doctour  Augustin, 
Or  Boece,  or  the  bishop  Bradwardin, 
Whether  that  Goddes  worthy  foreweting 
Streineth  me  nedely  for  to  don  a  thing, 
(Nedely  clepe  I  simple  necessitee) 
Or  elles  if  free  chois  be  granted  roe 
To  do  that  same  thing,  or  do  it  nought, 
Though  God  fore  wot  it,  or  that  it  was  wrought ; 
Or  if  his  weting  streineth  never  a  del, 
But  by  necessitee  condicionel. 

1  wol  not  han  to  don  of  swiche  matere  ; 
My  tale  is  of  a  cok,  as  ye  may  here, 
That  took  his  conseil  of  his  wif  with  sorwe 
To  walken  in  the  yerd  upon  the  morwe, 
That  he  had  met  the  dreme,  as  I  you  told. 
Womennes  conseiles  ben  ful  often  cold  ; 
Womannes  conseil  brought  us  first  to  wo, 
And  made  Adam  fro  paradis  to  go, 
Ther  as  he  was  ful  mery,  and  wel  at  ese. 
But  for  I  n'ot,  to  whom  I  might  displese, 
If  1  conseil  of  women  wolde  blame, 
Passe  over,  for  I  said  it  in  my  game. 

Rede  auctours,  wher  they  trete  of  swiche  matere, 
And  what  they  sayn  of  women  ye  mown  here. 
Thise  ben  the  Cokkes  wordes,  and  not  mine ; 
I  can  non  harme  of  no  woman  devine. 

Faire  in  the  sond,  to  bath  hire  merily, 
Lith  Pertelote,  and  all  hire  Busters  by, 
Agein  the  sonne,  and  Chaunteclere  so  free 
Sang  merier  than  the  Mermaid  in  the  see, 
For  Phisiologus  sayth  sikerly, 
How  that  they  singen  wel  and  merily. 

And  so  befell  that  as  he  cast  his  eye 
Among  the  wortes  on  a  boterflie, 
He  was  ware  of  this  fox  that  lay  ful  low. 
Nothing  ne  list  him  thanne  for  to  crow, 
But  cried  anon  cok,  cok,  and  up  he  sterte, 
As  man  that  was  affraied  in  his  herte. 
For  naturelly  a  beest  desireth  flee 
Fro  his  contrarie,  if  he  may  it  see, 
Though  he  never  erst  had  seen  it  with  his  eye. 

This  Chaunteclere,  whan  he  gan  him  espie, 
He  wold  han  fled,  but  that  the  fox  anon 
Said  ;  gentil  sire,  alas  I  what  wol  ye  don  ? 
Be  ye  affraid  of  me  that  am  your  frend  ! 
Now  certes,  I  were  werse  than  any  fend, 
If  I  to  you  wold  harme  or  vilanie. 
I  n'am  not  come  your  conseil  to  espie. 
But  trewely  the  cause  of  my  coming 
Was  only  for  to  herken  how  ye  sing  : 
For  trewely  ye  han  as  mery  a  steven, 
As  any  angel  hath,  that  is  in  heven  ; 
Ther  with  ye  han  of  musike  more  feling, 
Than  had  Boece,  or  any  that  can  sing. 
My  lord  your  fader  (God  his  soule  blesse) 
And  eke  your  moder  of  hire  gentillesse 
Han  in  myn  hous  yben,  to  my  gret  ese  . 
And  certes,  sire,  ful  fain  wold  I  you  plese. 
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But  for  men  speke  of  singing,  I  wol  sey, 
So  mote  I  bronken  wel  min  eyen  twey, 
Save  you,  neherd  I  never  man  so  sing, 
As  did  your  fader  in  the  morwening. 
Certes  it  was  of  herte  all  that  he  song. 
And  for  to  make  his  wis  the  more  strong, 
He  wold  so  peine  him,  that  with  both  his  eyen 
He  muste  wmke,  so  loud  he  wolde  crien, 
And  stonden  on  his  tiptoon  therwithal, 
And  stretchen  forth  his  necke  long  and  smal. 
And  eke  he  was  of  swiche  discretion, 
That  ther  n'as  no  man  in  no  region, 
That  him  in  song  or  wisdom  mighte  passe. 
I  have  wel  red  in  dan  Burnel  the  asse 
Among  his  vers,  how  that  ther  was  a  cok, 
That,  for  a  preestes  sone  yave  him  a  knok 
Upon  his  leg,  while  he  was  yonge  and  nice, 
He  made  him  for  to  lese  his  benefice. 
But  certain  ther  is  no  comparison 
Betwix  the  wisdom  and  discretion 
Of  youre  fader,  and  his  subtilitee. 
Now  singeth,  sire,  for  Seinte  Charitee, 
Let  see,  can  ye  your  fader  contrefete ! 

This  Chaunteclere  his  winges  gan  to  bete, 
As  man  that  coud  not  his  treson  espie, 
So  was  he  ravished  with  his  flaterie. 

Alas  !  ye  lordes,  many  a  false  flatour 
Is  in  your  court,  and  many  a  losengeour, 
That  pleseth  you  wel  more,  by  my  faith, 
Than  he  that  sothfastnesse  unto  you  saith. 
Redeth  Ecclesiast  of  flaterie, 
Beth  ware,  ye  lordes,  of  hire  trecherie. 

This  Chaunteclere  stood  high  upon  his  toos 
Stretching  his  necke,  and  held  his  eyen  cloos, 
And  gan  to  crowen  loude  for  the  nones : 
And  dan  Russel  the  fox  stert  up  at  ones. 
And  by  the  gargat  hente  Chaunteclere, 
And  on  his  back  toward  the  wood  him  bere. 
For  yet  ne  was  ther  no  man  that  him  sued. 

O  destinee,  that  maist  not  ben  eschued  ! 
Alas,  that  Chaunteclere  flew  fro  the  bemes  ! 
Alas,  his  wif  ne  raughte  not  of  dremes  ! 
And  on  a  Friday  fell  all  this  meschance. 

O  Venus,  that  art  goddesse  of  plesance, 
Sin  that  thy  servant  was  this  Chaunteclere, 
And  in  thy  service  did  all  his  powere, 
More  for  delit,  than  world  to  tnultiplie, 
Why  wolt  thou  suffre  him  on  thy  day  to  die ! 

O  Gaufride,  dere  maister  soverain, 
That,  whan  thy  worthy  king  Richard  was  slain 
With  shot,  complainedest  his  deth  so  sore, 
Why  ne  had  I  now  thy  science  and  thy  lore, 
The  Friday  for  to  chiden,  as  did  ye  t 
( For  on  a  Friday  sothly  slain  was  he) 
Than  wold  I  shew  yuu  how  that  I  coud  plaine, 
For  Chauntecleres  drede,  and  for  his  paine. 

Certes  swiche  cry,  ne  lamentation 
N'as  never  of  ladies  made,  whan  I  lion 
Was  wonne.  and  Pirrus  with  his  streite  swerd 
Whan  he  had  hent  king  Priam  by  the  herd, 
And  slain  him,  (as  saith  us  Eneido*) 
As  maden  all  the  hcnnes  in  the  cloos, 
Whan  they  had  seen  of  Chaunteclere  the  sight. 
But  soverainly  dame  Pertelote  shright, 
Ful  louder  than  did  Hasdruballes  wif, 
Whan  that  hire  husbond  hadde  ylost  his  lif, 
And  that  the  Romaines  hadden  brent  Cartage, 
She  was  so  ful  of  turment  and  of  rage, 
That  wilfully  into  the  fire  she  sterte, 
And  brent  hireselven  with  a  stedfast  herte. 


O  woful  hennee,  right  so  criden  ye, 
As,  whan  that  Nero  brente  the  citee 
Of  Rome,  cried  the  senatoures  wives, 
For  that  hir  husbonds  losten  alio  hir  lives  ; 
Wi  thou  ten  gilt  this  Nero  hath  hem  slain. 

Now  wol  I  turne  unto  my  tale  again. 
The  sely  widewe,  and  hire  aoughtren  two, 
Herden  thise  hennee  crie  and  maken  wo, 
And  out  at  the  dores  sterten  they  anon, 
And  saw  the  fox  toward  the  wode  is  gun, 
And  bare  upon  his  back  the  cok  away : 
They  crieden,  out !  harow  and  wala  wa ! 
A  ha  the  fox  !  and  after  him  they  ran, 
And  eke  with  staves  many  another  man  ; 
Ran  Colle  our  dogge,  and  Talbot,  and  Gerlond, 
And  Malkin,  with  hire  distaf  in  hire  hond  ; 
Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  eke  the  veray  hogges 
So  fered  were  for  berking  of  the  dogges, 
And  shouting  of  the  men  and  women  eke, 
They  ronnen  so,  hem  thought  hir  hertes  breke. 
They  yelleden  as  fendes  don  in  helle  : 
The  dokes  crieden  as  men  wold  hem  quelle : 
The  gees  for  fere  flewen  over  the  trees, 
Out  of  the  hive  came  the  swarme  of  bees, 
So  hidous  was  the  noise,  a  benediciU! 
Certes  he  Jakke  Straw,  and  his  meinie, 
Ne  maden  never  shoutes  half  so  shrille, 
Whan  that  they  wolden  any  Fleming  kille, 
As  thilke  day  was  made  upon  the  fox. 
Of  bras  they  broughten  beemes  and  of  box, 
Of  horn  and  bone,  in  which  they  blew  and  pooped, 
And  therwithal  they  shriked  and  they  hooped ; 
It  semed,  as  that  the  heven  shulde  mile. 

Now,  goode  men,  I  pray  you  herkeneth  alle ; 
Lo,  how  fortune  turneth  sodenly 
The  hope  and  pride  eke  of  hire  enemy. 
This  cok  that  lay  upon  the  foxes  bake, 
In  all  his  drede,  unto  the  fox  he  spake, 
And  sayde ;  sire,  if  that  I  were  as  ye, 
Yet  wolde  I  sayn,  (as  wisly  God  helpe  me) 
Turneth  agein,  ye  proude  cherles  alle ; 
A  veray  pestilence  upon  you  falle. 
Now  am  I  come  unto  the  wodes  side, 
Maugre  your  hed,  the  cok  shal  here  abide ; 
I  wol  him  ete  in  faith,  and  that  anon. 

The  fox  answered,  in  faith  it  shal  be  don : 
And  as  he  spake  the  word,  al  sodenly 
The  cok  brake  from  his  mouth  deliverly, 
And  high  upon  a  tree  he  flew  anon. 

And  whan  the  fox  saw  that  the  cok  was  goo, 
Alas  1  quod  he,  o  Chaunteclere,  alas ! 
I  have  (quod  he)  ydon  to  you  trespas, 
In  as  moche  as  I  maked  you  aferd, 
Whan  I  you  hente,  and  brought  out  of  your  yard; 
But,  sire,  I  did  it  in  no  wikke  entente : 
Come  doun,  and  I  shal  tell  you  what  I  mente. 
I  shal  say  so  the  to  you,  God  helpe  me  so. 

Nay  than,  quod  he,  I  shrewe  us  bothe  two. 
And  first  I  shrewe  myself,  bothe  blood  and  booes* 
If  thou  begile  me  oftener  than  ones. 
Thou  shalt  no  more  thurgh  thy  flaterie 
Do  me  to  sing  and  winken  with  myn  eye. 
For  he  that  winketh,  whan  he  shulde  see, 
Al  wilfully,  God  let  him  never  the. 

Nay,  quod  the  fox,  but  God  yeve  him  meachaBet, 
That  is  so  indiscrete  of  governance, 
That  jangleth,  whan  that  he  shuld  hold  his  past 

Lo,  which  it  is  for  to  be  reccheles 
And  negligent,  and  trust  on  flaterie. 
But  ye  that  holden  this  tale  a  folic, 
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&,  or  of  a  cok,  or  hen, 

e  moralitee  therof, good  men. 

Poule  sayth,  That  all  that  writen  is, 

ctrine  it  is  ywritten  vwis. 

9  fruit,  and  let  the  chaf  be  stille. 

>ode  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  wille, 

ny  Lord,  so  make  us  all  good  men  ; 

;  us  to  thy  highe  blisse.  Amen, 

nnes  Preest,  our  hoste  sayd  anon, 
be  thy  breche  and  every  ston  ; 
&  mery  tale  of  Chaunteclere. 
r  troathe,  if  thou  were  seculere, 


Thou  woldest  ben  a  tredefoule  a  right : 
For  if  thou  have  corage  as  thou  hast  might, 
Thee  were  nede  of  hennes,  as  I  wene, 
Ye  mo  than  seven  times  seventene. 
Se,  whiche  braunes  hath  this  gentil  preest, 
So  gret  a  necke,  and  swiche  a  large  breest  t 
He  loketh  as  a  sparhauk  with  his  eyen  ; 
Him  nedeth  not  his  colour  for  to  dien 
With  Brasil,  ne  with  grain  of  Portingale, 

But,  sire,  faire  falle  you  for  your  tale. 
And  after  that,  he  with  ful  mery  chere 
Sayd  to  another,  as  ye  shulen  here. 

*  *  *  *  * 
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itre  and  the  norice  unto  vices, 

it  men  clepe  in  English  idelnesse, 

or  at  the  gate  is  of  delices, 

o,  and  by  hire  contrary  hire  oppresse, 

sain,  by  leful  besinesse, 

te  we  to  don  al  our  entente, 

the  fend  thurgh  idelnesse  us  hente. 

that  with  his  thousand  cordes  slie 
y  us  waiteth  to  beclappe, 
may  man  in  idelnesse  espie, 
lightly  cacche  him  in  his  trappe, 
man  be  hent  right  by  the  lappe, 
»t  ware  the  fend  hath  him  in  bond  : 
;  us  werche,  and  idelnesse  withstood. 

mgh  men  dradden  never  for  to  die, 

en  wel  by  reson  douteles, 

esse  is  rote  of  slogardie, 

ther  never  cometh  no  good  encrees, 

lat  slouthe  holdeth  hem  in  a  lees, 

>pe,  and  for  to  ete  and  drinke, 

vouren  all  that  other  swinke. 

•  to  put  us  from  swiche  idelnesse, 
5  is  of  so  gret  confusion, 
re  don  my  feithful  besinesse 
Legende  in  translation 
by  glorious  lif  and  passion, 
thy  gerlond,  wrought  of  rose  and  lilie, 
e  I,  maid  and  martir  Seinte  Cecil  ie. 

m,  that  arte  floure  of  virgines  ail, 
that  Bernard  list  so  wel  to  write, 
my  beginning  first  I  call, 
fort  of  us  wretches,  do  me  endite 
his  deth,  that  wan  thurgh  hire  merite 
il  lif,  and  over  the  fend  victorie, 
tay  after  reden  in  hire  storie. 

aide  and  mother,  doughter  of  thy  son, 
of  mercy,  sinful  soules  cure, 
that  God  of  bountee  chees  to  won  ; 
ble  and  high  over  every  creature, 
edest  so  fer  forth  our  nature, 
Bsdaine  the  maker  had  of  kinde 
i  blood  and  flesh  to  clothe  and  winde. 


Within  the  cloystre  blisful  of  thy  sides, 
Toke  mannes  shape  the  eternal  love  and  pees, 
That  of  the  trine  compas  Lord  and  gide  is, 
Whom  erthe,  and  see,  and  heven  out  of  relees 
Ay  herien ;  and  thou,  virgine  wemmeles, 
Bare  of  thy  body  (and  dweltest  maiden  pure) 
The  creatour  of  every  creature. 

Assembled  is  in  thee  magnificence 
With  mercy,  goodnesse,  and  with  swiche  pitee, 
That  thou,  that  art  the  sonne  of  excellence, 
Not  only  helpest  hem  that  praien  thee, 
But  oftentime  of  thy  benignitee 
Ful  freely,  or  that  men  thin  helpe  beseche, 
Thou  goest  beforne,  and  art  hir  lives  leche. 

Now  helpe,  thou  meke  and  blisful  faire  maide, 
Me  flemed  wretch,  in  this  desert  of  gaJle  ; 
Thinke  on  the  woman  Cananee,  that  saide 
That  whelpes  eten  som  of  the  cromes  alle 
That  from  hir  Lordes  table  ben  yfalle ; 
And  though  that  I,  unworthy  sone  of  Eve, 
Be  sinful,  yet  accepteth  my  beleve. 

And  for  that  feith  is  ded  withouten  werkes, 
So  for  to  werken  yeve  me  wit  and  space, 
That  I  be  quit  from  thennes  that  most  derke  is  ; 
O  thou,  that  art  so  faire  and  ful  of  grace, 
Be  thou  min  advocat  in  that  high  place, 
Ther  as  withouten  ende  is  songe  Osanne, 
Thou  Cristes  mother,  doughter  dere  of  Anne. 

And  of  thy  light  my  soule  in  prison  light, 
That  troubled  is  by  the  contagion 
Of  my  body,  and  also  by  the  wight 
Of  erthly  lust,  and  false  affection  : 
0  haven  of  refute,  o  salvation 
Of  hem  that  ben  in  sorwe  and  in  distresse, 
Now  help,  for  to  my  werk  I  wol  me  dresse. 

Yet  pray  I  von  that  reden  that  I  write, 
Foryeve  me,  that  I  do  no  diligence 
This  ilke  storie  subtilly  to  endite. 
For  both  have  I  the  wordes  and  sentence 
Of  him,  that  at  the  seintes  reverence 
The  storie  wrote,  and  folowed  hire  legende, 
And  pray  you  that  ye  wol  my  werk  amende. 
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First  wol  I  you  the  name  of  Seinte  Cecilie 
Expoune,  as  men  may  in  hire  storie  see  : 
It  is  to  sayn  in  English,  Hevens  lilie, 
For  pure  chastnesse  of  virginitee, 
Or  for  she  whitnesse  had  of  honestee, 
And  grene  of  conscience,  and  of  good  fame 
The  swote  savour,  Lilie  was  hire  name. 

Or  Cecilie  is  to  sayn  the  way  to  blinde, 
For  she  ensample  was  by  good  teching  ; 
Or  elles  Cecilie,  as  I  writen  finde, 
Is  joined  by  a  maner  conjoining 
Of  heven  and  Lia,  and  here  in  figuring 
The  heven  is  set  for  thought  of  holinesse, 
And  Lia,  for  hire  lasting  besinesse. 

Cecilie  may  eke  be  sayd  in  this  manere, 
Wanting  of  blindnesse,  for  hire  grete  light 
Of  sapience,  and  for  hire  thewes  clere. 
Or  elles  lo,  this  maidens  name  bright 
Of  heven  and  Leas  cometh,  for  which  by  right 
Men  might  hire  wel  the  heven  of  peple  calle, 
EnsampTo  of  good  and  wise  werkes  alle  : 

For  Leos  peple  in  English  is  to  say ; 
And  right  as  men  may  in  the  heven  Bee 
The  sonne  and  mone,  and  sterres  every  way, 
Right  so  men  gostly,  in  this  maiden  free 
Sawen  of  faith  the  magnanimitee, 
And  eke  the  clerenesse  hole  of  sapience, 
And  sondry  werkes,  bright  of  excellence. 

And  right  so  as  thise  Philosophres  write, 
That  heven  is  swift  and  round,  and  eke  brenning, 
Right  so  was  faire  Cecilie  the  white 
Ful  swift  and  besy  in  every  good  werking, 
And  round  and  hole  in  good  persevering, 
And  brenning  ever  in  charitee  ful  bright : 
Now  have  I  you  declared  what  she  hight 

This  maiden  bright  Cecile,  as  hire  lif  saith, 
Was  come  of  Romaines  and  of  noble  kind, 
And  from  hire  cradle  fostred  in  the  faith 
Of  Crist,  and  bare  his  Gospel  in  hire  mind  : 
She  never  cesed,  as  I  writen  find, 
Of  hire  prayere,  and  God  to  love  and  drede, 
Beseching  him  to  kepe  hire  maidenhede. 

And  whan  this  maiden  ahuld  until  a  man 
Ywedded  be,  that  was  ful  youge  of  age, 
Which  that  ycleped  was  Valerian, 
And  day  was  comen  of  hire  marriage, 
She  ful  devout  and  humble  in  hire  corage, 
Under  hire  robe  of  gold,  that  sat  ful  faire, 
Had  next  hire  flesh  yclad  hire  in  an  haire. 

And  while  that  the  organs  maden  melodie, 
To  God  alone  thus  in  hire  hert  song  she ; 
O  Lord,  my  soule  and  eke  my  body  gie 
Unwemmed,  lest  that  I  confounded  be. 
And  for  his  love  that  died  upon  the  tree, 
Every  second  or  thridde  day  she  fast, 
Ay  bidding  in  hire  orisons  ful  fast. 

The  night  came,  and  to  bedde  must  she  gon 
With  hire  husbond,  as  it  is  the  manere, 
And  prively  she  said  to  him  anon  ; 
O  swete  and  wel  beloved  spouse  dere, 
Ther  is  a  conseil,  and  ye  wol  it  here, 
Which  that  right  fayn  I  wold  unto  you  saie, 
So  that  ye  swere,  ye  wol  it  not  bewraie. 


Valerian  gan  last  unto  hire  swere, 
That  foi  no  cas,  ne  thing  that  mighte  be, 
He  shulde  never  to  non  bewraien  here  ; 
And  than  at  erst  thus  to  him  saide  she  ; 
I  have  an  Angel  which  that  loveth  me, 
That  with  gret  love,  wher  so  I  wake  or  slepe, 
Is  redy  ay  my  body  for  to  kepe  ; 

And  if  that  he  may  felen  out  of  drede, 
That  ye  me  touch  or  love  in  vilanie, 
He  right  anon  wol  sleen  you  with  the  dede, 
And  in  your  youthe  thus  ye  sholden  die. 
And  if  that  ye  in  dene  love  me  gie, 
He  wol  you  love  as  me,  for  your  clenenesse, 
And  shew  to  you  his  joye  and  his  brightness. 

This  Valerian,  corrected  as  God  wold, 
Answerd  again,  if  I  shal  trusten  thee, 
Let  me  that  angel  seen,  and  him  behold ; 
And  if  that  it  a  veray  angel  be, 
Than  wol  I  don  as  thou  hast  prayed  me ; 
And  if  thou  love  another  man,  foraothe 
Right  with  this  swerd  than  wol  I  alee  you  bothe. 

Cecile  answerd  anon  right  in  this  wise ; 
If  that  you  list,  the  angel  shul  ye  see, 
So  that  ye  trowe  on  Crist,  and  you  baptise ; 
Goth  forth  to  Via  Apia  (quod  she) 
That  fro  this  toun  ne  stant  but  miles  three, 
And  to  the  poure  folkes  that  ther  dwellen 
Say  hem  right  thus,  as  that  I  shal  you  tellen. 

Tell  hem,  that  I  Cecile  you  to  hem  sent 
To  shewen  you  the  good  Urban  the  old, 
For  secree  nedes,  and  for  good  entant ; 
And  whan  that  ye  Seint  Urban  ban  behold, 
Tell  him  the  wordes  whiche  I  to  you  told  ; 
And  whan  that  he  hath  purged  you  fro  sums, 
Than  shal  ye  seen  that  angel  er  ye  twinne. 

Valerian  is  to  the  place  gon, 
And  right  as  he  was  taught  by  hire  lerning, 
He  fond  this  holy  old  Urban  anon 
Among  the  seintes  buriels  louting  : 
And  he  anon  withouten  tarying 
Did  his  message,  and  whan  that  he  it  tolde, 
Urban  for  joye  his  hondes  gan  upholde. 

The  teres  from  his  eyen  let  he  falle  ; 
Almighty  Lord,  o  Jesu  Crist,  quod  he, 
Sower  of  chast  conseil,  hierde  of  us  alle, 
The  fruit  of  thilke  seed  of  chastitee 
That  thou  hast  sow  in  Cecile,  take  to  thee : 
Lo,  like  a  besy  bee  withouten  gile 
Thee  serveth  ay  thin  owen  thral  Cecile. 

For  thilke  spouse,  that  she  toke  but  newe 
Ful  like  a  fiers  leon,  she  sendeth  here 
As  meke  as  ever  was  any  lambe  to  ewe. 
And  with  that  word  anon  ther  gan  apere 
An  old  man,  clad  in  white  clothes  clere, 
That  had  a  book  with  lettres  of  gold  in  hond, 
And  gan  beforne  Valerian  to  stond. 

Valerian,  as  ded,  fell  doun  for  drede. 
Whan  he  him  saw  ;  and  he  up  bent  him  tho, 
And  on  his  book  right  thus  he  gan  to  rede ; 
On  Lord,  on  faith,  on  God  withouten  mo, 
On  Cristendom,  and  fader  of  all  also 
Aboven  all,  and  over  all  every  wher : 
Thise  wordes  all  with  gold  ywriten  were. 
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i  this  was  red,  than  said  this  olde  man, 
thou  this  thing  or  no !  say  ye  or  nay. 
11  this  thing,  quod  Valerian, 
ler  thing  than  this,  I  dare  wel  say, 
he  heven  no  wight  thinken  may. 
tished  the  olde  man,  he  n'iste  wher, 
pe  Urban  him  cristened  right  ther. 

ian  goth  home,  and  fint  Cecilie 
his  chambre  with  an  angel  stonde : 
gel  had  of  roses  and  of  lilie 
two,  the  which  he  bare  in  honde, 
it  to  Cecile,  as  I  understonde, 
that  on,  and  after  gan  he  take 
tier  to  Valerian  hire  make. 

body  clone,  and  with  unwemmed  thought 

ay  wel  thise  corones  two,  quod  he, 

aradis  to  you  I  hare  hem  brought, 

srmone  shul  they  roten  be, 

hir  swete  savour,  trusteth  me, 

t  wight  shal  seen  hem  with  his  eye, 

be  chaste,  and  hate  vilanie. 

iiou,  Valerian,  for  thou  so  sone 

dest  to  ^ood  conseil,  also 

^  thee  bat,  and  thou  shalt  han  thy  bone. 

t  brother,  quod  Valerian  tho, 

this  world  I  love  no  man  so, 

rou  that  my  brother  may  have  grace 

w  the  trouth,  as  I  do  in  this  place. 

ngel  sayd  ;  God  liketh  thy  request, 
the  with  the  palrae  of  martirdome 
len  come  unto  his  blisful  rest. 
Ji  that  word,  Tiburce  his  brother  come, 
an  that  he  the  savour  undernome, 
that  the  roses  and  the  lilies  cast, 
his  herte  he  gan  to  wonder  fast, 

aid  ;  I  wonder  this  time  of  the  yere 
»  that  swete  savour  cometh  so 
i  and  lilies,  that  I  smelle  here  ; 
ugh  I  had  hem  in  min  hondes  two, 
our  might  in  me  no  deper  go : 
ste  smel,  that  in  min  herte  1  find, 
tanged  me  all  in  another  kind. 

ian  aside  ;  two  corones  han  we 
hite  and  rose-red,  that  shinen  clere, 
that  thin  eyen  han  no  might  to  see : 
thou  smallest  hem  thurgh  my  praiere, 
.  thou  seen  hem,  leve  brother  dere, 
be  thou  wolt  withouten  elouthe 
uright,  and  know  the  veray  trouthe. 

•ce  answered ;  saiest  thou  this  to  me 

lease,  or  in  dreme  herken  I  this  1 

ies,  quod  Valerian,  han  we  be 

is  time,  brother  min,  ywis  : 

r  at  erst  in  trouthe  our  dwelling  is. 

mt  thou  this,  quod  Tiburce,  in  what  wise  ! 

alerian  ;  that  shal  I  thee  devise. 

jigel  of  God  hath  me  the  trouth  ytaught, 
thou  shalt  seen,  if  that  thou  wilt  reney 
lea,  and  be  dene,  and  elles  naught 
'  the  miracle  of  thise  corones  twey 
morose  in  his  preface  list  to  sey  ; 
icly  this  noble  doctour  dere 
ideth  it,  and  saith  in  this  manere. 


The  palme  of  martirdome  for  to  receive, 
Seinte  Cecilie,  fulfilled  of  Goddes  yeft, 
The  world  and  eke  hire  chambre  gan  she  weive  ; 
Witnesse  Tiburces  and  Ceciles  shrift, 
To  which  God  of  his  bountee  wolde  shift 
Corones  two,  of  floures  wel  smelling, 
And  made  his  angel  hem  the  corones  bring. 

The  maid  hath  brought  thise  men  toblisse  above  -, 
The  world  hath  wist  what  it  is  worth  certain 
Devotion  of  chastitee  to  love.] 
Tho  shewed  him  Cecile  all  open  and  plain, 
That  all  idoles  n'is  but  a  thing  in  vain, 
For  they  ben  dombe,  and  therto  they  ben  deve, 
And  charged  him  his  idoles  for  to  leve. 

Who  so  that  troweth  not  this,  a  best  he  is, 
Quod  this  Tiburce,  if  that  I  shal  not  lie. 
And  she  gan  kisse  his  brest  whan  she  herd  this, 
And  was  ful  glad  he  coude  trouth  espie : 
This  day  I  take  thee  for  min  allie, 
Saide  this  blisful  faire  maiden  dere  ; 
And  after  that  she  said  as  ye  may  here. 

Lo,  right  so  as  the  love  of  Crist  (quod  she) 
Made  me  thy  brothers  wif,  right  in  that  wise 
Anon  for  mine  allie  here  take  I  thee, 
Sithen  that  thou  wolt  thin  idoles  despise. 
Goth  with  thy  brother  now  and  thee  baptise, 
And  make  thee  dene,  so  that  thou  maist  behold 
The  angels  face,  of  which  thy  brother  told. 

Tiburce  answered,  and  saide  ;  brother  dere, 
First  tell  me  whither  I  shal,  and  to  what  man. 
To  whom  !  quod  he  ;  come  forth  with  goode  chere, 
I  wol  thee  lede  unto  the  pope  Urban. 
To  Urban!  brother  min  Valerian, 
Quod  tho  Tiburce,  wilt  thou  me  thider  lede  f 
Me  thinketh  that  it  were  a  wonder  dede. 

Ne  menest  thou  not  Urban  (quod  he  tho) 
That  is  so  often  damned  to  be  ded, 
And  woneth  in  halkes  alway  to  and  fro, 
And  dare  not  ones  putten  forth  his  hed  ! 
Men  shuld  him  brennen  in  a  fire  so  red, 
If  he  were  found,  or  that  men  might  him  spie, 
And  we  also,  to  here  him  compagnie. 

And  while  we  seken  thilke  divinitee, 
That  is  yhid  in  heven  prively, 
Algate  ybrent  in  this  world  shuld  we  be. 
To  whom  Cecile  answered  boldely  ; 
Men  mighten  dreden  wel  and  skilfully 
This  lif  to  lese,  min  owen  dere  brother, 
If  this  were  living  only  and  non  other. 

But  ther  is  better  lif  in  other  place, 
That  never  shal  be  lost,  ne  drede  thee  nought : 
Which  Goddes  sone  us  tolde  thurgh  his  grace, 
That  fadres  sone  which  alle  thinges  wrought ; 
And  all  that  wrought  is  with  a  skilful  thought, 
The  gost,  that  from  the  fader  gan  procede, 
Hath  souled  hem  withouten  any  drede. 

By  word  and  by  miracle  he  Goddes  sone, 
Whan  he  was  in  this  world,  declared  here, 
That  ther  is  other  lif  ther  men  may  wone. 
To  whom  answerd  Tiburce  ;  o  suster  dere, 
Ne  saide8t  thou  right  now  in  this  manere, 
Ther  n'as  but  o  God,  lord  in  sothfastnesse, 
And  now  of  three  how  mayst  thou  bere  witnesse  1 
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That  shall  I  tel,  quod  she,  or  that  I  go. 
Right  as  a  man  hath  sapiences  three, 
Meraorie,  engine,  and  intellect  also, 
So  in  o  being  of  divinitee 
Three  persones  mowen  ther  right©  wel  be. 
Tho  gan  she  him  ful  besily  to  preche 
Of  Cristas  sonde,  and  of  his  peine©  teche, 

And  many  pointes  of  his  passion  ; 
How  Goddes  sone  in  this  world  was  withhold 
To  don  mankinde  pleine  remission, 
That  was  ybound  in  sinne  and  cares  cold. 
All  this  thing  she  unto  Tiburce  told, 
And  after  this  Tiburce  in  good  entent, 
With  Valerian  to  pope  Urban  he  went, 

That  thanked  God,  and  with  glad  herte  and  light 
He  cristened  him,  and  made  him  in  that  place 
Partite  in  his  lerning  and  Goddes  knight. 
And  after  this  Tiburce  gat  swiche  grace, 
That  every  day  he  saw  in  time  and  space 
The  angel  of  God,  and  every  maner  bone 
That  he  God  axed,  it  was  sped  ful  sone. 

It  were  ful  hard  by  ordre  for  to  sain 
How  many  wonders  Jesus  for  hem  wrought. 
But  at  the  last,  to  tellen  short  and  plain, 
The  sergeaunts  of  the  toun  of  Rome  hem  sought, 
And  hem  before  Almache  the  prefect  brought, 
Which  hem  apposed,  and  knew  all  hire  entent. 
And  to  the  image  of  Jupiter  hem  sent ; 

And  said  ;  who  so  wol  nought  do  sacrifice, 
Swap  of  his  hed,  this  is  my  sentence  here. 
Anon  thise  martyrs,  that  I  you  devise, 
On  Maximus,  that  was  an  officere 
Of  the  prefectes,  and  his  corniculere, 
Hem  hent,  and  whan  he  forth  the  seintes  lad, 
Himself  he  wept  for  pitee  that  he  had. 

Whan  Maximus  had  herd  the  seintes  lore, 
He  gate  him  of  the  tunnentoures  leve, 
And  lad  hem  to  his  hous  withouten  more  ; 
And  with  hir  preching,  or  that  it  were  eve, 
They  gonnen  fro  the  turmentours  to  reve, 
And  fro  Maxime,  and  fro  his  folk  eche  on 
The  false  faith,  to  trowe  in  God  alone. 

Cecilie  came,  whan  it  was  waxen  night, 
With  preestes,  that  hem  cristened  all  yfcre  ; 
And  afterward,  whan  day  was  waxen  light, 
Cecilie  hem  said  with  a  nil  stedfast  chere  ; 
Now,  Cristes  owen  knightes  leve  and  dere, 
Caste  all  away  the  werkes  of  durkenesse, 
And  armeth  you  in  armes  of  brightnesse. 

Ye  nan  forsoth  ydon  a  gret  bataille  ; 
Your  cours  is  don,  your  faith  han  ye  conserved  ; 
Goth  to  the  croune  of  lif  that  may  not  faille  ; 
The  rightful  juge,  which  that  ye  nan  served, 
Shal  yeve  it  you,  as  ye  han  it  deserved. 
And  whan  this  thing  was  said,  as  I  devise, 
Men  ledde  hem  forth  to  don  the  sacrifice. 

But  whan  they  weren  to  the  place  ybrought, 
To  tellen  shortly  the  conclusioun, 
They  n'olde  enoense,  ne  sacrifice  right  nought, 
But  on  hir  knees  they  setten  hem  adoun, 
With  humble  herte  and  sad  devotioun, 
And  losten  bothe  hir  hedes  in  the  place  ; 
Hir  soules  wenten  to  the  king  of  grace. 


This  Maximus,  that  saw  this  thing  betide, 
With  pitous  teres  told  it  anon  right, 
That  he  hir  soules  saw  to  heven  elide 
With  angels,  ful  of  clerenesse  and  of  light ; 
And  with  his  word  converted  many  a  wight. 
For  which  Almachius  did  him  to-bete 
With  whip  of  led,  til  he  his  lif  gan  lete. 

Cecile  him  toke,  and  buried  him  anon 
By  Tiburce  and  Valerian  softely, 
Within  hir  burying  place,  under  the  ston. 
And  after  this  Almachius  hastily 
Bad  his  ministres  fetchen  openly 
Cecile,  so  that  she  might  in  his  presence 
Don  sacrifice,  and  Jupiter  encense. 

But  they  converted  at  hire  wise  lore 
Wepten  ful  sore,  and  yaven  ful  credence 
Unto  hire  word,  and  crieden  more  and  more ; 
Crist,  Goddes  sone,  withouten  difference 
Is  veray  God,  this  is  all  our  sentence, 
That  hath  so  good  a  servant  him  to  serve : 
Thus  with  o  vois  we  trowen  though  we  starve. 

Almachius,  that  herd  of  this  doing, 
Bad  fetohen  Cecile,  that  he  might  hire  see : 
And  alderfirst,  lo,  this  was  his  axing ; 
What  maner  woman  arte  thou  f  quod  he. 
I  am  a  gentilwoman  borne,  quod  she. 
I  axe  thee,  quod  he,  though  it  thee  greve, 
Of  thy  religion  and  of  thy  bekve. 

Why  than  began  your  question  folfly, 

Quod  she,  that  woldest  two  answers  conerode 

In  o  demand !  ye  axen  lewedly. 

Almache  answerd  to  that  similitude, 

Of  whennes  cometh  thin  answering  so  rade  t 

Of  whennes  1  (quod  she,  whan  that  she  was  frefoed) 

Of  conscience,  and  of  good  faith  unfeined. 

Almachius  said  ;  ne  takeet  thou  non  bede 
Of  my  power !  and  she  him  answerd  this  ; 
Your  might  (quod  she)  ful  litel  is  to  drede ; 
For  every  mortal  mannes  power  n'is 
But  like  a  bladder  ful  of  wind  ywis : 
For  with  a  nedles  point,  whan  it  is  blow, 
May  all  the  bost  of  it  be  laid  ful  low. 

Ful  wrongfully  begonnest  thou,  (quod  he) 
And  yet  in  wrong  is  al  thy  perseverance  : 
Wost  thou  not  how  our  mighty  princes  free 
Have  thus  commanded  and  made  ordinance, 
That  every  cristen  wigh^  shal  han  penance 
But  if  that  he  his  Cristendome  withseye, 
And  gon  al  quite,  if  he  wol  it  reneye  t 

Your  princes  erren,  as  your  nobley  doth, 
Quod  tho  Cecile,  and  with  a  wood  sentence 
Ye  make  us  gilty,  and  it  is  not  Both  : 
For  ye  that  knowen  wel  our  innocence, 
For  as  moche  as  we  don  ay  reverence 
To  Crist,  and  for  we  bere  a  Cristen  name, 
Ye  put  on  us  a  crime  and  eke  a  blame. 

But  we  that  knowen  thilke  name  so 
For  vertuous,  we  may  it  not  withseve. 
Almache  answered  ;  chese  on  of  this©  two, 
Do  sacrifice,  or  Cristendom  reneye, 
That  thou  mow  now  escapen  by  that  wey. 
At  which  this  holy  blisful  fayre  maid 
Gan  for  to  laughe,  and  to  the  juge  said  : 
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*e  confuse  in  tby  nicetee, 

t  thou  that  I  reneye  innocence  f 

:en  me  a  wicked  wight  (quod  she) 

dissunuleth  here  in  audience, 

•eth  and  wodeth  in  his  advertence. 

m  Ahnachins  said  ;  Unsely  wretch, 

t  thou  not  how  far  my  might  may  stretch  1 

not  our  mighty  princes  to  me  yeven 
be  power  and  eke  anctoritee 
Leu  folk  to  dien  or  to  liven  f 
)ekeet  thou  so  proudly  than  to  me  I 
eke  nought  hut  Btedfastly,  quod  she, 
radely,  for  I  say,  as  for  my  side, 
ben  dedly  thilke  rice  of  pride. 

if  thou  drede  not  a  Both  for  to  here, 
ol  I  shewe  al  openly  by  right, 
tou  hast  made  a  ful  gret  lenng  here, 
list,  thy  princes  han  thee  yeren  might 
r  to  slee  and  for  to  quiken  a  wight, 
lat  ne  maist  but  only  lif  bereve, 
ast  non  other  power  ne  no  leve. 

hou  maist  sayn,  thy  princes  han  thee  maked 
e  of  deth ;  for  if  thou  speke  of  mo, 
est ;  for  thy  power  is  ful  naked, 
thy  beldnesse,  said  Almachius  tho, 
aifice  to  our  goddes,  er  thou  go. 
not  what  wrong  that  thou  me  proffre, 
an  sufire  it  as  a  philosophre. 

hilke  wronges  may  I  not  endure, 

on  spekest  of  our  goddes  here,  quod  he. 

aswerd ;  o  nice  creature, 

idesi  no  word  sin  thou  spake  to  me, 

ne  knew  therwith  thy  nicetee, 

it  thou  were  in  every  maner  wise 

1  officer,  a  vain  justice. 

lacketh  nothing  to  thin  utter  eyen 
ou  n'art  blind ;  for  thing  that  we  seen  alle 
a  ston,  that  men  may  wel  espien, 
e  ston  a  god  thou  wolt  it  calle. 
hee  let  thin  bond  upon  it  falle, 
t  it  wel,  and  ston  thou  shalt  it  find, 
thou  seest  not  with  thin  eyen  blind. 


i  shame  that  the  peple  shal 
icn  thee,  and  laugh  at  thy  folie  : 
innly  men  wot  it  wel  over  al, 
ghty  God  is  in  his  hevens  hie  ; 


And  thise  images,  wel  maist  thou  eepie, 
To  thee  ne  to  hemself  may  not  profite, 
For  in  effect  they  be  not  worth  a  mite. 

Thise  and  swiche  other  wordes  saide  she, 
And  he  wex  wroth,  and  bade  men  shuld  hire  lede 
Home  til  hire  house,  and  in  hire  hous  (quod  he) 
Brenne  hire  right  in  a  bath,  with  flames  rede. 
And  as  he  bade,  right  so  was  don  the  dede  ; 
For  in  a  bathe  they  gonne  hire  faste  shetten, 
And  night  and  day  gret  fire  they  under  betten. 

The  longe  night,  and  eke  a  day  also, 
For  all  the  fire,  and  eke  the  bathes  hete, 
She  sate  al  cold,  and  felt  of  it  no  wo, 
It  made  hire  not  a  drope  for  to  swete : 
But  in  that  bath  hire  hf  she  muste  lete. 
For  he  Almache,  with  a  ful  wicke  entent, 
To  sleen  hire  in  the  bath  his  sonde  sent. 

Three  strokes  in  the  nekke  he  smote  hire  tho 
The  turmentour,  but  for  no  maner  chance 
He  might©  not  smite  all  hire  nekke  atwo  : 
And  for  ther  was  that  time  an  ordinance 
That  no  man  shulde  don  man  swiche  penance, 
The  fourthe  stroke  to  smiten,  soft  or  sore, 
This  turmentour  ne  dorste  do  no  more ; 

But  half  ded,  with  hire  nekke  ycorven  ther 
He  left  hue  lie,  and  on  his  way  is  went 
The  cristen  folk,  which  that  about  hire  were, 
With  ahetes  han  the  blood  ful  faire  yhent : 
Three  dayes  lived  she  in  this  turment, 
And  never  cesed  hem  the  faith  to  teche, 
That  she  had  fostred  hem,  she  gan  to  preche. 

And  hem  she  yaf  hire  mebles  and  hire  thing, 
And  to  the  pope  Urban  betoke  hem  tho, 
And  said  ;  I  axed  this  of  heven  king, 
To  have  respit  three  dayes  and  no  mo, 
To  recommend  to  you,  or  that  I  go, 
Thise  soules  lo,  and  that  I  might  do  werche 
Here  of  min  hous  perpetuellich  a  cherche. 

Seint  Urban,  with  his  dekenes  prively 
The  body  fette,  and  buried  it  by  night 
Among  his  other  seintes  honestly  : 
Hire  hous  the  cherche  of  seinte  Cecile  hight 
Seint  Urban  halowed  it,  as  he  wel  might, 
In  which  unto  this  day  in  noble  wise 
Men  don  to  Crist  and  to  his  seinte  i 
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bat  tolde  was  the  lif  of  seinte  Cecile, 
ad  ridden  fully  five  mile, 
;hton  under  blee  us  gan  atake 
that  clothed  was  in  clothes  blake, 
lernethe  he  wered  a  white  surplis. 
tney,  which  that  was  al  pomelee  gris, 


So  swatte,  that  it  wonder  was  to  see, 
It  semed  as  he  had  priked  miles  three. 
The  horse  eke  that  his  yeman  rode  upon, 
So  swatte,  that  unnethes  might  he  gon. 
About  the  peytrel  stood  the  fome  ful  hie, 
He  was  of  fome  as  flecked  as  a  pie. 
A  male  tweifold  on  his  croper  lay, 
It  semed  that  he  caried  litel  array, 
Al  light  for  soramer  rode  this  worthy  man. 
And  in  my  herte  wondren  I  began 
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What  that  he  was,  til  that  I  understode, 
How  that  his  cloke  was  sowed  to  his  hode  ; 
For  which  whan  I  had  long  a  vised  me, 
Idemed  him  some  chanon  for  to  be. 
His  hat  heng  at  his  back  donn  by  a  las, 
For  he  had  ridden  more  than  trot  or  pas, 
He  had  ay  priked  like  as  he  were  wode. 
A  clote-lefe  he  had  laid  under  his  hode 
For  swete,  and  for  to  kepe  his  hed  fro  hete. 
But  it  was  ioye  for  to  seen  him  swete ; 
His  forehea  dropped,  as  a  stillatorie 
Were  ful  of  plantaine  or  of  paritorie. 
And  whan  that  he  was  come,  he  gan  to  crie, 
God  save  (quod  he)  this  joly  compagnie. 
Fast  have  I  priked  (quod  he)  for  your  sake, 
Because  that  I  wolde  you  stake, 
To  riden  in  this  mery  compagnie. 

His  yeman  was  eke  ful  of  curtesie, 
And  saide ;  Sires,  now  in  the  morwe  tide 
Out  of  your  hostelrie  I  saw  you  ride, 
And  warned  here  my  lord  and  soverain, 
Which  that  to  riden  with  you  is  ful  fain, 
For  his  disport ;  he  loveth  daliance. 
Frend,for  thy  warning  God  yeve  thee  good  chance, 
Than  said  our  hoste ;  certain  it  wolde  seme 
Thy  lord  were  wise,  and  so  I  may  wel  deme  ; 
He  is  ful  joconde  also  dare  I  leye  : 
Can  he  ought  tell  a  mery  tale  or  tweie, 
With  which  he  gladen  may  this  compagnie ! 

Who,  sire !  my  lord !   Ye,  sire,  withouten  lie, 
He  can  of  mirth  and  eke  of  jolitee 
Not  but  ynough  ;  also,  sire,  trusteth  me, 
And  ye  him  knew  al  so  wel  as  do  I, 
Ye  wolden  wondre  how  wel  and  craftily 
He  coude  werke,  and  that  in  sondry  wise. 
He  hath  take  on  him  many  a  gret  emprise, 
Which  were  ful  harde  for  any  that  is  here 
To  bring  about,  but  they  of  him  it  lere. 
As  homely  as  he  rideth  amonges  you, 
If  ye  him  knew,  it  wold  be  for  your  prow  : 
Ye  wolden  not  forgon  his  acquaintance 
For  mochel  good,  I  dare  lay  in  balance 
All  that  I  have  in  my  possession. 
He  is  a  man  of  high  discretion, 
I  warne  you  wel,  he  is  a  passing  man. 

Wel,  quod  our  hoste,  I  pray  thee  tell  me  than, 
Is  he  a  clerk,  or  non  1  tell  what  he  is. 

Nay,  he  is  greter  than  a  clerk  y  wis, 
Saide  this  yeman,  and  in  wordes  fewe, 
Hoste,  of  his  craft  somwhat  I  wol  you  shewe. 

I  say,  my  lord  can  swiche  a  subtiltee, 
(But  all  his  craft  ye  moun  not  wete  of  me, 
And  somwhat  help  I  yet  to  his  werking) 
That  all  the  ground  on  which  we  ben  riding 
Til  that  we  come  to  Canterbury  toun, 
He  coud  al  clene  turnen  up  so  doun, 
And  pave  it  all  of  silver  and  of  gold. 

And  whan  this  yeman  had  this  tale  ytolde 
Unto  our  hoste,  he  said  ;  benedicite, 
This  thing  is  wonder  mervaillous  to  me, 
Sin  that  thy  lord  is  of  so  high  prudence, 
Because  of  which  men  shulde  him  reverence, 
That  of  his  worship  rekketh  he  so  lite  ; 
His  overeat  sloppe  it  is  not  worth  a  mite 
As  in  effect  to  him,  so  mote  I  go  ; 
It  is  all  baudy  and  to-tore  also. 
Why  is  thy  lord  so  sluttish  I  thee  preye, 
And  is  of  power  better  cloth  to  beye, 
If  that  his  dede  acorded  with  thy  speche  t 
Telle  me  that,  and  that  I  thee  beseche. 


Why  !  quod  this  yeman,  wherto  axe  ye  me ! 
God  helpe  me  so,  for  he  shal  never  the  : 
(But  I  wol  not  avowen  that  I  say, 
And  therfore  kepe  it  secree  I  you  pray) 
He  is  to  wise  in  faith,  as  I  beleve. 
Thing  that  is  overdon,  it  wol  not  preve 
Aright,  as  clerkes  sain,  it  is  a  vice  ; 
Wherfore  in  that  I  hold  him  lewed  and  nice. 
For  whan  a  man  hath  overgret  a  wit, 
Ful  oft  him  happeth  to  misusen  it : 
So  doth  my  lord,  and  that  me  greveth  sore.  .. 
God  it  amende,  I  can  say  now  no  more. 

Therof  no  force,  good  yeman,  quod  our  host, 
Sin  of  the  conning  of  thy  lord  thou  wost, 
Telle  how  he  doth,  I  pray  thee  hertily, 
Sin  that  he  is  so  crafty  and  so  sly. 
Wher  dwellen  ye,  if  it  to  tellen  be  f 

In  the  subarbes  of  a  toun,  quod  he, 
Lurking  in  hemes  and  in  lanes  blind©, 
Wheraa  thise  robbonrs  and  thise  theves  by  kind* 
Holden  hir  privee  fereful  residence, 
As  they  that  dare  not  shewen  hir  presence, 
So  faren  we,  if  I  shal  say  the  sothe. 

Yet,  quod  our  hoste,  let  me  talken  to  the ; 
Why  art  thou  so  discoloured  of  thy  Dace  t 
Peter,  quod  he,  God  yeve  it  harde  grace, 
I  am  so  used  the  hote  fire  to  blow, 
That  it  hath  changed  my  colour  I  trow ; 
I  n'am  not  wont  in  no  mirrour  to  prie, 
But  swinke  sore,  and  lerne  to  muftiplie. 
We  blundren  ever,  and  poren  in  the  fire, 
And  for  all  that  we  faille  of  our  desire, 
For  ever  we  lacken  our  conclusion. 
To  mochel  folk  we  don  illusion, 
And  borwe  gold,  be  it  a  pound  or  two, 
Or  ten  or  twelve,  or  many  sommes  mo, 
And  make  hem  wenen  at  the  leste  wey, 
That  of  a  pound  we  connen  maken  twey, 
Yet  is  it  false ;  and  ay  we  ban  good  hope 
It  for  to  don,  and  after  it  we  grope  : 
But  that  science  is  so  fer  us  beforne, 
We  mowen  not,  although  we  had  it  sworn  e, 
It  overtake,  it  slit  away  so  fast ; 
It  wol  us  maken  beggers  at  the  last. 

While  this  yeman  was  thus  in  his  talking, 
This  Chanon  drow  him  nere,  and  herd  all  thing 
Which  this  yeman  spake,  for  suspecion 
Of  mennes  speche  ever  had  this  Chanon : 
For  Caton  sayth,  that  he  that  gilty  is, 
Demeth  all  thing  be  spoken  of  him  ywis : 
That  was  the  cause,  he  gan  so  nigh  him  draws 
To  his  yeman,  to  herken  all  his  sawe, 
And  thus  he  saide  unto  his  yeman  tho ; 
Hold  thou  thy  pees,  and  speke  no  wordes  mo : 
For  if  thou  do,  thou  shalt  it  dere  abie. 
Thou  sclaundrest  me  here  in  this  compagnie, 
And  eke  discoverest  that  thou  shnldest  hide. 

Ye,  quod  our  hoste,  tell  on,  what  so  betide ; 
Of  all  his  thretening  recke  not  a  mite. 

In  faith,  quod  he,  no  more  I  do  but  lite. 
And  whan  this  Chanon  saw  it  wold  not  be, 
But  his  yeman  wold  tell  his  privetee, 
He  fled  away  for  veray  sorwe  and  shame. 

A,  quod  the  yeman,  here  shal  rise  a  game  t 
All  that  I  can  anon  I  wol  you  telle, 
Sin  he  is  gon  ;  the  foule  fend  him  quelle ; 
For  never  hereafter  wol  I  with  him  mete 
For  peny  ne  for  pound,  I  you  behete. 
He  that  me  broughte  first  unto  that  game, 
Er  that  he  die,  sorwe  have  he  and  shame. 
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is  ernest  to  me  by  faith  ; 

t  I  wel,  what  that  any  man  saith  ; 

for  all  my  smert,  and  all  my  grief, 

ly  sorwe,  labour,  and  meschief, 

lever  leve  it  in  no  wise. 

de  God  my  wit  mighte  suffice 

.  all  that  longeth  to  that  art ; 

eles,  yet  wol  I  teUen  part ; 

my  lord  is  gon,  I  wol  not  spare, 

tiing  as  that  I  know,  I  wol  declare. 
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is  Chanon  I  dwelt  have  seven  yere, 
is  science  am  I  never  the  nere : 
I  had,  I  have  ylost  therby, 
I  wot,  so  han  many  mo  than  I. 
ras  wont  to  be  right  fresh  and  gay 
ng,  and  of  other  good  array, 
f  I  were  an  hose  upon  min  hed  ; 
it  my  colour  was  both  fresh  and  red, 
;  wan,  and  of  a  ledeo  hewe  ; 
it  useth,  so  shal  he  it  rewe) 
ly  swinke  yet  blered  is  min  eye ; 
1  avantage  is  to  mnltiplie  1 
ling  science  hath  me  made  so  bare, 
ave  no  good,  wher  that  ever  I  fare  ; 
I  am  endetted  so  therby 
that  I  have  borwed  trewely, 
ile  I  live,  I  shal  it  quiten  never  ; 
y  man  be  ware  by  me  for  ever, 
tner  man  that  caste th  him  therto, 
itinue,  I  hold  his  thrift  ydo  ; 
ne  God,  therby  shal  he  nat  winne, 
te  his  purse,  and  make  his  wittes  thinne. 
in  he,  thurgh  his  madnesse  and  folie, 
t  his  owen  good  thurgh  jupartie, 
exeiteth  other  folk  therto, 
lir  good  as  he  himself  hath  do. 
i  shrewes  joye  it  is  and  ese 
hir  felawes  in  peine  and  disese. 
s  I  ones  lerned  of  a  clerk  ; 
\o  charge  ;  I  wol  speke  of  our  werk. 
we  be  ther  as  we  shuln  exercise 
sh  craft,  we  semen  wonder  wise, 
aes  ben  so  clergial  and  queinte. 
ie  fire  til  that  myn  herte  feinte. 
uld  I  tellen  eche  proportion 
bs,  whiche  that  we  werchen  upon, 
re  or  six  unces,  may  wel  be, 
',  or  som  other  quantitee  t 
ie  me  to  tellen  you  the  names, 
aent,  brent  bones,  yren  squames, 
9  poudre  grounden  ben  ful  smal ! 
uu  erthen  pot  how  put  is  al, 
yput  in,  and  also  pepere, 
hise  poudres  that  I  speke  of  here, 
y covered  with  a  lampe  of  glas  1 
noche  other  thing  which  that  ther  was  ? 
be  pottes  and  glasses  engluting, 
the  aire  might  passen  out  no  thing  1 
heesy  fire,  and  smert  also, 
bat  was  made  !  and  of  the  care  and  wo, 
had  in  our  materes  subliming, 
unalgaming,  and  calcening 
ilver,  ycleped  mercuric  crude  f 
mr  ateightes  we  can  not  conclude. 


Our  orpiment,  and  sublimed  mercurie, 
Our  grounden  litarge  eke  on  the  porphurie, 
Of  ecne  of  thise  of  unces  a  certain 
Not  helpeth  us,  our  labour  is  in  vain. 
Ne,  neyther  our  spirites  ascentioun, 
Ne  our  materes  that  lien  al  fix  adoun, 
Mown  in  our  werking  nothing  us  availle  ; 
For  lost  is  all  our  labour  and  travaille, 
And  all  the  cost  a  twenty  devil  way 
Is  lost  also,  which  we  upon  it  lay. 

Ther  is  also  ful  many  another  thing, 
That  is  unto  our  craft  appertaining, 
Though  I  by  ordre  hem  nat  rehersen  can, 
Because  that  I  am  a  lewed  man, 
Yet  wol  I  telle  hem,  as  they  come  to  minde, 
Though  I  ne  cannot  set  hem  in  hir  kinde, 
As  bole  armoniak,  verdegrese,  boras ; 
And  sondry  vessels  made  of  erthe  and  glas, 
Our  urinales,  and  our  descensories, 
Viols,  croslettes,  and  sublimatories, 
Cucuribtes,  and  alembikes  eke, 
And  other  swiche  gere,  dere  ynough  a  leke, 
What  nedeth  it  for  to  reherse  hem  alle ! 
Wateres  rubifying,  and  bolles  galle, 
Arsenik,  sal  armoniak,  and  brims  ton  ! 
And  herbes  coude  I  tell  eke  many  on, 
As  egremoine,  valerian,  and  lunarie, 
And  other  swiche,  if  that  me  list  to  tarie  ; 
Our  lam  pes  brenning  bothe  night  and  day, 
To  bring  about  our  craft  if  that  we  may  ; 
Our  fourneis  eke  of  calcination, 
And  of  wateres  albification, 
Unslekked  lime,  chalk,  and  gleire  of  an  ey, 
Poudres  divers,  ashes,  dong,  pisse,  and  cley, 
Sered  pokettes,  sal  peter,  and  vitriole ; 
And  divers  fires  made  of  wode  and  cole  ; 
Sal  tartre,  alcaly,  and  salt  preparat, 
And  combust  materes,  and  coagulat ; 
Cley  made  with  hors  and  mannes  here,  and  oile 
Of  tartre,  alum,  glas,  berme,  wort,  and  argoile, 
Rosalgar,  and  other  materes  enbibing ; 
And  eke  of  our  materes  encorporing, 
And  of  our  silver  citrination, 
Our  cementing,  and  fermentation, 
Our  ingottes,  testes,  and  many  thinges  mo. 

I  wol  you  tell  as  was  me  taught  also 
The  foure  spirites,  and  the  bodies  sevene 
By  ordre,  as  oft  I  herd  my  lord  hem  nevene. 
The  firste  spirit  quiksilver  cleped  is  ; 
The  second  orpiment ;  the  tbridde  ywis 
Sal  armoniak,  and  the  fourth  brimston. 

The  bodies  sevene  eke,  lo  hem  here  anon. 
Sol  gold  is,  and  Luna  silver  we  threpe  ; 
Mars  iren,  Mercurie  quiksilver  we  clepe  : 
Saturnus  led,  and  Jupiter  is  tin, 
And  Venus  coper,  by  my  fader  kin. 

This  cursed  craft  who  so  wol  exercise, 
He  shal  no  good  have,  that  him  may  suffice, 
For  all  the  good  he  spendeth  theraboute 
He  lesen  shal,  therof  have  I  no  doute. 
Who  so  that  listeth  uttren  his  folie, 
Let  him  come  forth  and  lernen  multiplie  : 
And  every  man  that  hath  ought  in  his  cofrc, 
Let  him  appere,  and  wex  a  philosophre, 
Ascaunce  that  craft  is  so  light  to  lere. 
Nay,  nay,  God  wot,  al  be  he  monk  or  frere, 
Preest  or  chanon,  or  any  other  wight, 
Though  he  sit  at  his  book  both  day  and  night 
In  lerning  of  this  elvish  nice  lore, 
All  is  in  vain,  and  parde  moehel  more 
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To  lerne  a  lowed  man  this  subtUtee  ; 
Fie,  speke  not  therof,  for  it  wol  not  be. 
And  eonno  he  letterure,  or  conne  he  non, 
Ah  in  effect,  he  slial  finde  it  all  on  ; 
Far  bothe  two  by  my  salvation 
Concludes  in  multiplication 
Ylike  welj  whan  they  have  all  ydo  j 
This  is  to  sain,  they  fatllen  bothe  two* 

Yet  forgate  I  to  maken  rehersaile 
Or  waters  corosif,  and  of  UmaUs, 
And  of  bodies  mollification, 
And  also  of  htr  induration, 
Oiles,  ablusions,  metal  fusible, 
To  tellen  all,  wold  passen  any  bible, 
That  o  wher  is  ;  wherfore  as  for  the  beet 
Of  all  thise  names  now  wol  I  me  rest  ■ 
For  as  I  trow,  I  hare  yon  told  ynow 
To  rente  a  fend,  aJ  (oke  he  never  so  row, 

A,  nay,  let  be  ;  the  philoaophres  stou. 

For  had  we  h 

But  unto  God  of  heveo  I  make  avow, 
For  all  our  craft*  whan  we  ban  all  ydo, 
And  all  our  sleight,  he  wol  not  come  us  to. 
He  hath  ymadc  us  spend  en  mochel  good, 
For  aorwe  of  which  almost  we  waxen  wood, 
But  that  good  hope  crepe th  in  our  I 
Supposing  ever,  though  wo  sore  i 
To  ben  releved  of  him  afterward* 
Swiche  supposing  and  hope  is  sharpe  and  hard 
I  warne  you  wel  it  is  to  sekeu  ever* 
That  future  tempt  hath  made  men  dissever. 
In  trust  therof,  from  all  that  ever  they  had, 
Yet  of  that  art  they  comic  not  waxen  sad, 
For  unto  hem  it  is  a  bitter  swete  ; 
So  semeth  it ;  for  no  had  they  but  a  ahete 
Which  that  they  might  wrap  pen  hem  in  a-night, 
And  a  bratt  to  walken  in  by  day- light, 
They  wold  hem  sell,  and  spend  it  on  this  craft ; 
They  conne  not  stinten,  til  no  thing  be  laft. 
And  evermore,  wher  ever  that  they  gon, 
Men  may  hem  kenncn  by  smell  of  brimston  ; 
For  all  the  world  they  stinken  as  a  goto  ; 
Hir  savour  is  so  rammish  and  so  bote, 
That  though  a  man  a  mile  from  hem  be, 

Lo,  thus  by  smelling  and  thred-bare  array, 
If  that  men  list,  this  folk  they  knowen  may. 
And  if  a  man  wol  axe  hem  prively, 
Why  they  be  clothed  so  unthriftily, 
They  right  anon  wol  reunen  in  his  ere, 
And  eaien,  if  that  they  espied  were, 
Men  wolde  hem  sle,  because  of  hir  science  : 
Lo,  thus  thise  folk  betraien  innocence. 

Passe  over  this,  1  go  my  tale  unto. 
Er  that  the  pot  be  on  the  fire  ydo 
Of  metals  with  a  certain  quantitee, 
My  lord  hem  tempereth,  and  no  man  bat  be  ; 

iNow  he  is  gon,  I  dare  say  boldeiy] 
<or  as  men  sain,  be  can  don  craftily  ; 
A 1  gate  I  vote  wel  he  hath  swiche  a  i 
And  yet  ful  oft  he  renneth  in  a  blame ; 
And  wetc  ye  how  I  fut  oft  it  falteth  so, 
The  pot  to-breketh,  and  farewel  al)  is  go. 


Onr  walles  may  not  make  \ 
But  if  they  weren  wrought  of  lime  and  sbon  ; 
They  percen  so,  that  1  burgh  the  wall  they  gon  j 
And  aom  of  hem  sinke  doun  into  the  ground, 
nes  many  a  pound) 


And  sora  are  sea  te  red  all  the  flore  aboute ; 
Som  lepen  into  the  roof  witbouten  doute. 
Though  that  the  fend  not  in  our  sight  him  s 
I  trow  that  he  be  with  us,  thilke  shrew  e, 
in  belle,  wher  that  he  is  lord  and  sire, 
Ne  is  ther  no  more  wo,  rancour,  ne  ire. 
Whan  that  our  pet  is  broke,  as  I  have  sayd. 
Every  man  chit,  and  bolt  him  evil  apayde. 
Som  sayd  it  was  long  on  the  fire-inn  king  ; 


Som  sayd  nay,  it  was  long  on  the  blowing ; 
(Than  was  T  ford,  for  that  was  min  office) 
Straw,  quod  the  thridde,  ye  ben  lowed  and  I 
It  whs  not  tempred  as  it  ought  to  be. 
Nay,  quod  the  fourthe,  stint  and  berken  me 
Because  our  fire  was  not  made  of  bee  he, 
That  is  the  cause,  and  other  non,  so  the  icbi 
I  can  not  tell  wherun  it  was  along, 
Bat  wel  f  wot  gret  strif  is  us  among. 
What  ?  quod  my  lord,  ther  n*is  no  more  te  i 
Of  thise  perils  i  wol  beware  eftsoue. 
I  am  right  Biker,  that  the  pot  was  erased. 
Be  aa  be  may,  be  ye  no  thing  amased. 
As  usage  is,  Let  swepe  the  flore  as  s withe  ; 
Plncke  up  your  hertos  and  be  glad  and  bjitt 

The  mullok  on  an  hepe  ysweped  was, 
And  on  the  flore  yeast  a  < 
And  all  this  mullok  in  a  i 
And  sifted,  and  yptcked  many  a  t 

Farde,  quod  on,  som  what  of  oi 
Yet  is  ther  here,  though  that  we  have  not  ■ 
And  though  this  thing  mishapped  bath  as  n 
Another  time  it  may  be  wel  ynow, 
Wc  tnosten  put  our  good  in  aven ture  ; 
A  marchant  parde  may  not  ay  endure, 
Trusteth  me  wel,  in  his  prosperitee : 
Somthne  his  good  is  drenchfp  in  the  see. 
Ami  snuitim^  ^ru^tli  it  *auf  untn  ihr  laiL 

Pees,  quod  my  lord,  the  next  time  I  wol  I 
To  bring  our  craft  all  in  another  plite, 
And  but  I  do,  sires,  let  me  have  the  wits  : 
Ther  was  defaute  in  som  what,  wel  I  wot*. 

Another  sayd,  the  fire  was  over  bote, 
But  be  it  hote  or  cold,  1  dare  say  this. 
That  we  concluden  ever  more  amis  : 
We  faille  alway  of  that  which  we  wold  hav* 
And  in  our  madnesse  evermore  we  rave. 
And  whan  we  be  together  everich  on, 
Every  man  semeth  a  Salomon. 
Dot  all  thing,  which  that  shinetit  as  the  got 
Ne  is  no  gold,  as  I  have  herd  it  told  ; 
Ne  every  apple  that  is  faire  at  eye, 
Ne  is  not  good,  what  so  men  clap  or  eriev 
Right  so,  lo,  fareth  it  amonges  as. 
He  that  semeth  the  wisest  by  Jesus 
Is  most  fool,  whan  it  cometh  to  the  prefe  ; 
And  he  that  semeth  trewsst,  is  a  thefe* 
That  shal  ye  know,  or  that  I  from  you  wen 
13y  that  I  of  my  tale  have  made  an  ende. 

Ther  was  a  chanon  of  religioua 
Amonfles  us,  wold  eufect  all  a  toun, 
Though  it  as  gret  were  as  was  Ninive, 
Rome,  AUsaundre,  Troie,  or  other  f 
His  sleightes  and  his  infinite  1 


Ther  coude  no  man  writen,  as  I  gesa% 

\xn  I  thousand  ver< 


ougb  that  he 
all this  wurid 


fabeueasc  n'is  his 


(To?  in  his  tcrtne*  he  wol  him  so  windv, 
•  hk  WTcrrd**  hi  so  she  a  kinde„ 
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end  be,  as  himaelven  is. 
t  a  man  hath  he  begiled  er  this, 
if  that  he  may  live  any  while  : 
men  gon  and  riden  many  a  mile 
to  seke,  and  hare  his  acquaintance, 
ring  of  his  fake  governance, 
•a  hist  to  yeve  me  audience, 
ellen  here  in  your  presence, 
orshipful  Chanons  religious, 
th  not  that  I  sclander  your  hous, 
that  my  tale  of  a  Chanon  be. 
order  som  shrew  is  parde : 
forbede  that  all  a  compagnie 
ire  a  singular  mannes  folie. 
ler  you  is  no  thing  min  entent, 
irrecten  that  is  mis  I  ment 
was  not  only  told  for  you, 
for  other  mo  :  ye  wote  wel  how 
)ng  Cristes  aposteles  twelve 
i  no  traitour  but  Judas  himselve  : 
v  shuld  al  the  remenant  have  blame, 
les  were  1  by  you  I  say  the  same. 
f  this,  if  ye  wol  herken  me,  • 
idas  in  your  covent  be, 
h  him  betimes,  I  you  rede, 
or  Los  may  causen  any  drede. 
10  thing  displesed  I  you  pray, 
is  cas  nerkeneth  what  I  say. 

idon  was  a  preest,  an  annuellere, 

tin  dwelled  nadde  many  a  yere, 

as  so  plesant  and  so  servisable 
wif,  ther  as  he  was  at  table, 
wold  suffer  him  no  thing  to  pay 

e  ne  clothing,  went  he  never  so  gay  ; 

iding  silver  had  he  right  ynow  : 

0  force  ;  I  #ol  proceed  as  now, 
«n  forth  my  tale  of  the  Chanon, 
ughte  this  preest  to  confusion, 
rise  Chanon  came  upon  a  day 

preestes  chambre,  ther  he  lay, 
g  him  to  lene  him  a  certain 
and  he  wold  quite  it  him  again. 

a  marke,  quod  he,  but  dayes  three, 
ny  day  1  wol  it  quiten  thee. 

1  so  be,  that  thou  finde  me  false, 
day  hang  me  up  by  the  halse. 

preest  him  toke  a  marke,  and  that  as 
with, 

»  Chanon  him  thanked  often  sith, 
it  his  leve,  and  wente  forth  his  wey  : 
the  thridde  day  brought  his  money  ; 
the  preest  he  toke  his  gold  again, 
'  tint  pineal  was  wonder  glad  and  fain, 
ft**  quod  he,  nothing  anoieth  me 
•  a  man  a  noble,  or  two,  or  three, 
^hing  were  in  my  possession, 
■•*>  trewe  is  of  condition, 

breken  wol  his  day : 
SPf  JOfA  lean  never  say  nay. 

,  shuld  I  be  untrewe  t 
l  al  of  the  newe. 
r  kepe 
[  ahal  crepe 


srede. 

i  h«  H  aayde, 
'Miayde 


And,  sire,  (quod  he)  now  of  my  privetee, 
Sin  ye  so  goodlich  have  ben  unto  me, 
And  kithed  to  me  so  gret  gentillesse, 
Somwhat,  to  quiten  with  your  kindenesse, 
I  wol  you  shewe,  and  if  you  lust  to  lere 
I  wol  you  techen  pleinly  the  manere, 
How  I  can  werken  in  philosophie. 
Taketh  good  heed,  ye  shuln  wel  sen  at  eye, 
That  I  wol  do  a  maistrie  or  I  go. 

Ye !  quod  the  preest,  ye,  sire,  and  wol  ye  so ! 
Mary  therof  I  pray  you  hertily. 

At  your  commandement,  sire,  trewelv, 
Quod  the  Chanon,  and  elles  God  forbede. 
Lo,  how  this  thefe  coude  his  service  bede. 

Ful  soth  it  is  that  swiche  profered  service 
Stinketh,  as  witnessen  thise  olde  wise ; 
And  that  ful  sone  I  wol  it  verifie 
In  this  Chanon,  rote  of  all  trecherie, 
That  evermore  delight  hath  and  gladnesse 
(Swiche  fendly  thoughtes  in  his  herte  empresse) 
How  Cristes  peple  he  may  to  meschief  bring. 
God  kepe  us  from  his  false  dissimuling. 
Nought  wiste  this  preest  with  whom  that  he  deity 
Ne  of  his  harme  coming  nothing  he  felk 
O  sely  preest,  o  sely  innocent* 
With  covetise  anon  thou  shalt  be  blent ; 
O  graceles,  ful  blind  is  thy  conceit©, 
For  nothing  art  thou  ware  of  the  disceite, 
Which  that  this  fox  yshapen  hath  to  thee  ; 
His  wily  wrenches  thou  ne  mayst  not  flee. 
Wherfore  to  go  to  the  conclusion 
That  referreth  to  thy  confusion, 
Unhappy  man,  anon  I  wol  me  hie 
To  tellen  thin  unwit  and  thv  folie, 
And  eke  the  falsenesse  of  that  other  wretch, 
As  ferforth  as  that  my  conning  wol  stretch. 

This  Chanon  was  my  lord,  ye  wolden  wene ; 
Sire  hoste,  in  faith,  and  by  the  heven  quene, 
It  was  another  Chanon,  and  not  he, 
That  can  an  hundred  part  more  subtiltee. 
He  hath  betraied  folkes  many  a  time  ; 
Of  his  falsenesse  it  dulleth  me  to  rime. 
Ever  whan  that  I  speke  of  his  falshede 
For  shame  of  him  my  chekes  waxen  rede  ; 
Algatea  they  beginnen  for  to  glowe, 
For  rednesse  have  I  non,  right  wel  I  knowe, 
In  my  visage,  for  fumes  diverse 
Of  metals,  which  ye  have  herd  me  reherse, 
Consumed  han  and  wasted  my  rednesse. 
Now  take  hede  of  this  Chanons  cursednesse. 

Sire,  quod  the  Chanon,  let  your  yeman  gon 
For  quiksilver,  that  we  it  had  anon  ; 
And  let  him  bringen  unces  two  or  three  ; 
And  whan  he  cometh,  as  faste  shul  ye  see 
A  wonder  thing,  which  ye  saw  never  er  this. 

Sire,  quod  the  preest,  it  shal  be  don  ywis. 
He  bad  his  servant  fetchen  him  this  thing, 
And  he  al  redy  was  at  his  bidding, 
And  went  him  forth,  and  came  anon  again 
With  this  quiksilver,  shortly  for  to  sain, 
And  toke  thise  unces  three  to  the  Chanoun  ; 
And  he  hem  laide  wel  and  faire  adoun, 
And  bad  the  servant  coles  for  to  bring, 
That  he  anon  might  go  to  his  werking. 

The  coles  right  anon  weren  yfet, 
And  this  Chanon  toke  out  a  crosselet 
Of  his  bosome,  and  shewed  it  to  the  preest. 
This  instrument,  quod  he,  which  that  thou  seest, 
Take  in  thyn  bond,  and  put  thyself  therin 
Of  this  quiksilver  an  unce,  and  here  begin 
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In  the  name  of  Crist  to  wex  a  philosophre. 
Ther  be  ful  fewe,  which  that  I  wolde  profre 
To  ahewen  hem  thus  muche  of  my  science  : 
For  here  shol  ye  see  by  experience, 
That  this  quiksilver  I  wol  mortifie, 
Right  in  your  sight  anon  withouten  lie, 
And  make  it  as  good  silver  and  as  fine, 
As  ther  is  any  in  your  purse  or  mine, 
Or  elles  wher  ;  and  make  it  malliable  ; 
And  elles  holdeth  me  false  and  unable 
Amonges  folk  for  ever  to  appere. 

I  have  a  ponder  here  that  cost  me  dere, 
Shal  make  all  good,  for  it  is  cause  of  all 
My  conning,  which  that  I  you  shewen  shall. 
Voideth  your  man,  and  let  him  be  therout ; 
And  shet  the  dore,  while  we  ben  about 
Our  privetee,  that  no  man  us  espie, 
While  that  we  werke  in  this  philosophic 

All,  as  he  bade,  fulfilled  was  in  dede. 
This  ilke  servant  anon  right  out  yede, 
And  his  maister  ahette  the  dore  anon, 
And  to  hir  labour  spedily  they  gon. 

This  preest  at  this  cursed  Chanons  bidding, 
Upon  the  fire  anon  he  set  this  thing, 
And  blew  the  fire,  and  besied  him  ful  fast. 
And  this  Chanon  into  the  crosselet  cast 
A  pouder,  n'ot  I  never  wherof  it  was 
Ymade,  other  of  chalk,  other  of  glas. 
Or  somwhat  elles,  was  not  worth  a  flie, 
To  blinden  with  this  preest ;  and  bade  him  hie 
The  coles  for  to  couchen  all  above 
The  crosselet ;  for  in  tokening  I  thee  love 
(Quod  this  Chanon)  thine  owenhondes  two 
Shal  werken  all  thing  which  that  here  is  do. 

Grand  mercy,  quod  the  preest,  and  was  ful  glad, 
And  couched  the  coles  as  the  Chanon  bad. 
And  while  he  besy  was,  this  fendly  wretch, 
This  false  Chanon  (the  foule  fend  him  fetch) 
Out  of  his  bosom  toke  a  bechen  cole, 
In  which  ful  subtilly  was  made  an  hole, 
And  therin  put  was  of  silver  limaile 
An  unce,  and  stopped  was  withouten  faile 
The  hole  with  wax,  to  kepe  the  limaile  in. 

And  understandeth,  that  this  false  gin 
Was  not  made  ther,  but  it  was  made  before  ; 
And  other  thinges  1  shal  tell  you  more 
Hereafterward,  which  that  he  with  him  brought ; 
Er  he  came  ther,  him  to  begile  he  thought, 
And  so  he  did,  or  that  they  went  atwin  : 
Til  he  had  torned  him,  coud  he  not  blin. 
It  dulleth  me,  whan  that  I  of  him  speke  ; 
On  his  falshede  fain  wold  I  me  awreke, 
If  I  wist  how,  but  he  is  here  and  ther, 
He  is  so  variaunt,  he  abit  no  wher. 

But  taketh  hede,  sires,  now  for  Goddes  love. 
He  toke  his  cole,  of  which  I  spake  above, 
And  in  his  hond  he  bare  it  prively, 
And  whiles  the  preest  couched  besily 
The  coles,  as  I  tolde  you  er  this, 
This  Chanon  sayde  ;  frend,  ye  don  amis  ; 
This  is  not  couched  as  it  ought  to  be, 
But  sone  I  shal  amenden  it,  quod  he. 
Now  let  me  meddle  therwith  but  a  while, 
For  of  you  have  I  pitee  by  Seint  Gile. 
Ye  ben  right  hot,  I  see  wel  how  ye  swete  ; 
Have  here  a  cloth  and  wipe  away  the  wete. 

And  whiles  that  the  preest  wiped  his  face, 
This  Chanon  toke  his  cole,  with  sory  grace, 
And  laied  it  above  on  the  midward 
Of  the  crosselet,  and  blew  wel  afterward, 


Til  that  the  coles  gonnen  fast  to  bren 

Now  yeve  us  drinke,  quod  this  Cha 
As  swithe  all  shal  be  wel,  I  undertak 
Sitte  we  doun,  and  let  us  mery  make. 
And  whanne  that  this  Chanones  been 
Was  brent,  all  the  limaile  out  of  the 
Into  the  crosselet  anon  fell  adoun  ; 
And  so  it  muste  nedes  by  resoun, 
Sin  it  above  so  even  couched  was  ; 
But  therof  wist  the  preest  nothing,  a 
He  demed  all  the  coles  ylike  good, 
For  of  the  sleight  he  nothing  unders 

And  whan  this  Alkymistre  saw  his 
Riseth  up,  sire  preest,  quod  he,  andstc 
And  for  I  wote  wel  ingot  hare  ye  noi 
Goth,  walketh  forth,  and  bringeth  a  c 
For  I  wol  make  it  of  the  same  snap, 
That  is  an  ingot,  if  I  may  have  hap. 
Bring  eke  with  you  a  bolie  or  elles  a 
Ful  of  water,  and  ye  shul  wel  see  thi 
How  that  our  besinesse  shal  thrive  a 
And  yet,  for  ye  shul  have  no  misbele 
No  wrong  conceit  of  me  in  your  abei 
I  ne  wol  not  ben  out  of  your  present 
But  go  with  you,  and  come  with  you 

The  chambre  dore,  shortly  for  to  s 
They  opened  and  shet,  and  went  hir 
And  forth  with  hem  they  caried  the  1 
And  camen  again  withouten  any  dels 
What  shuld  I  tarien  all  the  longe  day 
He  toke  the  chalk,  and  shope  it  in  thi 
Of  an  ingot,  as  I  shal  you  devise  ; 
I  say,  he  toke  out  of  his  owen  sieve 
A  teine  of  silver  (yvel  mote  he  cheve 
Which  that  ne  was  but  a  just  unce  o4 
And  taketh  heed  now  of  his  cursed  s 
He  shop  his  ingot,  in  lengthVnd  in  br 
Of  thilke  teine,  withouten  any  drede, 
So  slily,  that  the  preest  it  not  espide  : 
And  in  his  sieve  again  he  gan  it  hide 
And  from  the  fire  he  toke  up  his  mat 
And  in  the  ingot  it  put  with  mery  ch 
And  in  the  water-vessel  he  it  cast, 
Whan  that  him  list,  and  bad  the  pre< 
Loke  what  ther  is  :  put  in  thin  bond 
Thou  shalt  ther  fin  den  silver  as  I  hop 
What,  divel  of  helle  !  shuld  it  elles  b 
Shaving  of  silver,  silver  is  parde. 

He  put  his  hond  in,  and  toke  up  a 
Of  silver  fine,  and  glad  in  every  vein 
Was  this  preest,  whan  he  saw  that  it 
Goddes  blessing,  and  his  mothers  alw 
And  alle  Halwes,  have  ye,  sire  Chant 
Sayde  this  preest,  and  I  hir  malison, 
But,  and  ye  vouchesauf  to  techen  mc 
This  noble  craft  and  this  subtilitee, 
I  wol  be  your  in  all  that  ever  I  may. 

Quod  the  Chanon,  yet  wol  I  make  i 
The  second  time,  that  ye  mow  taken 
And  ben  expert  of  this,  and  in  your 
Another  day  assay  in  min  absence 
This  discipline,  and  this  crafty  scieno 
Let  take  another  unce,  quod  he  tho, 
Of  quiksilver,  withouten  wordes  mo, 
And  do  therwith  as  ye  have  don  er  tl 
With  that  other,  which  that  now  silv 

The  preest  him  besieth  all  that  eve 
To  don  as  this  Chanon,  this  cursed  no 
Commandeth  him,  and  faste  blewe  tl 
For  to  come  to  the  effect  of  his  desir 
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Chanon  right  in  the  mene  while 
wms  this  preest  eft  to  begile, 
a  countenance  in  his  hond  bare 
w  stikke,  (take  kepe  and  beware) 
nde  of  which  an  once  and  no  more 
r  limaile  pat  was,  as  before 
its  cote,  and  stopped  with  wax  wel 
epe  in  his  limaile  every  del 
le  this  preest  was  in  his  besinesse, 
won  with  his  stikke  gan  him  dresse 
won,  and  his  ponder  cast  in, 
d  erst,  (the  devil  out  of  his  skin 
Be,  I  prav  to  God,  for  his  falshede, 
ru  ever  false  in  thought  and  dede) 
b  his  stikke,  above  the  crosselet, 
b  ordained  with  that  false  get, 
eth  the  coles,  til  relenten  gan 
;  again  the  fire,  as  every  man, 
.  fool  be,  wote  wel  it  mote  nede. 
that  in  the  stikke  was  out  yede, 
be  crosselet  hastily  it  fell, 
goode  sires,  what  wol  ye  bet  than  wel  f 
tat  this  preest  was  thus  begiled  again, 
ig  nought  but  trouthe,  soth  to  sain, 
to  glad,  that  I  can  not  expresse 
mere  his  mirth  and  his  gladnesse, 
be  Chanon  he  profered  eftsone 
1  good  :  ye,  quod  the  Chanon,  sone, 
wore  I  be,  crafty  thou  shalt  me  finde : 
thee  wel,  yet  is  ther  more  behinde. 
*  any  coper  here  within  t  sayd  he. 
quod  the  preest,  I  trow  ther  be. 
t)  bete  as  som,  and  that  as  swithe. 
de  sire,  go  forth  thy  way  and  hie  the. 
at  his  way,  and  with  the  coper  he  came, 
Chanon  it  in  his  hondes  name, 
utt  coper  weyed  out  an  unce. 
9  is  my  tonge  to  pronounce, 
ter  of  my  wit,  the  doublenesse 
banon,  rote  of  all.cursednesse. 
I  frendly,  to  hem  that  knew  him  nought, 
as  fendfy,  both  in  werk  and  thought, 
b  me  to  tell  of  his  falsenesse  ; 
*les  yet  wol  I  it  expresse, 
n tent  men  may  beware  therby, 
ion  other  cause  trewely. 
;  this  coper  into  the  crosselet, 
he  fire  as  swithe  he  hath  it  set, 
in  pouder,  and  made  the  preest  to  blow, 
a  working  for  to  stoupen  low, 
1  erst,  and  all  n'as  but  a  jape  ; 
him  list  the  preest  he  made  his  ape. 
rward  in  the  ingot  he  it  cast, 
te  panne  put  it  at  the  last 
and  in  he  put  his  owen  hond  ; 
is  sieve,  as  ye  beforen  hond 
j  tell,  he  had  a  silver  teine  ; 
oke  it  out,  this  cursed  heine, 
g  this  preest  of  his  false  craft) 
te  pannes  botome  he  it  laft. 
le  water  rombleth  to  and  fro, 
ler  prively  toke  up  also 
r  teine,  (not  knowing  thilke  preest) 
t,  and  him  hente  by  the  brest, 
m  spake,  and  thus  said  in  his  game  ; 
adoun  ;  by  God  ye  be  to  blame  ; 
ae  now,  as  I  did  you  whilere  ; 
or  hond,  and  loketh  what  is  there, 
vest  toke  up  this  silver  teine  anon  ; 
ne  said  the  Chanon,  let  us  gon 


With  thise  three  teines  which  that  we  han  wrought, 
To  som  goldsmith,  and  wete  if  they  ben  ought : 
For  by  my  faith  I  n'olde  for  my  hood 
But  if  they  weren  silver  fine  and  good, 
And  that  as  swithe  wel  proved  shal  it  be. 

Unto  the  goldsmith  with  thise  teines  three 
They  went  anon,  and  put  hem  in  assay 
To  fire  and  hammer :  might  no  man  say  nay, 
But  that  they  weren  as  hem  ought  to  be. 

This  so  ted  preest,  who  was  gladder  than  he  f 
Was  never  brid  gladder  agains  the  day, 
Ne  nightingale  in  the  seson  of  May 
Was  never  non,  that  list  better  to  sing, 
Ne  lady  lustier  in  carolling, 
Or  for  to  speke  of  love  and  womanhede, 
Ne  knight  in  armes  don  a  hardy  dede 
To  stonden  in  grace  of  his  lady  dere, 
Than  hadde  this  preest  this  craft  for  to  lere ; 
And  to  the  Chanon  thus  he  spake  and  seid  ; 
For  the  love  of  God,  that  for  us  alle  deid, 
And  as  I  may  deserve  it  unto  you, 
What  shal  this  receit  cost  t  telleth  me  now. 

By  our  lady,  quod  this  Chanon,  it  is  dere. 
I  warne  you  wel,  that,  save  I  and  a  frere, 
In  Englelond  ther  can  no  man  it  make. 

No  force,  quod  he  ;  now,  sire,  for  Goddes  sake, 
What  shall  I  pay  t  telleth  me,  I  you  pray. 

Ywis,  quod  he,  it  is  ful  dere  I  say. 
Sire,  at  o  word,  if  that  you  list  it  have, 
Ye  shal  pay  fourty  pound,  so  God  me  save ; 
And  n'ere  the  frendahip  that  ye  did  er  this 
To  me,  ye  shulden  payen  more  ywis. 

This  preest  the  sum  of  fourty  pound  anon 
Of  nobles  fet,  and  toke  hem  everich  on 
To  this  Chanon,  for  this  ilke  receit 
All  his  werking  n'as  but  fraud  and  deceit 

Sire  preest,  he  said,  I  kepe  for  to  have  no  loos 
Of  my  craft,  for  I  wold  it  were  kept  cloos; 
And  as  ye  love  me,  kepcth  it  secree  : 
For  if  men  knewen  all  my  subtiltee, 
By  God  they  wolden  have  so  gret  envie 
To  me,  because  of  my  philosophic, 
I  shuld  be  ded,  ther  were  non  other  way. 

God  it  forbede,  quod  the  preest,  what  ye  say. 
Yet  had  I  lever  spenden  all  the  good 
Which  that  I  have,  (and  elles  were  I  wood) 
Than  that  ye  shuld  fallen  in  swiche  meschefe. 

For  your  good  will,  sire,  have  ye  right  good  prefe, 
Quod  the  Chanon,  and  farewel,  grand  mercy. 
He  went  his  way,  and  never  the  preest  him  sey 
After  that  day  :  and  whan  that  this  preest  shold 
Maken  assay,  at  swiche  time  as  he  wold, 
Of  this  receit,  farewel,  it  n'olde  not  be. 
Lo,  thus  bejaped  and  begiled  was  he  : 
Thus  maketh  he  his  introduction 
To  bringen  folk  to  hir  destruction. 

Considereth,  sires,  how  that  in  eche  estat 
Betwixen  men  and  gold  ther  is  debat, 
So  ferforth  that  unnetlies  is  ther  non. 
This  multiplying  so  blint  many  on, 
That  in  good  faith  I  trowe  that  it  be 
The  cause  gretest  of  swiche  scarsitee. 
Thise  philosophres  speke  so  mistily 
In  this  craft,  that  men  cannot  come  therby, 
For  any  wit  that  men  have  now  adayes. 
They  mow  wel  chateren,  as  don  thise  jayes, 
And  in  hir  termes  set  hir  lust  and  peine, 
But  to  hir  purpos  shul  they  never  atteine. 
A  man  may  lightly  lerne,  if  he  have  ought, 
To  multiplie,  and  bring  his  good  to  nought 
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Lo,  swiche  a  lucre  is  in  this  lusty  game  ; 
A  mannes  mirth  it  wol  turne  al  to  grame, 
And  emDtien  also  gret  and  hevy  pones, 
And  maken  folk  for  to  porchasen  curses 
Of  hem,  that  han  therto  hir  good  ylent. 
0,  fy  for  shame,  they  that  han  be  brent, 
Alas  I  can  they  not  flee  the  fires  hete  I 
Ye  that  it  use,  1  rede  that  ye  it  lete, 
Lest  ye  lese  all ;  for  bet  than  never  is  late : 
Never  to  thriven,  were  to  long  a  date. 
Thongh  ye  prolle  ay,  ye  shul  it  never  find : 
Ye  ben  as  bold  as  is  Bayard  the  blind, 
That  blondereth  forth,  and  peril  casteth  non  : 
He  is  as  bold  to  renne  attains  a  ston, 
As  for  to  go  besides  in  the  way : 
So  faren  ye  that  multiplien,  I  say. 
If  that  your  eyen  cannot  seen  aright, 
Loketh  that  your©  mind  lacke  not  his  sight. 
For  though  ye  loke  never  so  brode  and  stare, 
Ye  shu)  not  win  a  mite  on  that  chaffare, 
But  wasten  all  that  ye  may  rape  and  renne. 
Withdraw  the  fire,  lest  it  to  Caste  brenne  ; 
Medleth  no  more  with  that  art,  I  mene  ; 
For  if  ye  don,  your  thrift  is  gon  ful  clene. 
And  right  as  swithe  I  wol  you  tellen  here 
What  philosophies  sain  in  this  matere. 

Lo,  thus  saith  Arnolde  of  the  newe  toun, 
As  his  Rosarie  maketh  mentioun, 
He  saith  right  thus,  withouten  any  lie  ; 
Ther  may  no  man  Mercurie  mortifie, 
But  it  be  with  his  brothers  knowleching. 

Lo,  how  that  he,  which  firsts  said  tins  thing, 
Of  philosophres  father  was  Hermes : 
He  saith,  how  that  the  dragon  douteles 
Ne  dieth  not,  but  if  that  he  be  slain 
With  his  brother.   And  this  is  for  to  sain! 
By  the  dragon  Mercury,  and  non  other, 
He  understood,  and  brimstone  by  his  brother, 
That  out  of  Sol  and  Luna  were  ydrawe. 

And  therfore,  said  he,  take  heed  to  my  sawe. 


Let  no  man  bene  him  this  art  to  seche, 
But  if  that  he  the  entention  and  speche 
Of  philosophres  understonden  can  ; 
And  if  he  do,  he  is  a  lewed  man. 
For  this  science  and  this  conning  (quod  he) 
Is  of  the  secree  of  secrees  parde. 

Also  ther  was  a  disciple  of  Plato, 
That  on  a  time  said  his  maister  to, 
As  his  book  Senior  wol  bere  witnesse, 
And  this  was  his  demand  in  sothfastnesse : 
Telle  me  the  name  of  thilke  privee  ston. 

And  Plato  answerd  unto  him  anon  ; 
Take  the  ston  that  Titanos  men  name. 
Which  is  that  I  quod  he.   Magnetia  is  the  same 
Saide  Plato.   Ye,  sire,  and  is  it  thus  ? 
This  is  ignotum  per  ignotius. 
What  is  Magnetia,  good  sire,  I  pray  ! 

It  is  a  water  that  is  made,  I  say, 
Of  the  elementes  foure,  quod  Plato. 

Tell  me  the  rote,  good  sire,  quod  he  tho, 
Of  that  water,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 

Nay,  nay,  quod  Plato,  certain  thai  I  nUL 
The  philosophres  were  sworne  everich  on, 
That  they  ne  shuld  discover  it  unto  non, 
Ne  in  no  book  it  write  in  no  manere ; 
For  unto  God  it  is  so  lefe  and  dere, 
That  he  wol  not  that  it  discovered  be, 
But  wher  it  liketh  to  his  deitee 
Man  for  to  enspire,  and  eke  for  to  defends 
Whom  that  him  liketh  ;  lo,  this  is  the  ende. 

Than  thus  conclude  I,  sin  that  God  of  heven 
Ne  wol  not  that  the  philosophres  neven, 
How  that  a  man  aha!  come  unto  this  stony 
1  rede  as  for  the  best  to  let  it  gon. 
For  who  so  maketh  God  his  adversary, 
As  for  to  werken  any  thing  in  contrary 
Of  his  will,  certes  never  shal  he  thrive, 
Though  that  he  multiply  terme  of  his  live. 
And  ther  a  point ;  for  ended  is  my  tale. 
God  send  every  good  man  bote  of  his  bale. 
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Wetb  ye  not  wher  stondeth  a  litel  toun, 

Which  that  ycleped  is  Bob  up  and  doun, 

Under  the  blee,  in  Canterbury  way  t 

Ther  gan  our  hoste  to  jape  and  to  play, 

And  sayde  ;  sires,  what  1  Dun  is  in  the  mire. 

Is  ther  no  man  for  praiere  ne  for  hire, 

That  wol  awaken  our  felaw  behind  t 

A  thefe  him  might  ful  lightly  rob  and  bind. 

See  how  he  nappeth,  see,  for  cockes  bones, 

As  he  wold  fallen  from  his  hors  atones. 

Is  that  a  coke  of  London,  with  meschance  1 

Do  him  come  forth,  he  knoweth  his  penance  ; 

For  he  shal  tell  a  tale  by  my  fey, 

Although  it  be  not  worth  a  botel  hey. 

Awake  thou  coke,  quod  he,  God  yeve  thee  sorwe, 

What  aileth  thee  to  slepen  by  the  morwe  t 


Hast  thou  had  fleen  al  night,  or  art  thou  dronkc 
Or  hast  thou  with  som  queue  al  night  yswonke, 
So  that  thou  mayst  not  holden  up  thin  bed  t 

This  coke,  that  was  ful  pale  and  nothing  red, 
Sayd  to  our  hoste  ;  so  God  my  soule  blease, 
As  ther  is  falle  on  me  swiche  hevinesee, 
N'ot  I  nat  why,  that  me  were  lever  to  slepe, 
Than  the  best  gallon  wine  that  is  in  Chepe. 

Wei,  quod  the  Manciple,  if  it  may  don  ess 
To  thee,  sire  Coke,  and  to  no  wight  displese, 
Which  that  here  rideth  in  this  compagnie, 
And  that  our  hoste  wol  of  his  curtesie, 
I  wol  as  now  excuse  thee  of  thy  tale  ; 
For  in  good  faith  thy  visage  is  ful  pale : 
Thine  eyen  dasen,  sothly  as  me  thinkoth, 
And  wel  I  wot,  thy  bretn  ful  soure  stinketh, 
That  sheweth  wel  thou  art  not  wel  ^wpAWHi  : 
Of  me  certain  thou  shalt  not  ben  yglosed. 
See  how  he  galpeth,  lo,  this  dronken  wight, 
As  though  he  wold  us  swalow  anon  right. 
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ofle  thy  month,  man,  by  thy  father  kin  : 
ril  of  helle  set  his  foot  therin  t 
reed  breth  enfeeten  woll  us  alle  : 
Icing  swine,  fy,  foul  mote  thee  befalle. 
th  heed,  sires,  of  this  lusty  man, 
vete  sire,  wol  ye  just  at  the  fan  } 
me  thinketh,  ye  be  wel  yshape. 
hat  ye  have  dronken  win  of  ape, 
it  is  whan  men  playen  with  a  straw, 
with  this  speche  the  coke  waxed  all  wraw, 
the  Manciple  he  Ran  nod  fast 
Ice  of  speche  ;  and  doun  his  hors  him  cast, 
s  he  lay,  til  that  men  him  up  toke. 
s  a  faire  chivachee  of  a  coke : 
it  he  ne  had  hold  him  by  his  ladel  1 
that  he  agen  were  in  the  sadel, 
is  gret  shoving  bothe  to  and  fro 
dm  up,  and  mochel  care  and  wo, 
ddy  was  this  sely  palled  goat : 
the  Manciple  than  spake  our  host. 
ise  that  drinke  hath  domination 
tis  man,  by  my  salvation 
le  lewedly  wol  tell  his  tale, 
e  it  win,  or  old  or  moisty  ale, 
hath  dronke,  he  speketh  in  his  nose, 
eeth  fast,  and  eke  he  hath  the  pose, 
hath  to  don  more  than  y no ugh 
him  on  his  capel  out  of  the  slough  : 
e  falle  from  of  his  capel  eftsone, 
ul  we  alle  have  ynough  to  done 
5  up  his  hevy  dronken  core, 
thy  tale,  of  him  make  I  no  force, 
et,  Manciple,  in  faith  thou  art  to  nice, 
enly  to  repreve  him  of  his  vice  : 
day  he  wol  paravehture 
en  thee,  and  bring  thee  to  the  lure  : 
he  speken  wol  of  smale  thinges, 
)  pinchen  at  th  v  rekeninges, 
re  not  honest,  if  it  came  to  prefe. 
the  Manciple,  that  were  a  gret  meschefe  : 
t  he  lightly  bring  me  in  the  snare. 
I  lever  payen  for  the  mare, 
le  rit  on,  than  he  shuld  with  me  strive, 
•t  wrathen  him,  so  mote  I  thrive  ; 
it  I  spake,  I  sayd  it  in  my  board. 
*  ye  what  f  I  have  here  in  my  gourd 
ht  of  win,  ye  of  a  ripe  grape, 
it  anon  ye  shul  seen  a  good  jape, 
e  shal  drinke  therof,  if  that  I  may ; 
i  of  mv  lif  he  wol  not  say  nay. 
ertainly,  to  tellen  as  it  was, 
essell  the  coke  dranke  fast,  (alas ! 
deth  it  I  he  dranke  vnough  beforne) 
a  he  hadde  pouped  m  his  horne, 
Unciple  he  toke  the  gourd  again, 
bat  drinke  the  coke  was  wonder  fain, 
iked  him  in  swiche  wise  as  he  coude. 

rour  hoste  to  laughen  wonder  loude, 
,  I  see  wel  it  is  necessary 
it  we  gon  good  drinke  with  us  to  cary  ; 
wol  turnen  rancour  and  disese 
i  and  love,  and  many  a  wrong  apese. 
shus,  Bacchus,  blessed  be  thy  name, 
anst  turnen  ernest  into  game  ; 
and  thonke  be  to  thy  deitee. 
latere  ye  get  no  more  of  me. 
ly  tale,  Manciple,  I  thee  pray, 
ire,  quod  he,  now  herkeneth  what  I  say. 


THE  MANCIPLES  TALE. 

Whan  Phebus  dwelled  here  in  erth  adoun, 

As  olde  bookes  maken  mentioun, 

He  was  the  moste  lusty  bacheler 

Of  all  this  world,  and  eke  the  best  archer. 

He  slow  Phiton  the  serpent,  as  he  lay 

Sloping  agains  the  sonne  upon  a  day ; 

And  many  another  noble  worthy  dede 

He  with  his  bow  wrought,  as  men  mowen  rede. 

Playen  he  coude  on  every  minstralcie, 
And  singen,  that  it  was  a  melodie 
To  heren  of  his  clere  vois  the  soun. 
Certes  the  king  of  Thebes,  Amphioun,  - 
That  with  his  singing  walled  the  citee, 
Coud  never  singen  half  so  wel  as  he. 
Therto  he  was  the  semelieste  man, 
That  is  or  was,  sithen  the  world  began  ; 
What  nedeth  it  his  feture  to  descrive  f 
For  in  this  world  n'is  non  so  faire  on  live. 
He  was  therwith  fulfilled  of  gentillesse, 
Of  honour,  and  of  partite  worthinesse. 

This  Phebus,  that  was  flour  of  bachelerie, 
As  wel  in  fredom,  as  in  chivalrie, 
For  his  disport,  in  signe  eke  of  victorie 
Of  Phiton,  so  as  telleth  us  the  storie, 
Was  wont  to  beren  in  his  hond  a  bo  we. 
Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  crowe, 
Which  in  a  cage  he  fostred  many  a  day, 
And  taught  it  speken,  as  men  teche  a  jay. 
Whit  was  this  crowe,  as  is  a  snow-whit  swan, 
And  contrefete  the  speche  of  every  man 
He  coude,  whan  he  shulde  tell  a  tale. 
Therwith  in  all  this  world  no  nightingale 
Ne  coude  by  an  hundred  thousand  del 
Singen  so  wonder  merily  and  wel. 

Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  wif, 
Which  that  he  loved  more  than  his  lif, 
And  night  and  day  did  ever  his  diligence 
Hire  for  to  plese,  and  don  hire  reverence  : 
Save  only,  if  that  I  the  soth  shal  sain, 
Jelous  he  was,  and  wold  have  kept  hire  fain, 
For  him  were  loth  yjaped  for  to  be ; 
And  so  is  every  wight  in  swiche  degree  ; 
But  all  for  nought,  for  it  availeth  nought 
A  good  wif,  that  is  dene  of  werk  and  thought, 
Shuld  not  be  kept  in  non  await  certain  : 
And  trewely  the  labour  is  in  vain 
To  kepe  a  shrewe,  for  it  wol  not  be. 
This  hold  I  for  a  veray  nicetee, 
To  spillen  labour  for  to  kepen  wives  ; 
Thus  writen  olde  clerkes  in  hir  lives. 

But  now  to  purpos,  as  1  first  began. 
This  worthy  Phebus  doth  all  that  he  can 
To  plesen  hire,  wening  thurgh  swiche  plesance, 
And  for  his  manhood  and  his  governance, 
That  no  man  shulde  put  him  from  hire  grace  : 
But  God  it  wote,  ther  may  no  man  embrace 
As  to  destreine  a  thing,  which  that  nature 
Hath  naturelly  set  in  a  creature. 

Take  any  brid,  and  put  it  in  a  cage, 
And  do  all  thiu  entente,  and  thy  corage, 
To  foster  it  tendrely  with  mete  and  drinke 
Of  alle  dciutees  that  thou  canst  bethinke, 
And  kepe  it  al  so  clenely  as  thou  may  ; 
Although  the  cage  of  gold  be  never  so  gay, 
Yet  had  this  brio,  by  twenty  thousand  fold, 
Lever  in  a  forest,  that  is  wilde  and  cold, 
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Gon  eten  worraes,  and  swiche  wretchednesse. 
Fur  ever  this  brid  will  don  his  besinesse 
To  escape  out  of  his  cage  whan  that  he  may  : 
His  libertee  the  brid  desireth  ay. 

Let  take  a  cat,  and  foster  hire  with  milke 
And  tendre  flesh,  and  make  hire  couche  of  silke, 
And  let  hire  see  a  mous  go  by  the  wall, 
Anon  she  weiveth  milke  and  flesh,  and  all, 
And  every  deintee  that  is  in  that  hous, 
Swiche  appetit  hath  she  to  ete  the  mous. 
Lo,  here  hath  kind  hire  domination, 
And  appetit  flemeth  discretion. 

A  she-wolf  hath  also  a  vilains  kind  ; 
The  lewedeste  wolf  that  she  may  find, 
Or  lest  of  reputation,  wol  she  take 
In  time  whan  hire  lust  to  have  a  make. 

All  thise  ensamples  speke  I  by  thise  men 
That  ben  untrewe,  and  nothing  by  women. 
For  men  have  ever  a  likerous  appetit 
On  lower  thing  to  parforme  hir  delit 
Than  on  hir  wives,  be  they  never  so  faire, 
Ne  never  so  trewe,  ne  so  debonaire. 
Flesh  is  so  newefangle,  with  meschance, 
That  we  ne  con  in  nothing  have  plesance 
That  souneth  unto  vertue  any  while. 

This  Phebus,  which  that  thought  upon  no  gile, 
Disceived  was  for  all  his  jolitee  : 
For  under  him  another  hadde  she, 
A  man  of  litel  reputation, 
Nought  worth  to  Phebus  in  comparison : 
The  more  harme  is  ;  it  happeth  often  so  ; 
Of  which  ther  cometh  mochel  harme  and  wo. 

And  so  befell,  whan  Phebus  was  absent, 
His  wif  anon  hath  for  hire  lemman  sent. 
Hire  lemman  f  certes  that  is  a  knavish  speche. 
Foryeve  it  me,  and  that  I  you  beseche. 

The  wise  Plato  sayth,  as  ye  mow  rede, 
The  word  must  node  accorden  with  the  dede, 
If  men  shul  tellen  proprely  a  thing, 
The  word  must  cosiu  be  to  the  werking. 
I  am  a  boistous  man,  right  thus  say  I  ; 
Ther  is  no  difference  trewely 
Detwix  a  wif  that  is  of  high  degree, 
(If  of  hire  body  dishonest  she  be) 
And  any  poure  wenche,  other  than  this, 
(If  it  so  be  they  werken  both  amis) 
But,  for  the  gentil  is  in  estat  above, 
She  shal  be  cleped  his  lady  and  his  love  ; 
And,  for  that  other  is  a  poure  woman, 
She  shal  be  cleped  his  wenche  and  his  lemman  : 
And  God  it  wote,  min  owen  dere  brother, 
Men  lay  as  low  that  on  as  lith  that  other. 

Right  so  betwix  a  titleles  tiraunt 
And  an  outlawe,  or  elles  a  thefe  erraunt, 
The  same  I  say,  ther  is  no  difference, 
(To  Alexander  told  was  this  sentence) 
But,  for  the  tyrant  is  of  greter  might 
By  force  of  meinie  for  to  ele  doun  right, 
And  brcnnen  hous  and  home,  and  make  all  plain, 
Lo,  therfore  is  he  cleped  a  capitain  ; 
And,  for  the  outlawe  hath  but  sraale  meinie, 
And  may  not  do  so  gret  an  harme  as  he, 
Ne  bring  a  contree  to  so  gret  meschiefe, 
Men  clepen  him  an  outlawe  or  a  thefe. 

But,  for  I  am  a  man  not  textuel, 
1  wol  not  tell  of  textes  never  a  del ; 
I  wol  go  to  my  tale,  as  1  began. 

Whan  Phebus  wif  had  sent  for  hire  lemman, 
Anon  they  wroughten  all  hir  lust  volage. 
This  white  crowe,  that  heng  ay  in  the  cage, 


Beheld  hir  werke,  and  sayde  never  a  word  : 
And  whan  that  home  was  come  Phebus  the  lord, 
This  crowe  song,  cuckow,  cuckow,  cuckow. 

What  1  brid,  quod  Phebus,  what  song  singe* 
thou  now  t 
Ne  were  thou  wont  so  merily  to  sing, 
That  to  my  herte  it  was  a  rejoysing 
To  here  thy  voist  alas !  what  song  is  this  t 

By  God,  quod  he,  I  singe  not  amis. 
Phebus,  (quod  he)  for  all  thy  worthinesse, 
For  all  thy  beautee,  and  all  thy  gentillesse, 
For  all  thy  song,  and  all  thy  minstralcie, 
For  all  thy  waiting,  blered  is  thin  eye, 
With  on  of  litel  reputation, 
Not  worth  to  thee  as  in  comparison 
The  mountance  of  a  gnat,  so  mote  I  thrive ; 
For  on  thy  bedde  thy  wif  I  saw  him  swive. 

What  wol  you  more  I  the  crowe  anon  him  told, 
By  sade  tokenes,  and  by  wordes  bold, 
How  that  his  wif  had  don  hire  lecherie 
Him  to  gret  shame,  and  to  gret  vilanie  ; 
And  told  him  oft,  he  sawe  it  with  his  even. 

This  Phebus  gan  awayward  for  to  wrien ; 
Him  thought  his  woful  herte  brast  atwo. 
His  bo  we  he  bent,  and  set  therin  a  flo  ; 
And  in  his  ire  he  hath  his  wif  ysUin  : 
This  is  the  effect,  ther  is  no  more  to  sain. 
For  sorwe  of  which  he  brake  his  minstralcie, 
Both  harpe  and  lute,  giterne,  and  sautrie ; 
And  eke  he  brake  his  arwes,  and  his  bowe  ; 
And  after  that  thus  spake  he  to  the  crowe. 

Traitour,  quod  he,  with  tonge  of  scorpion, 
Thou  hast  me  brought  to  my  confusion  : 
Alas  that  I  was  wrought !  why  n'ere  I  dede  t 

O  dere  wif,  o  gemme  of  lustyhede, 
That  were  to  me  so  sade,  and  eke  so  trewe. 
Now  liest  thou  ded,  with  face  pale  of  hewe, 
Ful  gilteles,  that  durst  I  swere  ywia. 

0  rakel  hond,  to  do  so  foule  a  mis. 
O  troubled  wit,  o  ire  reccheles, 
That  unavised  smitest  gilteles. 

0  wantrust,  ful  of  false  suspecion, 
Wher  was  thy  wit  and  thy  discretion  f 

O,  every  man  beware  of  rakelnesse, 
Ne  trowe  no  thing  withouten  strong  witness* 
Smite  not  to  sone,  er  that  ye  weten  why, 
And  beth  avised  wel  and  sikerly, 
Or  ye  do  any  execution 
Upon  your  ire  for  suspecion. 
Alas  !  a  thousand  folk  hath  rakel  ire 
Fully  fordon,  and  brought  hem  in  the  mire. 
Alas  !  for  sorwe  I  wol  myselven  sle. 

And  to  the  crowe,  o  false  thefe,  said  be, 

1  wol  thee  quite  anon  thy  false  tale. 
Thou  song  whilom,  like  any  nightingale, 
Now  shalt  thou,  false  thefe,  thy  song  forgon, 
And  eke  thy  white  fethers,  everich  on, 

Ne  never  in  all  thy  lif  ne  shalt  thou  speke ; 
Thus  shul  men  on  a  traitour  ben  awreke. 
Thou  and  thin  ofspring  ever  shul  be  Make, 
Ne  never  swete  noise  shul  ye  make, 
But  ever  crie  ageins  tempest  and  rain, 
In  token,  that  thurgh  thee  my  wif  is  slain. 

And  to  the  crowe  he  stert,  and  that  anon, 
And  pulled  his  white  fethers  everich  on, 
And  made  him  blak,  and  raft  him  all  his  song 
And  eke  his  speche,  and  out  at  dore  him  flong 
Unto  the  devil,  which  I  him  betake  ; 
And  for  this  cause  ben  alle  crowes  blake. 

Lordings,  by  this  ensample,  I  job  praj9 
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ire,  and  Uketh  kepe  what  that  ye  say ; 

th  never  man  in  all  your  lif, 

at  another  man  hath  dight  his  wif ; 

you  haten  mortally  certain. 

lomon,  as  wise  clerkes  sain, 

i  a  man  to  kepe  his  tooge  wel ; 

[  sayd,  I  am  not  textuel. 

heles  thus  taughte  me  my  dame-; 

thinke  on  the  crowe  a  Goddes  name. 

kepe  wel  thy  tonge,  and  kepe  thy  frend  ; 
td  tonge  is  werse  than  a  fend : 
3,  from  a  fende  men  may  hem  hlesse. 
>,  God  of  his  endeles  goodnesse 
a  tonge  with  teeth,  and  lippes  eke, 
q  shuld  him  arisen  what  he  speke. 
s,  ful  often  for  to  mochel  speche 
any  a  man  hen  spilt,  as  clerkes  teche ; 
a  litel  speche  avisedly 
an  shent,  to  speken  generally, 
e,  thy  tonge  shuldest  thou  restreine 
time,  hut  whan  thou  dost  thy  peine 
e  of  God  in  honour  and  prayere. 
ste  vertue,  sone,  if  thou  wolt  lere, 
streine,  and  kepen  wel  thy  tonge  ; 
ren  children,  whan  that  they  be  yonge. 
e,  of  mochel  speking  evil  avised, 
sn  speking  had  ynough  suffised, 


Cometh  mochel  harme ;  thus  was  me  told  and  taught ; 

In  mochel  speche  sinne  wanteth  naught. 

Wost  thou  wherof  a  rakel  tonge  serveth  t 

Right  as  a  swerd  forcutteth  and  forkerveth 

An  arrae  atwo,  my  dere  sone,  right  so 

A  tonge  cutteth  frendship  all  atwo. 

A  jangler  is  to  God  abhominable. 

Rede  Salomon,  so  wise  and  honourable, 

Rede  David  in  his  Psalraea,  rede  Senek. 

My  sone,  speke  not,  but  with  thyn  hed  thou  beck, 

Dissimule  as  thou  were  defe,  if  that  thou  here 

A  janglour  speke  of  perilous  matere. 

The  Fleming  sayth,  and  lerne  if  that  thee  lest, 

That  litel  jangling  causeth  mochel  rest. 

My  sone,  if  thou  no  wicked  word  hast  said, 

Thee  thar  not  dreden  for  to  be  bewraid  ; 

But  he  that  hath  missayd,  I  dare  wel  sain, 

He  may  by  no  way  clepe  his  word  again. 

Thing  that  is  sayd  is  sayd,  and  forth  it  goth, 

Though  him  repent,  or  be  him  never  so  loth, 

He  is  his  thral,  to  whom  that  he  hath  sayd 

A  tale,  of  which  he  is  now  evil  apaid. 

My  sone,  beware,  and  be  non  auctour  newe 

Of  tidings,  whether  they  ben  false  or  trewe ; 

Wher  so  thou  come,  amonges  high  or  lowe, 

Kepe  wel  thy  tonge,  and  thinke  upon  the  crowe. 
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the  Manciple  had  his  tale  ended, 
roe  fro  the  south  line  was  descended 
,  that  it  ne  was  not  to  my  sight 
»  nine  and  twenty  as  of  hight. 
<f  the  clok  it  was  tho,  as  I  gesse, 
even  foot,  a  litel  more  or  lesse, 
iow  was  at  thilke  time,  as  there, 
ie  feet  as  my  lengthe  parted  were 
eet  equal  of  proportion, 
h  the  mones  exaltation, 
s  Libra,  alway  gan  ascende, 
rere  entring  at  the  thorpes  ende. 
eh  our  hoste,  as  he  was  wont  to  gie, 
lis  cas,  our  jolly  compagnie, 
this  wise  ;  fordings,  everich  on, 
tketh  us  no  tales  mo  than  on. 
I  is  my  sentence  and  my  decree  ; 
that  we  han  herd  of  eche  degree, 
fulfilled  is  myn  ordinance ; 

0  God  so  yeve  him  right  good  chance, 
leth  us  this  tale  lustily. 

ireest,  quod  he,  art  thou  a  vicary! 
boo  a  Person !  say  Both  by  thy  fay. 
t  thou  be,  ne  breke  thou  not  our  play ; 
ry  man,  save  thou,  hath  told  his  tale. 
I,  and  shew  us  what  is  in  thy  male, 
rely  me  thinketh  by  thy  chere, 
oldest  knitte  up  wel  a  gret  matere. 

1  Cable  anon,  for  cockes  bones. 
Person  him  answered  al  at  ones  ; 


Thou  getest  fable  non  ytold  for  me, 

For  Poule,  that  writeth  unto  Timothe, 

Repreveth  hem  that  weiven  sothfastnesse, 

And  tellen  fables,  and  swiche  wretchednesse. 

Why  shuld  I  sowen  draf  out  of  my  fist, 

Whan  I  may  sowen  whete,  if  that  me  list ! 

For  which  I  say,  if  that  you  list  to  here 

Moral  i  tee,  and  vertuous  matere, 

And  than  that  ye  wol  yeve  me  audience, 

I  wold  ful  fain  at  Cristes  reverence 

Don  you  plesance  leful,  as  I  can. 

But  trusteth  wel,  I  am  a  sotherne  man, 

I  cannot  geste,  rom,  ram,  ruf,  by  my  letter. 

And,  God  wote,  rime  hold  I  but  litel  better. 

And  therfore  if  you  list,  I  wol  not  glose, 

I  wol  you  tell  a  litel  tale  in  prose, 

To  knitte  up  all  this  feste,  and  make  an  ende  . 

And  Jesu  for  his  grace  wit  me  sende 

To  shewen  you  the  way  in  this  viage 

Of  thilke  parfit  glorious  pilgrimage, 

That  hight  Jerusalem  celestial. 

And  if  ye  vouchesauf,  anon  I  shal 

Beginne  upon  my  tale,  for  which  I  pray 

Tell  your  avis,  I  can  no  better  say. 

But  natheles  this  meditation 
I  put  it  ay  under  correction 
Of  clerkes,  for  I  am  not  textuel ; 
I  take  but  the  sentence,  trusteth  me  wel. 
Therfore  I  make  a  protestation, 
That  I  wol  standen  to  correction. 

Upon  this  word  we  han  assented  sone : 
For,  as  us  semed,  it  was  for  to  don, 
To  enden  in  som  vertuous  sentence, 
And  for  to  yeve  him  space  and  audience  ; 
a  s 
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And  bade  our  hoste  he  ahuldo  to  him  say, 
That  alle  we  to  tell  his  tale  him  pray. 

Our  hoste  had  the  wordea  for  us  alle : 
Sire  preest,  quod  he,  now  faire  you  befalle  ; 
Say  what  you  list,  and  we  shut  gladly  here. 
And  with  that  word  he  said  in  this  manere  ; 
Telleth,  quod  he,  your  meditatioun, 
But  hasteth  you,  the  sonne  wol  adoun. 
Beth  fructuous,  and  that  in  liu»l  space, 
And  to  do  wel  God  aeude  you  his  grace. 


THE  PERSONES  TALE. 

Our  sweto  Lord  God  of  heven,  that  no  man  wol 
perish,  but  wol  that  we  comen  all  to  the  know- 
leching  of  him,  and  to  the  hlittful  lif  that  is  par- 
durable,  amonesteth  us  by  the  Prophet  Jeremie, 
that  sayth  in  this  wise  :  Stondeth  upon  the  wayes, 
and  seeth  and  axetli  of  the  olde  parties  ;  that  is  to 
say,  of  olde  sentences  ;  which  is  the  good  way  : 
and  walketh  in  that  way,  and  ye  shul  finde  re. 
freshing  for  your  soules.  Many  bun  the  wayes 
spirituel  that  leden  folk  to  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist, 
and  to  the  regne  of  glory  :  of  which  wayes,  ther 
is  a  ful  noble  way,  and  wel  covenablo,  which  may 
not  faille  to  man  ne  to  woman,  that  thurgh  sinne 
hath  inisgon  fro  the  right  way  of  Jerusalem 
celestial  ;  and  this  way  is  cleped  penance ;  of 
which  man  shuld  gladly  herken  and  euqueren 
with  all  his  herte,  to  wete,  what  is  penance,  and 
whennes  it  is  cleped  penance,  and  how  many 
manere8  ben  of  actions  or  wurkings  of  penance, 
and  how  many  spices  ther  ben  of  penance,  and 
which  thinges  apperteinen  and  benoven  to  pe- 
nance, and  which  thinges  distroublen  penance. 

Sciut  Ambrose  sayth,  That  penance  is  the 
plaining  of  man  for  the  gilt  that  he  hath  don,  and 
no  more  to  do  any  thing  for  which  him  ought  to 
plaine.  And  som  doctour  sayth  :  Penance  is  tlie  I 
waymenting  of  man  that  sorweth  for  his  sinne, 
and  peineth  himself,  for  he  hath  inisdon.  Penance,  I 
with  certain  circumstances,  is  veray  repentance  of 
man,  that  holdeth  himself  in  Borwe  and  other 
peine  for  his  giltes :  and  for  he  shal  be  veray 
penitent,  he  shal  first  bcwailen  the  shines  that  he 
hath  don,  and  stedfastly  purposen  in  his  herte  to 
have  shrift  of  mouth,  and  to  don  satisfaction,  and 
never  to  don  thing,  for  which  him  ought  more  to 
bewayle  or  coraplaine,  and  to  continue  in  good 
werkes  :  or  elles  his  repentance  may  not  availe. 
For  as  Seint  Isidor  sayth  ;  he  is  a  japer  and  a 

§abber,  and  not  veray  repentant,  that  eftsones 
oth  thing,  for  which  him  oweth  to  repent. 
Weping,  and  not  for  to  stint  to  do  sinne,  may  not 
availe.  But  natheles,  men  shuld  hope,  that  at 
every  time  that  man  fallcth,  be  it  never  so  oft, 
that  he  may  arise  thurgh  penance,  if  he  have 
grace  :  but  certain,  it  is  gret  doute.  For  as  saith 
Seint  Gregorie  ;  unnethes  ariseth  he  out  of  sinne, 
that  is  charged  with  the  charge  of  evil  usage. 
And  therfore  repentant  folk,  that  stint  for  to  sinne, 
and  forlete  sinne  or  that  sinne  forlete  hem,  holy 
chirche  holdeth  hem  siker  of  hir  salvation.  And 
he  that  sinneth,  and  veraily  repenteth  him  in  his 
last  day,  holy  chirche  yet  hopctli  his  salvation,  by 
the  grete  mercy  of  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist,  for  his- 
repentance :  but  take  ye  the  siker  and  certain  j 
way. 


And  now  sith  I  have  declared  yon,  what  thing 
is  penance,  now  ye  shul  understond,  that  ther  ben 
three  actions  of  penance.  The  first  is,  that  a 
man  be  baptised  jtfter  that  he  hath  sinned.  Seint 
Augustine  sayth  ;  but  he  be  penitent  for  his  old 
sinful  lif,  he  may  not  beginne  the  newe  dene  lif : 
for  certes,  if  he  be  baptised  without  penitence  of 
his  old  gilt,  he  rcceiveth  the  marke  of  baptisms, 
but  not  the  grace,  ne  the  remission  of  his  sinne!, 
til  he  have  veray  repentance.  Another  definite 
is,  that  men  don  dedly  sinne  after  that  they  have 
received  baptisme.  The  thridde  defaute  is,  that 
men  fall  in  venial  ainnes  after  hir  baptisme,  fro 
day  to  day.  Therof  sayth  Seint  Augustine,  that 
penance  of  good  and  humble  folk  is  the  penance 
of  every  day. 

Tlie  spices  of  penance  ben  three.  That  on  of 
hem  is  solcmpne,  another  is  commune,  and  the 
thridde  pri  vee.  Thilke  penance,  that  is  solempne,  it 
in  two  maneres  ;  as  to  be  put  out  of  holy  chirche  in 
lenton,  for  slaughter  of  children,  and  swiche  maner 
thing.  Another  is  wlian  a  man  hath  sinned 
openly,  of  which  sinne  the  fame  is  openly  spoken 
in  the  contree  :  and  than  holy  chirche  by  jugement 
distreyneth  him  for  to  do  open  penance.  Com- 
mun  penance  is,  that  preestes  enjoinen  men  in 
certain  cas :  as  for  to  go  paraventure  naked  on 
pilgrimage,  or  bare  foot.  Privee  penance  it 
thilke,  that  men  don  all  day  for  privee  ainnes,  of 
which  we  shrive  us  prively,  and  receive  privet 
penance. 

Now  shalt  thou  understond  what  is  behoveral 
and  necessary  to  every  parfit  penance :  and  this 
stont  on  three  thinges  ;  contrition  of  herte,  con- 
fession of  mouth,  and  satisfaction.  For  winch 
sayth  Seint  John  Chrisostome :  penance  distreineth 
a  man  to  accept  benignely  every  peine,  that  him 
is  enjoined,  with  contrition  of  herte,  and  shrift  of 
mouth,  with  satisfaction,  and  werking  of  all  maner 
humilitee.  And  this  is  fruitful  penance  aveost 
tho  three  thinges,  in  which  we  wrath  en  our  Lord 
Jesu  Crist :  this  is  to  say,  by  delit  in  thinking,  by 
rechelesnesse  in  speking,  and  by  wicked  sinful 
werking.  And  ayeust  these  wicked  giltes  ■ 
penance,  that  may  be  likened  unto  a  tree. 

The  rote  of  this  tree  is  contrition,  that  bideth 
him  in  the  herte  of  him  that  is  veray  repentant, 
right  as  the  rote  of  the  tree  hideth  him  in  the 
erthe.    Of  this  rote  of  contrition  springeth  s 
stalke,  that  bereth  branches  and  loves  of  confes- 
sion, and  fruit  of  satisfaction.   Of  which  Crist 
sayth  in  his  gospell ;  doth  ye  digne  fruit  of  peoi- 
tenco ;  for  by  this  fruit  mow  men  understood 
and  knowe  this  tree,  and  not  by  the  rote  that  ■ 
hid  in  the  herte  of  man,  ne  by  the  branches,  se 
the  leves  of  confession.    And  therfore  our  Urd 
Jesu  Crist  saith  thus  ;  by  the  fruit  of  hem  she! 
ye  knowe  hem.    Of  this  rote  also  springeth  • 
seed  of  grace,  which  seed  is  inoder  of  sik«.iuee»S 
and  this  seed  is  oger  and  bote.   The  grace  01 
this  seed  springeth  of  God,  thurgh  remembrsnf" 
on  the  day  of  dome,  and  on  the  peines  of  hew. 
Of  this  ma  tore  saith  Salomon,  that  in  the  drede« 
God  man  forletteth  his  sinne.    The  hete  of  this 
sede  is  the  love  of  God,  and  the  desiring  of  tnj 
joye  perdurable.    This  hete  draweth  the  herte  « 
man  to  God,  and  doth  him  hate  his  sinne. 
sothly,  ther  is  nothing  that  savoureth  so  sot*** 
child,  as  the  milke  of  his  norice,  ne  nothing 
him  more  abhominable  than  that  milke,  whan  *  * 
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medled  with  other  mete.  Right  so  the.  sinful 
man  that  loveth  his  sinne,  him  semeth,  that  it  is  to 
him  most  swete  of  any  thing  ;  hut  fro  that  time 
that  be  loveth  sadly  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist,  and  de- 
sireth  the  lif  perdurable,  ther  is  to  him  nothing 
more  abhominable.  For  sothly  the  lawe  of  God 
is  die  lore  of  God.  For  which  David  the  prophet 
sayth  ;  I  have  loved  thy  lawe,  and  hated  wicked- 
nesse  :  he  that  loveth  God,  kepeth  his  lawe  and 
his  word.  This  tree  saw  the  prophet  Daniel  in 
spirit,  upon  the  vision  of  Nabuchodonosor,  whan 
be  counselled  him  to  do  penance.  Penance  is  the 
tree  of  lif,  to  hem  that  it  receiven  :  and  he  that 
boldeth  him  in  veray  penance,  is  blisful,  after  the 
sentence  of  Salomon. 

In  this  penance  or  contrition  man  shal  under- 
stood foure  thinges  ;  that  is  to  say,  what  is  contri- 
tion ;  and  which  ben  the  causes  that  moven  a  man 
to  contrition ;  and  how  he  shuld  be  contrite  ;  and 
what  contrition  availeth  to  the  soule.  Than  is  it 
thus,  that  contrition  is  the  veray  sorwe  that  a  man 
receiveth  in  his  herte  for  his  sinnes,  with  sad  pur- 
pos  to  shriven  him,  and  to  do  penance,  and  never 
more  to  don  sinne.  And  this  sorwe  shal  be  in  this 
miner,  as  sayth  Seint  Bernard  ;  it  shal  ben  hevy 
and  grevous,  and  ful  sharpe  and  poinant  in  herte  ; 
first,  for  a  man  hath  agilted  his  Lord  and  his 
creatoor ;  and  more  sharpe  and  poinant,  for  he 
hath  agilted  his  father  celestial ;  and  yet  more 
sharpe  and  poinant,  for  he  hath  wrathed  and 
spited  him  that  boughte  him,  that  with  his  pre- 
cious Mod  hath  delivered  us  fro  the  bondes  of  sinne, 
and  fro  the  cruel  tee  of  the  devil,  and  fro  the  peines 
of  belle. 

The  causes  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to  contri- 
tion oeo  sixe.   First,  a  man  shal  remembre  him  of 
hk  sinnes.  But  loke  that  that  remembrance  ne  be 
to  him  no  delit,  by  no  way,  but  grete  shame  and 
•orwe  for  his  sinnes.   For  Job  sayth,  sinful  men 
don  werkes  worthy  of  confession.    And  therfore 
ttyth  Ezechiel ;  I  wol  remembre  me  all  the  yeres 
of  my  lif,  in  the  bitternesse  of  my  herte.  And  God 
ttyth  in  the  Apocalipse ;  remembre  you  fro  whens 
that  ye  ben  fall,  for  before  the  time  that  ye  sinned, 
ye  weren  children  of  God,  and  limmes  of  the  regno 
of  God ;  but  for  your  sinne  ye  beu  waxen  thral  and 
foule ;  membres  of  the  fende  ;  hate  of  angels ; 
•dwmder  of  holy  chirche,  and  fode  of  the  false 
•wpent ;  perpetnel  matere  of  the  fire  of  helle  ;  and 
yet  more  foule  and  abhominable,  for  ye  trespasser! 
10  oft  times,  as  doth  the  hound  that  to  met  h  again 
to  He  his  owen  spewing  ;  and  yet  fouler,  for  your 
loop  continuing  in  sinne,  and  your  sinful  usage,  for 
*roeh  ye  be  roten  in  your  sinnes,  as  a  beest  in  his 
fcnge.   Swiche  manere  though  tea  make  a  man  to 
We  shame  of  his  sinne,  and  no  delit ;  as  God  saith, 
the  Prophet  Ezechiel  ;  ye  shul  remembre  you 
,  °J  your  wayes,  and  they  shul  displese  you.  Sothly, 
ben  the  waies  that  lede  folk  to  hell. 
The  second  cause  that  ought  to  make  a  man  to 
disdeigne  of  sinne  is  this,  that,  as  saith  Seint 
Peter,  who  so  doth  sinne,  is  thral  to  sinne,  and 
Jtooe  putteth  a  man  in  gret  thraldom.   And  ther- 
ttyth  the  Prophet  Ezechiel ;  I  went  sorweful, 
Did  disdeigne  of  myself.    Certes,  wel  ought  a 
***  have  disdeigne  of  sinne,  and  withdrawe  him 
Jj*  tott  thraldom  and  vilany.  And  lo,  what  sayth 
°?feke  in  this  mater.    He  saith  thus  ;  though  I 
*K  that  neither  God  ne  man  shuld  never  know 
S  yet  «old  I  have  disdeigne  for  to  do  sinne.  And 


the  same  Seneke  also  sayth :  I  am  borne  to  greter 
thinges,  than  to  be  thral  to  my  body,  or  for  to  make 
of  my  body  a  thral.  Ne  a  fouler  thral  may  no  man, 
ne  woman,  make  of  his  body,  than  for  to  yeve  his 
body  to  sinne.  Al  were  it  the  foulest  chorle,  or 
the  foulest  woman  that  liveth,  and  lest  of  value, 
yet  is  he  than  more  foule,  and  more  in  servitude. 
Ever  fro  the  higher  degree  that  man  falleth,  the 
more  is  he  thral,  and  more  to  God  and  to  the  world 
vile  and  abhominable.  0  good  God,  wel  ought  a 
man  have  disdeigne  of  sinne,  sith  that  thurgh  sinne, 
ther  he  was  free,  he  is  made  bond.  And  therfore 
sayth  Seint  Augustine :  if  thou  hast  disdeigne  of 
thy  servant,  if  he  offend  or  sinne,  have  thou  than 
disdeigne,  that  thou  thy  self  shuldest  do  sinne. 
Take  reward  of  thin  owen  value,  that  thou  ne  be 
to  foule  to  thyself.  Alas  !  wel  oughten  they  than 
have  disdeigne  to  be  servants  and  thralles  to  sinne, 
and  sore  to  be  ashamed  of  hemself,  that  God  of  his 
endles  goodnesse  hath  sette  in  high  estat,  or  yeve 
hem  witte,  strength  of  body,  hele,  beautee,  or  pros- 
peri  tee,  and  bought  hem  fro  the  deth  with  his  herte 
blood,  that  they  so  unkindly  agains  his  gentillesse, 
quiten  him  so  vilainsly,  to  slaughter  of  hir  owen 
soules.  0  good  God  !  ye  women  that  ben  of  gret 
beautee,  remembreth  you  on  the  proverbe  of  Salo- 
mon, that  likeneth  a  faire  woman,  that  is  a  fool  of 
hire  body,  to  a  ring  of  gold  that  is  worne  in  the 
groine  of  a  sowe  :  for  right  as  a  sowe  wrote th  in 
every  ordure,  so  wroteth  she  hire  beautee  in 
stinking  ordure  of  sinne. 

The  thridde  cause,  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to 
contrition,  is  drede  of  the  day  of  dome,  and  of  the 
horrible  peines  of  helle.  For  as  Seint  Jerome 
sayth  :  at  every  time  that  me  remembreth  of  the 
day  of  dome,  I  quake  :  for  whan  I  ete  or  drinke, 
or  do  what  so  I  do,  ever  semeth  me  that  the  trompe 
sowneth  in  min  eres :  riseth  ye  up  that  ben  ded, 
and  cometh  to  the  jugement.  0  good  God  !  moche 
ought  a  man  to  drede  swiche  a  jugement,  ther  as 
we  shul  be  alle,  as  Seint  Poule  sayth,  before  the 
streit  jugement  of  oure  Lord  Jesu  Crist ;  wheras 
he  shal  make  a  general  congregation,  wheras  no 
man  may  be  absent ;  for  certes  ther  availeth  non 
essoine  ne  non  excusation  ;  and  not  only,  that  our 
defautes  shul  be  juged,  but  eke  that  all  our  werkes 
shul  openly  be  knowen.  And,  as  sayth  Seint 
Bernard,  ther  ne  shal  no  pleting  availe,  ne  no 
sleight  :  we  shal  yeve  rekening  of  everich  idle 
word.  Ther  shal  we  have  a  juge  that  may  not  be 
deceived  ne  corrupt ;  and  why  !  for  certes,  all  our 
thoughtes  ben  discovered,  as  to  him :  ne  for  prayer, 
ne  for  mede,  he  wil  not  be  corrupt.  And  therfore 
saith  Salomon :  the  wrath  of  God  ne  wol  not  spare  no 
wight,  for  prayer  ne  for  yeft.  And  therfore  at  the 
day  of  dome  ther  is  non  hope  to  escape.  Wherfore, 
as  sayth  Seint  Anselme,  ful  gret  anguish  shal  the 
sinful  folk  have  at  that  time :  ther  shal  be  the 
sterne  and  wroth  juge  sitting  above,  and  nnder 
him  the  horrible  pitte  of  helle  open,  to  destroy  him 
that  wolde  not  beknowen  his  sinnes,  which  sinnes 
shullen  openly  be  shewed  before  God  and  before 
every  creature :  and  on  the  left  side,  mo  Divels 
than  any  herte  may  thinke,  for  to  hary  and  drawe 
the  sinful  soules  to  the  pitte  of  helle  :  and  within 
the  hertes  of  folk  shal  be  the  biting  conscience, 
and  without  forth  shal  be  the  world  all  brenning. 
Whither  than  shal  the  wretched  soule  flee  to  hide 
him  !  Certes  he  may  not  hide  him.  he  must  come 
forth  and  shewe  him.    For  certes,  as  saith  Seint 
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Jerome,  the  erth  shal  cast  him  out  of  it,  and  the 
|  see,  and  also  the  aire,  tliat  shal  be  ful  of  thonder 
|  clapi>cs  and  lightnings.  Now  sothly,  who  so  wil 
remembre  him  of  these  thinges,  I  gesso  that  his 
sinnes  shal  not  tome  him  to  del  it,  but  to  grete 
sorwe,  for  dredc  of  the  peine  of  helle.  And  ther- 
fore  saith  Job  to  God  :  suffer,  Lord,  that  I  may 
a  while  bewaile  and  bewe]>e,  or  I  go  without  rc- 
|  torn  in  g  to  the  derke  londe,  ycovered  with  the 
I  derkenesse  of  deth  ;  to  the  londe  of  miscse  and  of 
derkenesse,  wheras  is  the  shadowe  of  deth  ;  wheras 
is  non  ordre  ne  ordinance,  but  grisly  drede  that 
ever  shal  last.  Lo,  here  may  ye  see,  that  Job 
prayed  respite  a  while,  to  hewepe  and  waile  his 
trespas :  for  sothely  on  day  of  respite  is  better 
than  all  the  tresour  of  this  world.  And  for  as 
I  moche  as  a  man  may  acquite  himself  before  God 
'  by  penitence  in  this  world,  and  not  by  tresour, 
therfore  shuld  he  pray  to  God  to  yeve  him  respite 
a  while,  to  bowepen  and  bewailen  his  trespas :  for 
certes,  all  the  sorwe  that  a  man  might  make  fro 
the  beginning  of  the  world,  n'is  but  a  litel  thing, 
at  regard  of  the  sorwe  of  helle.  The  cause  why 
that  Job  clepeth  helle  the  londe  of  derkenesse ; 
understondeth,  that  he  clepeth  it  londe  or  erth,  for 
it  is  stable  and  never  shal  faile  ;  and  derke,  for 
he  that  is  in  helle  hath  defaute  of  light  nature! ; 
for  certes  the  derke  light,  that  shal  come  out  of 
the  fire  that  ever  shal  brenne,  shall  torne  hem  all 
to  peine  that  be  in  helle,  for  it  sheweth  hem  the 
horrible  Divels  that  hem  turmenten.  Covered 
with  the  derkenesse  of  deth  ;  that  is  to  say,  that 
he  that  is  in  helle,  shal  have  defaute  of  the  sight 
of  God  ;  for  certes  the  sight  of  God  is  the  lif  per- 
durable. The  derknesse  of  deth,  ben  the  sinnes 
that  the  wretched  man  hath  don,  which  that  dis- 
troublen  him  to  see  the  face  of  God,  right  as  a 
derke  cloud  betwene  us  and  the  sonne.  It  is  londe 
of  misese,  because  that  ther  bpn  three  maner  of 
defautcs  ayenst  three  thiuges  that  folk  of  this 
world  ban  in  this  present  lif ;  that  is  to  say,  ho- 
noured, delites,  and  richesses.  Ayenst  honour  have 
they  in  helle  shame  and  confusion :  for  wel  ye  wote, 
that  men  clopen  honour  the  reverence  that  man 
doth  to  man  ;  but  in  helle  is  non  honour  nc  reve- 
rence ;  for  certes  no  more  reverence  shal  be  don 
ther  to  a  king,  than  to  a  knave.  For  which  God 
sayth  by  the  Prophet  Jeremie  ;  the  folk,  that  me 
despisen,  shal  be  in  despite.  Honour  is  also  cleped 
gret  lordeship.  Ther  shal  no  wight  scrven  other, 
I  but  of  harme  and  turaient.  Honour  is  also  cleped 
I  gret  dignitcc  and  highnesse  ;  but  in  helle  shal 
they  be  alle  fortroden  of  divels.  As  God  saith  ; 
the  horrible  Divels  shul  gon  and  cotnen  ujK>n  the 
hedes  of  dampned  folk  :  and  this  is,  for  as  mocho 
as  the  higher  that  they  were  in  this  present  lif, 
the  more  shul  they  be  abated  and  defouled  in  helle. 
Ayenst  the  richesse  of  this  world  shul  they  have 
misese  of  poverte,  and  this  poverte  shal  be  in 
foure  thinges :  in  defaute  of  tresour ;  of  which 
!  David  sayth  ;  the  riche  folk  that  enbraceden  and 
!  oneden  all  hir  hcrte  to  tresour  of  this  world,  shul 
slepe  in  the  sleping  of  deth,  and  nothing  ne  shul 
:  they  find  in  hir  hondes  of  all  hir  tresour.  And 
moreover,  the  misese  of  helle  slial  be  in  defaute  of 
mate  end  drink.  Far  Gad  sayth  thus  by  Moyses : 
4h-  kmeer,  and  the  briddes 

*h  bitter  deth,  and 
»  drinke,  and  the 
l  And  farther 


over  hir  misese  shal  be  in  defaute  of  clothing,  for 
they  shul  be  naked  in  body,  as  of  clothing  sire 
the  fire  in  which  they  brenne,  and  other  filthes ; 
and  naked  shul  they  be  in  soule,  of  all  maner  ver- 
mes, which  that  is  the  clothing  of  the  soule. 
Wher  ben  than  the  gay  robes,  and  softe  shetes,  . 
and  the  fyn  ahertcs  t  Lo,  what  sayth  God  of 
hcven  by  the  Prophet  Esaic,  that  under  hem  dial 
be  strewed  mothes,  and  hir  covertures  shul  ben 
of  wormes  of  helle.  And  further  over  hir  mvnr 
shal  be  in  defaute  of  frendes,  for  he  is  not  pnqre 
that  hath  good  frendes :  but  ther  is  no  frend  ;  for 
neither  God  ne  no  good  creature  shal  be  frend  to 
hem,  and  cverich  of  hem  shal  hate  other  with 
dedly  hate.  The  sonnes  and  the  doughters  rial 
rebel  ayenst  father  and  mother,  and  kinred  ayenst 
kinrcd,  and  chiden  and  despisen  cche  other,  both 
day  and  night,  as  God  sayth  hy  the  Prophet 
Micheas.  And  the  loving  children,  that  whilom 
loveden  so  fleshly,  everich  of  hem  wold  eten  other 
if  they  might.  For  how  shuld  they  love  togeder 
in  the  peines  of  helle,  whan  they  hated  cche  other  in 
the  prosperitee  of  this  lif !  For  truste  wel,  hir 
fleshly  love  was  dedly  hate.  As  saith  the  Prophet 
David  :  who  so  that  loveth  wickeduesse,  he  hateth 
his  owen  soule,  and  who  so  hateth  his  owen  sonle, 
certes  he  may  love  non  other  wight  in  no  manere: 
and  therfore  in  helle  is  no  solace  ne  nofrendship,bQi 
ever  the  more  kinred cs  that  ben  in  helle,  the  more 
cursing,  the  more  chiding,  and  the  more  dedhr 
hate  ther  is  among  hem.  And  further  over  ther 
they  shul  have  defaute  of  all  maner  delites,  for 
certes  delites  ben  after  the  appetitesof  the  five  whtes; 
as  sight,  hering,  smelling,  savouring,  and  touching. 
But  iu  helle  hir  sight  shal  be  ful  of  derkenesse  and 
of  smoke,  and  hir  eyen  ful  of  teres ;  and  hir  hering 
ful  of  wnimenting  and  grinting  of  teeth,  as  sayth 
Jcsu  Crist :  hir  noeethirles  shul  be  ful  of  stinking; 
and,  as  saith  Esay  the  Prophet,  hir  savouring 
shal  be  ful  of  bitter  galle  ;  and  touching  of  all  hir 
body,  shal  be  covered  with  fire  that  never  thai 
quenclie,  and  with  wormes  that  never  shal  die,  w 
God  sayth  by  the  mouth  of  Esay.  And  for  si 
mocho  as  they  shul  not  wene  that  they  mow  dirt 
for  peine,  and  by  deth  flee  fro  peine,  that  mo* 
they  understonde  in  the  word  of  Job,  that  sayth  ; 
Ther  is  the  shadow  of  deth.  Certes  a  shadow 
hath  likenesse  of  the  thing  of  which  it  is  shadowed, 
but  shadowe  is  not  the  same  thing  of  which  it  is 
shadowed  :  right  bo  fareth  the  peine  of  helle  ;  h 
is  like  deth,  for  the  horrible  anguish  ;  and  why! 
for  it  peineth  hem  ever  as  though  they  ahold  die 
anon  ;  but  certes  they  shul  not  dien.  For  m 
sayth  Seint  Gregory  ;  To  wretched  caitifes  shal  be 
deth  withouten  deth,  and  ende  withouten  ende,  : 
and  defaute  withouten  failing  ;  for  hir  deth  thai 
alway  live,  and  hir  ende  shal  ever  more  beginne, 
and  hir  defaute  shal  never  faile.  And  tlierfore 
sayth  Seint  John  the  Evangelist ;  They  shul  folow 
deth,  and  they  shul  not  finde  him,  and  they  shul 
desire  to  die,  and  deth  shal  flee  from  hem.  And 
eke  Job  saith,  that  in  helle  is  non  ordre  of  rale. 
And  al  be  it  so,  that  God  hath  create  all  thing  in 
right  ordre,  and  nothing  withouten  ordre,  but  aO 
thinges  ben  ordred  and  nombrcd,  yet  nathdes  ther  - 
that  ben  dampned  ben  nothing  in  ordre,  ne  botd 
non  ordre.  For  the  erth  shal  Cere  hem  no  from:  | 
(for,  as  the  Prophet  David  sayeth,  God  shal  destroy 
the  fruite  of  the  erth,  as  fro  hem)  ne  water  tbal 
yeve  hem  no  moisture,  ne  the  aire  no  refreshing 
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ne  the  fire  no  light.  For  as  myth  Seint  Basil  ; 
The  brenning  of  the  fire  of  this  world  shal  God 
yeve  in  helle  to  hem  that  ben  dampned,  but  the 
light  and  the  clerenesae  shal  be  yeve  in  heven  to 
hts  children  ;  right  as  the  good  man  yeveth  flesh 
to  his  children,  and  bones  to  his  houndes.  And 
fur  they  shul  have  non  hope  to  escape,  sayth  Job 
at  last,  that  ther  shal  horrour  and  grisly  drede 
dwellen  withonten  ende.  Horrour  is  alway  drede 
of  harme  that  is  to  come,  and  this  drede  shal  alway 
dwell  in  the  hertes  of  hem  that  hen  dampned. 
And  therfore  ban  they  lorne  all  hir  hope  for  seven 
causes.  First,  for  God  that  is  hir  juge  shal  be 
withonten  mercie  to  hem ;  and  they  may  not  plese 
him  ;  ne  non  of  his  halwes  ;  ne  they  may  yeve 
nothing  for  hir  raunsom ;  ne  they  have  no  vois  to 
tpeke  to  him  ;  ne  they  may  not  flee  fro  peine  ;  ne 
they  have  no  goodnesse  in  hem  that  they  may 
■hew  to  deliver  hem  fro  peine.  And  therfore 
ayth  Salomon  ;  The  wicked  man  dieth,  and  whan 
be  is  ded,  he  shal  have  non  hope  to  escape  fro 
peine.  Who  so  than  wold  wel  understonde  these 
pones,  and  bethinke  him  wel  that  he  hath  deserved 
these  peines  for  his  sinnes,  certes  he  shulde  have 
nore  talent  to  sighen  and  to  wepe,  than  for  to 
■age  and  playe.  For  as  sayth  Salomon  ;  Who  so 
that  had  the  science  to  know  the  peines  that  ben 
,  established  and  ordeined  for  sinne,  he  wold  forsake 
1  one.  That  science,  saith  Seint  Austin,  maketh 
I  i  man  to  waimenten  in  his  herte. 
|  The  foarthe  point,  that  oughte  make  a  man 
I  kvre  contrition,  is  the  sorwefu!  remembrance  of 
(  the  good  dedes  that  he  hath  lefte  to  don  hen*  in 

■  cnae,  and  also  the  good  that  he  hath  lorne. 
1  Sothly  the  good  werkes  that  he  hath  lefte,  either 
i  fay  be  the  good  werkes  that  he  wrought  er  he 

fcH  into  dedly  sinne,  or  elles  the  good  werkes  that 
,  be  wrought  while  he  lay  in  sinne.    Sothly  the 
'  pod  werkes  that  he  did  before  that  he  fell  in 
wdlj  sinne,  ben  all  mortified,  astoned,  and  dulled 
the  eft  sinning  :  the  other  werkes  that  he 
*ronght  while  he  lay  in  sinne,  they  ben  utterly 
fed,  •*  to  the  lif  perdurable  in  heven.  Than 
.  Ailke  good  werkes  that  ben  mortified  by  eft  sin- 
king, which  he  did  while  he  was  in  charitee, 
■onn  never  quicken  ayen  without  veray  penitence. 
And  tberof  sayth  God  by  the  mouth  of  Ezechiel ; 

the  rightful  man  retorne  again  fro  his  right- 
•hnesae  and  do  wickedness*,  shal  he  liven  1  nay  ; 
fa  all  the  good  werkes  that  he  hath  wrought, 
Ail  never  be  in  remembrance,  for  he  shal  die  in 
1  b»  sinne.   And  upon  thilke  chapitre  sayth  Seint 
Qregorie  thus  ;  that  we  shal  understonde  this 
Pnaeipally,  that  when  we  don  dedly  sinne,  it  is  for 
*nght  than  to  remembre  or  drawe  into  memorie 
i  ^  good  werkes  that  we  have  wrought  beforn  : 
!   fa  certes  in  the  werking  of  dedly  sinne,  ther  is 
I   *°  oust  in  no  good  werk  that  we  have  don 
beforn;  that  is  to  Bay,  as  for  to  have  therby  the 
'   «  perdurable  in  heven.    But  natheles,  the  good 
|  •erket  quicken  again  and  coraen  again,  and  helpe 

■  *°4  avatle  to  have  the  lif  perdurable  in  heven, 
I  we  have  contrition  :  but  sothly  the  good 
I   ^riws  that  men  don  while  they  ben  in  dedly 

■  •J80**  for  as  raoche  as  they  were  don  in  dedly 
I  JJJ1*,  they  may  never  quicken  :  for  certes,  thing 
i   ****  never  had  lif,  may  never  quicken :  and 

jJJJfolea,  al  be  it  so  that  they  availen  not  to  have 
lif  perdurable,  yet  availen  they  to  abreggen 
P«n«  of  helle,  or  elles  to  get  temporal  rich- 


|  esses,  or  elles  that  God  wol  the  rather  enlumine 
or  light  the  herte  of  the  sinful  man  to  have 
repentance  ;  and  eke  they  availen  for  to  usen  a 
man  to  do  good  werkes,  that  the  fende  have  the 
lesse  power  of  his  senile.  And  thus  the  curteis 
l«ord  Jesu  Crist  ne  woll  that  no  good  werk  that 
men  don  be  loste,  for  in  somwhat  it  shal  availe. 
But  for  as  moche  as  the  good  werkes  that  men 
don  while  they  ben  in  good  lif,  ben  all  amortised 
by  sinne  folowing,  and  ekesith  all  the  good  werkes 
that  men  don  while  they  ben  in  dedly  sinne,  ben 
utterly  ded,  as  for  to  have  the  lif  perdurable,  wel 
may  that  man,  that  no  good  werk  ne  doth,  sing 
thilke  newe  Frenshe  song,  J'ay  tout  perdu  rrum 
tempi y  et  won  labour.  For  certes  sinne  bereveth 
a  man  both  goodnesse  of  nature,  and  eke  the 
goodnesse  of  grace.  For  sothly  the  grace  of  the 
holy  gost  fareth  like  fire  that  may  not  ben  idle  ; 
for  fire  faileth  anon  as  it  forletteth  his  werking, 
and  right  so  grace  faileth  anon  as  it  forletteth  his 
werking.  Than  leseth  the  sinful  man  the  good- 
nesse of  glorie,  that  only  is  hight  to  good  men 
that  labouren  and  werken  wel.  Wel  may  he  be 
sorv  than,  that  oweth  all  his  lif  to  God,  as  long  as 
he  hath  lived,  and  also  as  long  as  he  shal  live, 
that  no  goodnesse  ne  hath  to  paie  with  his  dette 
to  God,  to  whom  he  oweth  all  his  lif :  for  trust 
wel  he  shal  yeve  accomptes,  as  sayth  Seint  Ber- 
nard, of  all  the  goodes  that  han  ben  yeven  him  in 
this  present  lif,  and  how  he  hath  hem  dispended, 
in  so  moche  that  ther  shal  not  perishe  an  here  of 
his  hed,  ne  a  moment  of  an  houre  ne  shal  not 
perishe  of  his  time,  that  he  ne  shal  yeve  therof  a 
rekeuing. 

The  fifthe  thing,  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to 
contrition,  is  remembrance  of  the  passion  that  our 
Lord  Jesu  Crist  suffered  for  our  sinnes.  For  as 
sayth  Seint  Bernard,  While  that  I  live,  I  shal 
have  remembrance  of  the  travail es  that  our  Lord 
Jesu  Crist  suffered  in  preching,  his  werinesse  in 
traveling,  his  temptations  whan  he  fasted,  his  long 
wakinges  whan  he  prayed,  his  teres  whan  he  wept 
for  pitee  of  good  peple  :  the  wo  and  the  shame, 
and  the  filthe  that  men  sayden  to  him  :  of  the 
foule  spitting  that  men  spitten  in  his  face,  of  the 
buffettes  that  men  yave  him  :  of  the  foule  mouthes 
and  of  the  foule  repreves  that  men  saiden  to 
him  :  of  the  nayles  with  which  he  was  nailed  to 
the  crosse ;  and  of  all  the  remenant  of  his  passion, 
that  he  suffred  for  marines  sinne,  and  nothing  for 
his  gilte.  And  here  ye  shul  understand  that  in 
mannes  sinne  is  every  maner  order,  or  ordinance, 
tourned  up  so  dotin.  For  it  is  soth,  that  God  and 
reson,  and  sensualitee,  and  the  body  of  man,  ben 
ordained,  that  everich  of  thise  foure  thinges  shuld 
have  lordship  over  that  other :  as  thus ;  God 
shuld  have  lordship  over  reson,  and  reson  over 
sensual i tee,  and  sensual  itee  over  the  body  of  man. 
But  sothly  whan  man  sinneth,  all  this  ordre,  or 
ordinance,  is  turned  up  so  doun  ;  and  therfore 
than,  for  as  moche  as  reson  of  man  ne  wol  not  be 
subget  ne  obeisant  to  God,  that  is  his  lord  by 
right,  therfore  leseth  it  the  lordship  that  it  shuld 
have  over  sensualitee,  and  eke  over  the  body  of 
man  ;  and  why !  for  sensual itee  rebel leth  than 
ayenst  reson  :  and  by  that  way  leseth  reson  the 
lordship  over  sensual  itee,  and  over  the  body.  For 
right  as  reson  is  rebel  to  God,  right  so  is  sen- 
sualitee  rebel  to  reson,  and  the  body  also.  And 
certes  this  disordinance,  and  this  rebellion,  our 
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Lord  Jesu  Crist  abougbt  upon  his  precious  body 
ful  dere  :  and  herkeneth  in  whiche  wise.  For  as 
moche  as  reson  is  rebel  to  God,  therfore  is  man 
worthy  to  have  sorwe,  and  to  be  ded.  This  suf- 
ficed our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  for  man,  after  that  he 
had  be  betraied  of  his  disciple,  and  distreined  and 
bounde,  so  that  his  blood  brast  out  at  every  nail 
of  his  hondes,  as  saith  Seint  Augustin.  And 
ferthermore,  for  as  moche  as  reson  of  man  wol 
not  daunt  sensualitee  whan  it  may,  therfore  is 
man  worthy  to  have  shame :  and  this  suffered 
our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  for  man,  whan  they  spitten  in 
his  visage.  And  fertherover,  for  as  moche  as  the 
caitif  body  of  man  is  rebel  both  to  reson  and  to 
sensualitee,  therfore  it  is  worthy  the  deth :  and 
this  suffered  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  upon  the  crosse, 
wheras  ther  was  no  part  of  his  body  free,  without 
grete  peine  and  bitter  passion.  And  all  this  suf- 
Fred  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  that  never  forfaited  ;  and 
thus  sayd  he  :  To  mochel  am  I  peined,  for  thinges 
that  I  never  deserved  :  and  to  moche  defouled  for 
shendship  that  man  is  worthy  to  have.  And 
therfore  may  the  sinful  man  wel  say,  as  sayth 
Seint  Bernard :  Accursed  be  the  bitternesse  of 
my  sinne,  for  whiche  ther  must  be  suffered  so 
moche  bitternesse.  For  certes,  after  the  divers 
discordance  of  our  wickednesse  was  the  passion  of 
Jesu  Crist  ordeined  in  divers  thinges  ;  as  thus. 
Certes  sinful  mannes  soule  is  betraied  of  the 
divel,  by  coveitise  of  temporel  prosperitee  ;  and 
scorned  by  disceite,  whan  he  cheseth  fleshly 
delites  ;  and  yet  it  is  turmented  by  impatience  of 
ad  verm  tee,  and  bespet  by  servage  and  subjection 
of  sinne  ;  and  at  the  last  it  is  slain  finally.  For 
this  discordance  of  sinful  man,  was  Jesu  Crist 
first  betraied  ;  and  after  that  was  he  bounde,  that 
came  for  to  unbinde  us  of  sinne  and  of  peine. 
Than  was  he  bescorned,  that  only  shuld  have  ben 
honoured  in  alle  thinges  and  of  alle  thinges.  Than 
was  his  visage,  that  ought  to  be  desired  to  be  seen 
of  all  mankind  (in  which  visage  angels  desiren  to 
!  loke)  vilainsly  bespet.  Than  was  he  scourged 
that  nothing  had  trespassed  ;  and  finally,  than 
,  was  he  crucified  and  slain.  Than  were  accom- 
plished the  wordes  of  Esaie :  He  was  wounded 
for  our  misdedes,  and  defouled  for  our  felonies. 
Now  sith  that  Jesu  Crist  toke  on  himself  the 
peine  of  all  our  wickednesses,  moche  ought  sinful 
man  to  wepe  and  to  bewaile,  that  for  his  sinnes 
Goddes  sone  of  heven  shuld  all  this  peine  endure. 
I  The  sixte  thing,  that  shuld  move  a  man  to  con- 
trition, is  the  hope  of  three  thinges,  that  is  to  say, 
|  foryevenesso  of  sinne,  and  the  yeft  of  grace  for  to 
do  wel,  and  the  glorie  of  heven,  with  whiche  God 
I  shal  guerdon  man  for  his  good  dedes.  And  for 
1  as  moche  as  Jesu  Crist  yeveth  us  thise  yeftes  of 
|  his  largenesse,  and  of  his  soveraine  bountee,  ther- 
fore he  is  c\e\>ed,Jesus  Nazarenus  Rex  J  udteorum. 
I  Jesus  is  for  to  say,  saviour  or  salvation,  on  whom 
j  men  shul  hopen  to  have  forycvenesse  of  sinnes, 
I  which  that  is  proprely  salvation  of  sinnes.  And 
I  therfore  sayd  the  Angel  to  Joseph,  Thou  shalt 
clepe  his  name  Jesus,  that  shal  saven  his  peple  of 
hir  sinnes.  And  hereof  saith  Seint  Peter  ;  Ther 
|  is  non  other  name  under  heven,  that  is  yeven  to 
any  man,  by  which  a  man  may  be  saved,  but  only 
Jesus.  Nazarenus  is  as  moche  for  to  say,  as 
flourishing,  in  which  a  man  shal  hope,  that  he, 
that  yeveth  him  remission  of  sinnes,  shal  yeve 
him  also  grace  wel  for  to  do  :  for  in  the  flour  is 


hope  of  fruit  in  time  coming,  and  in  foryeveoease 
of  sinnes  hope  of  grace  wel  to  do.  1  was  at  the 
dore  of  thin  nerte,  sayth  Jesus,  and  cleped  for  to 
enter.  He  that  openeth  to  me,  shal  have  foryeve- 
nesse  of  .lis  sinnes,  and  I  wol  enter  into  him  by 
my  grace,  and  soupe  with  him  by  the  good  werkei 
that  he  shal  don,  which  werkes  ben  the  food  of 
God,  and  he  shal  soupe  with  me  by  the  gret  joye 
that  I  shal  yeve  him.  Thus  shal  man  hope,  that 
for  his  werkes  of  penance  God  shal  yeve  him  his 
regne,  as  he  benight  him  in  the  Gospel.  , 

Now  shal  man  understande,  in  which  maner 
shal  be  his  contrition.    I  say,  that  it  shal  be  ] 
universal  and  total ;  this  is  to  amy,  a  man  shal  be 
veray  repentant  for  all  his  sinnes,  thai  he  batb  J 
don  in  delite  of  his  thought,  for  delite  is  perilous. 
For  ther  ben  two  maner  of  consentinges ;  that  oa  ! 
of  hem  is  cleped  consenting  of  affection,  whan  a 
man  is  meved  to  do  sinne,  and  than  deliteth  hhi 
longe  for  to  thinke  on  thai  sinne,  and  hit  rent 
apperceiveth  it  wel,  that  it  is  sinne  aventt  the 
lawe  of  God,  and  yet  his  reson  reframeth  sot 
his  foule  delite  or  talent,  though  he  see  wel 
apertly,  that  it  is  ayenst  the  reverence  of  God: 
although  his  reson  consent  not  to  do  thai  sin  no 
indede,  yet  sayn  sotn  doctours,  that  swiche  delite 
that  dwelleth  longe  is  ful  perilous,  al  be  it  never 
so  lite.   And  also  a  man  shuld  sorow,  namely  for 
all  that  ever  he  hath  desired  ayenst  the  lawe  of 
God,  with  parfite  consenting  of  his  reson,  for 
therof  is  no  doute,  that  it  is  dedly  sinne  in  con- 
senting :  for  certes  ther  is  no  dedly  sinne,  bat  tbst 
it  is  first  in  mannes  thought,  and  after  that  is  Ins 
delite,  and  so  forth  into  consenting,  and  into  deda 
Wherfore  I  say,  that  many  men  ne  repent  hen 
never  of  swiche  thoughtes  and  delites,  ne  never 
shriven  hem  of  it,  but  only  of  the  dede  of  pel 
sinnes  outward :  wherfore  I  say,  that  swiehe 
wicked  delites  ben  subtil  begilers  of  hem  that 
shul  be  dampned.     Moreover  man  ought  to 
sorwen  for  his  wicked  wordes,  as  wel  as  for  as 
wicked  dedes :  for  certes  repentance  of  a  singula 
sinne,  and  not  repentant  of  all  his  other  sinnes ;  or 
elles  repenting  him  of  all  his  other  sinnes,  and  oat 
of  a  singuler  sinne,  may  not  avails.    For  errta 
God  Almighty  is  all  good ;  and  therfore,  either  be 
foryeveth  all,  or  elles  right  nought.    And  ther- 
fore sayth  Seint  Augustin  :  I  wote  certainly,  that 
God  is  enemy  to  every  sinner  :  and  how  that  t 
he  that  observeth  on  sinne,  shal  he  have  foryefe* 
nesse  of  the  remenant  of  his  other  sinnes  1  Nay. 
And  furtherovcr  contrition  shuld  be  wonder  tor- 
weful  and  anguishous  :  and  therfore  yeveth  bin 
God  plainly  his  mercie  :  and  therfore  whan  my 
soule  was  anguishous,  and  sorweful  within  me, 
than  had  I  remembrance  of  God,  that  my  artier 
might  come  to  him.  Furtherover  contrition  matte 
be  continuel,  and  that  man  have  stedfast  pun** 
to  shrive  him,  and  to  amend  him  of  his  In.  For 
sothly,  while  contrition  lasteth,  man  may  ever 
hope  to  have  foryevenesse.    And  of  this  ematu 
hate  of  sinne,  that  destroyeth  sinne  bothe  in  him- 
self, and  eke  in  other  folk  at  his  power.  For 
which  sayth  David;  they  that  love  God,  hate 
wickednesse  :  for  to  love  God,  m  for  to  love  that 
he  loveth,  and  hate  that  he  hateth. 

The  last  thing  that  men  ahull  understand  m 
contrition  is  this,  wherof  availeth  contrition.  I 
say,  that  contrition  somtime  delivereth  man  fro 
sinne :  of  which  David  saith  ;  I  say,  (qnod 
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[  purposed  fermely  to  shrive  me,  and 
rd  relesedest  my  sinne.  And  right  so 
ition  availeth  not  without  sad  purpos  of 
id  satisfaction,  right  so  litel  worth  is 

satisfaction  withouten  contrition.  And 
r  contrition  destroyeth  the  prison  of  helle, 
eth  weke  and  feble  all  the  strengthes  of 
ils,  and  restoreth  the  yeftes  of  the  holy 
1  of  all  good  vertues,  and  it  clenseth  the 
sinne,  and  delivereth  it  fro  the  pein&.of 
i  fro  the  oompagnie  of  the  Devil,  and  fro 
ige  of  sinne,  and  restoreth  it  to  all  goodes 

and  to  the  compagnie  and  commuuion 
hirche.  And  furtherover  it  maketh  him, 
ora  was  sone  of  ire,  to  be  the  sone  of 
.nd  all  these  thinges  ben  proved  by  holy 
nd  therfore  he  that  wold  set  his  en  tent 
thinges,  he  were  ful  wise :  for  sothly  he 

have  than  in  all  his  lif  corage  to  sinne, 
his  herte  and  body  to  the  service  of  Jesu 
d  therof  do  him  homage.  For  certes  our 
u  Crist  hath  spared  us  so  benignely  in  our 
at  if  he  ne  had  pitee  on  mannes  soule,  a 
;  might  we  alle  singe. 


t  prima  part  penitentUt ;  et  ineipit  pars 
tecutida.  t 

cond  part  of  penitence  is  confession,  and 
igne  of  contrition.  Now  shul  ye  under- 
hat  is  confession  ;  and  whether  it  ought 

be  don  or  non  :  and  which  thinges  ben 
e  to  veray  confession, 
(halt  thou  understande,  that  confession  is 
ewing  of  sinnes  to  the  preest ;  this  is  to 
,y,  for  he  must  confesse  him  of  all  the 
is  that  belongen  to  his  sinne,  as  ferforth 
i :  all  must  be  sayd,  and  nothing  excused, 
e  forwrapped  ;  and  not  avaunt  him  of  his 
*kes.  Also  it  is  necessarie  to  understande 

that  sinnes  springen,  and  how  they 
,  and  which  they  ben. 
inginjr  of  sinnes  saith  Seint  Poule  in  this 
at  right  as  by  on  man  sinne  entred  first 

world,  and  thurgh  sinne  deth,  right  so 
■eth  into  alle  men  that  sinnen :  and  this 

Adam,  by  whom  sinne  entred  into  this 
ban  he  brake  the  coramandement  of  God. 
rfore  he  that  first  was  so  mighty,  that  he 
1  have  died,  became  swiche  on  that  he 
les  die,  whether  he  wold  or  no  ;  and  all 
enie  in  this  world,  that  in  thilke  maner 
lien.  Loke  that  in  the  estat  of  innocence, 
dam  and  Eve  weren  naked  in  paradise, 
ting  ne  hadden  shame  of  hir  nakednesse, 
l  the  serpent,  that  was  most  wily  of  all 
•tea  that  God  had  made,  sayd  to  the 

why  commanded  God  vou,  that  ye  shuld 
>f  every  tree  in  Paradise  t  The  woman 
1 :  of  the  fruit,  sayd  she,  of  the  trees  of 

we  feden  us,  but  of  the  fruit  of  the 

is  in  the  middel  of  Paradise  God  forbode 
eten,  ne  to  touche  it,  lest  we  shuld  die. 
•est  sayd  to  the  woman :  nay,  nay,  ye  shul 

of  deth  ;  for  soth  God  wote,  that  what 
ye  ete  therof  your  eyen  shul  open,  and  ye 
ts  goddes,  knowing  good  and  harme.  The 
aw  that  the  tree  was  good  to  feding,  and 
he  eyen,  and  delectable  to  the  sight ;  she 
he  fruit  of  the  tree  and  did  ete,  and  yave 


to  hire  husbond,  and  he  ete ;  and  anon  the  eyen 
of  hem  both  opened :  and  whan  they  knewe  that 
they  were  naked,  they  sowed  of  a  fig-tree  leves  in 
maner  of  breches,  to  hiden  hir  members.  Here 
mow  ye  seen,  that  dedly  sinne  fyath  first  suggestion 
of  the  fende,  as  sheweth  here  by  the  adder  ;  and 
afterward  the  delit  of  the  flesh,  as  sheweth  here 
by  Eve  ;  and  after  that  the  consenting  of  reson, 
as  sheweth  by  Adam.  For  trust  wel,  though  so 
it  were,  that  the  fende  tempted  Eve,  that  is  to  say, 
the  flesh,  and  the  flesh  had  delit  in  the  beautee  of 
the  fruit  defended,  yet  certes  til  that  reson,  that 
is  to  say,  Adam,  consented  to  the  eting  of  the 
fruit,  yet  stode  he  in  the  state  of  innocence.  Of 
thilke  Adam  toke  we  thilke  sinne  original ;  from 
him  fleshly  disceuded  be  we  all,  and  engendred  of 
vile  and  corrupt  mater:  and  whan  the  soule  is 
put  in  our  bodies,  right  anon  is  contract  original 
sinne  ;  and  that,  that  was  erst  but  only  peine  of 
concupiscence,  is  afterward  both  peine  and  sinne  : 
and  therfore  we  ben  all  y borne  sones  of  wrath, 
and  of  dampnation  perdurable,  if  ne  were  Baptisme 
that  we  receive,  which  benimeth  us  the  culpe  : 
but  forsoth  the  peine  dwelleth  with  us  as  to 
temptation,  which  peine  hight  concupiscence.  This 
concupiscence,  whan  it  is  wrongfully  disposed  or 
ordeined  in  man,  it  maketh  him  coveit,  by  coveitise 
of  flesh,  fleshly  sinne  by  sight  of  his  eyen,  as  to 
erthly  thinges,  and  also  coveitise  of  highnesse  by 
pride  of  herte. 

Now  as  to  speke  of  the  first  coveitise,  that  is 
concupiscence,  after  the  lawe  of  our  membres, 
that  were  lawfully  ymaked,  and  by  rightful  juge- 
ment  of  God,  I  say,  for  as  moche  as  a  man  is  not 
obeisant  to  God,  that  is  his  Lord,  therfore  is  his 
herte  to  him  disobeisant  thurgh  concupiscence, 
which  is  called  nourishing  of  sinne,  and  occasion 
of  sinne.  Therfore,  all  the  while  that  a  man  hath 
within  him  the  peine  of  concupiscence,  it  is  impos- 
sible, but  he  be  tempted  somtime,  and  moved  in  his 
flesh  to  sinne.  And  this  thing  may  not  faile,  as 
long  as  he  liveth.  It  may  wel  waxe  feble  by 
vertue  of  Baptisme,  and  by  the  grace  of  God 
thurgh  penitence  ;  but  fully  ne  shal  it  never 
quenche,  that  he  ne  shal  somtime  be  meved  in 
himselfe,  but  if  he  were  refreined  by  sikenesse, 
or  malefice  of  sorcerie,  or  cold  drinkes.  For  lo, 
what  sayth  Seint  Poule  I  the  flesh  coveiteth  ayenst 
the  spirit,  and  the  spirit  ayenst  the  flesh  :  they 
ben  so  contrarie  and  so  striven,  that  a  man  may 
not  alway  do  as  he  wold.  The  same  Seint  Poule, 
after  his  gret  penance,  in  water  and  in  lond  ;  in 
water  by  night  and  by  day,  in  gret  peril,  and  in 
gret  peine ;  in  lond,  in  grete  famine  and  thurst, 
cold  and  clothles,  and  ones  stoned  almost  to  deth  ; 
yet  sayd  he,  alas !  I  caitif  man,  who  shal  deliver 
me  fro  the  prison  of  my  caitif  body  t  And  Seint 
Jerom,  whan  he  long  time  had  dwelled  in  desert, 
wheras  he  had  no  compagnie  but  of  wilde  bestes  ; 
wher  as  he  had  no  mete  but  heroes,  and  water  to 
his  drinke,  ne  no  bed  but  the  naked  erth,  wherfore 
his  flesh  was  black,  as  an  Ethiopian,  for  bete,  and 
nie  destroyed  for  cold :  yet  sayd  he,  that  the 
brenning  of  lecherie  boiled  in  all  his  body.  Wher- 
fore I  wot  wel  sikerly  that  they  be  deceived  that 
say,  they  be  not  tempted  in  hir  bodies.  Witnesse 
Seint  James  that  said,  that  every  wight  is  tempted 
in  his  owen  conscience  ;  that  is  to  say,  that  echo 
of  us  hath  mater  and  occasion  to  be  tempted  of 
the  norishing  of  sinne,  that  is  in  his  body.  And 
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therfore  sayth  Seint  John  the  Evangelist :  if  we 
say  that  we  ben  without  sinne,  we  deceive  ourself, 
and  truth  is  not  in  us. 

Now  shul  ye  understonde,  in  what  maner  sinne 
wexeth  and  encreseth  in  man.  The  first  thing 
is  that  nourishing  of  sinne,  of  which  I  spake  before, 
that  is  concupiscence  :  and  after  that  cometh  sug- 
gestion of  the  divel,  this  is  to  say,  the  divels  belous, 
with  which  he  bloweth  in  man  the  fire  of  concu- 
piscence :  and  after  that  a  man  bethinketh  him, 
whether  he  wo)  do  or  no  that  thing  to  which  he  is 
tempted.  And  than  if  a  man  withstand  and  weive 
the  first  entising  of  his  flesh,  and  of  the  fend,  than 
it  is  no  sinne  :  and  if  so  be  he  do  not,  than  feleth 
he  anon  a  flame  of  delit,  and  than  it  is  good  to 
beware  and  kepe  him  wel,  or  elles  he  wol  fall  anon 
to  consenting  of  sinne,  and  than  wol  he  do  it,  if  he 
may  have  time  and  place.  And  of  this  mater  sayth 
Moyses  by  the  devil,  in  this  maner :  the  fend  sayth, 
I  wol  chace  and  pursue  man  by  wicked  suggestion, 
and  I  wol  hent  him  by  meving  and  stirring  of 
sinne,  and  I  wol  depart  my  pris,  or  my  prey,  by 
deliberation,  and  my  lust  snal  be  aceomplised  in 
delit ;  I  wol  draw  my  swerd  in  consenting :  (for 
certes,  right  as  a  swerd  departeth  a  thing  in  two 
peces,  right  so  consenting  departeth  God  fro  man) 
and  than  wol  I  ale  him  with  my  hond  in  dede  of 
sinne.  Thus  sayth  the  fend  ;  for  certes,  than  is  a 
man  al  ded  in  soule;  and  thus  is  sinne  aceom- 
plised, by  temptation,  by  delit,  and  by  consenting : 
and  than  is  the  sinne  actuel. 

Forsoth  sinne  is  in  two  manera,  either  it  is 
venial,  or  dedly  sinne.  Sothly,  whan  a  man  loveth 
any  creature  more  than  Jesu  Crist  our  creatour, 
than  it  is  dedly  sinne  :  and  venial  sinne  it  is,  if  a 
man  love  Jesu  Crist  lease  than  him  ought.  For- 
soth the  dede  of  this  venial  sinne  is  ful  perilous, 
for  it  amenuseth  the  love  that  man  shuld  have  to 
God,  more  and  more.  And  therfore  if  a  man 
charge  himself  with  many  swiche  venial  sinnes, 
certes,  but  if  so  be  that  he  somtime  discharge  him 
of  hem  by  shrift,  they  may  wel  lightly  am  en  use  in 
him  all  the  love  that  he  hath  to  Jesu  Crist :  and 
in  this  wise  skippeth  venial  sinne  into  dedly  sinne. 
For  certes,  the  more  that  a  man  chargeth  his 
soule  with  venial  sinnes,  the  more  he  is  enclined 
to  fall  into  dedly  sinne.  And  therfore  let  us  not 
be  negligent  to  discharge  us  of  venial  sinnes.  For 
the  proverbe  sayth,  that  many  smal  maken  a  gret. 
And  herken  this  ensample :  A  gret  wawe  of  the 
see  cometh  somtime  with  so  gret  a  violence,  that 
it  drencheth  the  ship :  and  the  same  harme  do 
somtime  the  smal  dropes  of  water,  that  cnteren 
thurgh  a  litel  ere  vis  in  the  thurrok,  and  in  the 
botom  of  the  ship,  if  men  ben  so  negligent,  that 
they  discharge  hem  not  by  time.  And  therfore 
although  ther  be  difference  betwix  thise  two 
causes  of  drenching,  algates  the  ship  is  dreint. 
Right  so  fareth  it  somtime  of  dedly  sinne,  and  of 
anoious  venial  sinnes,  whan  they  multiplie  in  man 
ho  gretly,  that  thilke  worldly  thinges  that  he 
loveth,  thurgh  which  he  sinneth  venially,  is  as 
gret  in  his  herte  as  the  love  of  God,  or  more  :  and 
therfore  the  love  of  every  thing  that  is  not  beset 
in  God,  ne  don  principally  for  Goddes  sake,  al- 
though that  a  man  love  it  lesse  than  God,  yet  is  it 
venial  sinne  ;  and  dedly  sinne  is,  whan  the  love  of 
any  thing  weigheth  in  the  herte  of  man,  as  moche 
as  the  love  of  God,  or  more.  Dedly  sinne,  as  sayth 
Seint  Augustine,  is,  whan  a  man  tourneth  his 


herte  fro  God,  whiche  that  is  veray  soveraine 
bountee,  that  may  not  chaunge,  and  yeveth  his 
herte  to  thing  that  may  chaunge  and  flitte :  and 
certes,  that  is  every  thing  save  God  of  heven.  For 
soth  is,  that  if  a  man  yeve  his  lore,  which  that  he 
oweth  to  God  with  all  his  herte,  unto  a  creature, 
certes,  as  moche  of  his  love  as  he  yeveth  to  the 
same  creature,  so  moche  he  bereveth  fro  God,  and 
therfore  doth  he  sinne  :  for  he,  that  is  dettour  to 
God,  ne  yeldeth  not  to  God  all  his  dette,  that  is  to 
sayn,  all  the  love  of  his  herte. 

Now  sith  man  understondeth  generally,  which 
is  venial  sinne,  than  is  it  covenable  to  tell 
specially  of  sinnes,  whiche  that  many  a  man 
peraventore  demeth  hem  no  sinnes,  and  shriveth 
him  not  of  the  same,  and  yet  natheles  they  be 
sinnes  sothly,  as  thise  clerkes  writen  ;  this  is  to 
say,  at  every  tyme  that  man  eteth  and  drinketh 
more  than  sufficeth  to  the  sustenance  of  his  body, 
in  certain  he  doth  sinne ;  eke  whan  he  speketh 
more  than  it  nedeth,  he  doth  sinne  ;  eke  whan  be 
herkeneth  not  benignely  the  complaint  of  the 
poure  ;  eke  whan  he  is  in  hele  of  body,  and  wot 
not  fast  whan  other  folk  fast,  without  cants 
resonable  ;  eke  whan  he  slepeth  more  than  nedeth, 
or  whan  he  cometh  by  that  encheson  to  late  to 
chirche,  or  to  other  werkes  of  charitee ;  eke 
whan  he  useth  his  -wif  withouten  soveraine  desire 
of  engendrure,  to  the  honour  of  God,  or  fur  the 
entent  to  yeld  his  wif  his  dette  of  his  body ;  eke 
whan  he  wol  not  visite  the  Bike,  or  the  prisoner,  if 
he  may ;  eke  if  he  lore  wif  or  child,  or  other 
worldly  thing,  more  than  reson  requireth  ;  eke  if 
he  flater  or  blandise  more  than  him  ought  for  any 
neceasitee ;  eke  if  he  aroenuse  or  withdraws  the 
almesse  of  the  poure  ;  eke  if  he  apparaile  hii 
mete  more  deliciously  than  nede  is,  or  ete  it  to 
hastily  by  likerousnesse  ;  eke  if  he  talke  vanhesi 
in  the  chirche,  or  at  Goddes  service,  or  that  he  be 
a  taler  of  idle  wordes  of  foly  or  vilanie,  for  be 
shal  yeld  accomptes  of  it  at  the  day  of  dome  ;  eke 
whan  he  behighteth  or  assureth  to  don  thinge* 
that  he  may  not  perfourme  ;  eke  whan  that  he  fay 
lightnesse  of  foly  missayeth  or  seorneth  hi 
neighbour  ;  eke  whan  he  hath  ony  wicked  suapeaon 
of  thing,  ther  he  ne  wote  of  it  no  sothfastnesse : 
thise  thinges  and  mo  withouten  norabre  be  somes, 
as  sayth  Seint  Augustine.  Now  shul  ye  under- 
stonde, that  al  be  it  so  that  non  erthly  man  may 
eschewe  al  venial  sinnes,  yet  may  he  refreine  him, 
by  the  brenning  love  that  he  hath  to  our  Lord 
Jesu  Crist,  and  by  prayer  and  confession,  aod 
other  good  werkes,  so  that  it  shal  but  litel  grieve. 
For  as  sayth  Seint  Augustine ;  if  a  man  love  God 
in  swiche  maner,  that  all  that  ever  be  doth  is  in 
the  love  of  God,  or  for  the  love  of  God  veraily, 
for  he  brenneth  in  the  love  of  God,  loke  how 
moche  that  o  drone  of  water,  which  falleth  into 
a  fourneis  ful  of  fire,  anoieth  or  greveth  the 
brenning  of  the  fire,  in  like  maner  anoieth  or 
greveth  a  venial  sinne  unto  that  man,  whiche  if 
stedfast  and  parfitc  in  the  love  of  our  Saviour 
Jesu  Crist.  Furthermore,  men  may  also  re- 
freine and  put  away  venial  sinne,  by  receiving 
worthily  the  precious  body  of  Jesu  Crist ;  by 
receiving  eke  of  holy  water ;  by  almes  dede ; 
by  general  confession  of  Conjitrcr  at  Masse, 
and  at  prime,  and  at  complin,  and  by  blessing 
of  Bishoppes  and  Preestes,  and  by  other  good 
werkes. 
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De  septem  peccatu  mortalibut. 

Now  it  is  behovely  to  tellen  whiche  ben  dedly 
sinnes,  thai  is  to  say,  chiefetaines  of  sinnes  ;  for 
!    as  moche  as  all  they  ren  in  o  lees,  bat  in  divers 
maners.    Now  ben  they  cleped  chiefetaines,  for  as 
I    moche  as  they  be  chiefe,  and  of  hem  springen  all 
1    other  sinnes.    The  rote  of  thise  sinnes  than  is 
pride,  the  general  rote  of  all  harmes.    For  of 
I    this  rote  springen  certain  braonches :  as  ire, 
I    en  vie,  accidie  or  sloothe,  avarice  or  coveitise,  (to 
:   common  onderstonding)  glotonie,  and  lecherie  : 
'   and  eche  of  thise  chief  sinnes  hath  his  braunches 
1   and  bis  twigges,  as  shal  be  declared  in  hir  chapi- 
|   tres  lolowing. 

1  De  sitperbia. 

And  though  so  be,  that  no  man  knoweth  utterly 
'  the  nombre  of  the  twigges,  and  of  the  harmes 
that  eomen  of  pride,  yet  wol  I  shew  a  partie  of 
j  hem,  as  ye  aha!  anderstond.   Ther  is  inobedience, 
:  iTmunting,  ipocrisie,  despit,  arrogance,  impudence, 
I  swelling  of  herte,  insolence,  elation,  impatience, 
I  shif,  eoatumacie,  presumption,  irreverence,  perti- 
!  aseie,  vaine  glorie,  and  many  other  twigges  that 
|  I  eannot  declare.  Inobedient  is  he  that  disobeyeth 
lor  despit  to  the  commandements  of  God,  and  to 
I  Us  soveraines,  and  to  his  gostly  fader.  Avaun- 
|  toar,  is  he  that  bosteth  of  the  harme  or  of  the 
I  boontee  that  he  hath  don.   Ipocrite,  is  he  that 
,  hideth  to  anew  him  swiche  as  he  is,  and  sheweth 
mm  to  seme  swiche  as  he  is  not   Despitous,  is  he 
1  that  hath  disdain  of  his  neighebour,  that  is  to 
|  nyn.  of  his  even  Cristen,  or  hath  despit  to  do 
|  that  him  ought  to  do.     Arrogant,  is  he  that 
,  tfainketh  that  he  hath  those  bountees  in  him,  that 
-  he  hath  not,  or  weneth  that  he  shulde  have  hem 
i  by  his  deserving,  or  elles  that  demeth  that  he  be 
1  that  he  is  not.  Impudent,  is  he  that  for  his  pride 
hath  no  shame  of  his  sinnes.    Swelling  of  herte,  is 
I  whan  man  rejoyceth  him  of  harme  that  he  hath 
I  don.    Insolent,  is  he  that  despiseth  in  his  juge- 
ment  all  other  folk,  as  in  regarde  of  his  value,  of 
1  his  conning,  of  his  speking,  and  of  his  bering. 
Elation,  is  whan  he  ne  may  neither  suffre  to  have 
maister  ne  felawe.    Impatient,  is  he  that  wol  not 
be  taught,  ne  undernome  of  his  vice,  and  by  strif 
werrieth  truth  wetingly,  and  defendeth  his  foly. 
Centumax,  is  he  that  thurgh  his  indignation  is 
ayenst  every  auctoritee  or  power  of  hem  that  ben 
his  soveraines.    Presumption,  is  whan  a  man 
mdertaketh  an  emprise  that  him  ought  not  to  do, 
or  elles  that  he  may  not  do,  and  this  is  called 
urquidrie.    Irreverence,  is  whan  man  doth  not 
honour  ther  as  him  ought  to  do,  and  waiteth  to  be 
reverenced.    Pertinacie,  is  whan  man  defendeth 
lus  foly,  and  trusteth  to  moche  in  his  owen  wit. 
Yaine-glorie,  is  for  to  have  pompe,  and  delit  in  his 
temporel  highnesse,  and  glorye  him  in  his  worldly 
estate.    Jangling,  is  whan  man  speketh  to  moche 
before  folk,  and  clappeth  as  a  mille,  and  taketh  no 
;  |  krpe  what  he  sayth. 

And  yet  ther  is  a  privee  spice  of  pride,  that 
waiteth  first  to  be  salewed,  or  he  wol  salew,  all 
be  be  lease  worthy  than  that  other  is ;  and  eke  he 
waiteth  to  sit,  or  to  go  above  him  in  the  way,  or 
kwss  the  pax,  or  ben  encensed,  or  gon  to  oflring 
before  his  neighbour,  and  swiche  semblabie 
|  thinges,  ayenst  his  duetee  peraventure,  bnt  that 
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he  hath  his  herte  and  his   entente,  in  swiche 
a  proude  desire,  to  be  magnified  and  honoured 
befcrn  the  peple.  1 
Now  ben  ther  two  maner  of  prides  ;  that  on  r 
of  hem  is  within  the  herte  of  a  man,  and  that  j 
other  is  without.   Of  swiche  sothly  thise  foresayd 
thinges,  and  mo  than  I  have  sayd,  apperteinen  to 
pride,  that  is  within  the  herte  of  man  ;  and  ther  | 
be  other  spices  of  pride  that  ben  withouten  :  but  j 
natheles,  that  on  of  thise  spices  of  pride  is  signe 
of  that  other,  right  as  the  gay  levesell  at  the  1 
Taveme  is  signe  of  the  win  that  is  in  the  celler.  | 
And  this  is  in  many  thinges  :  as  in  speche  and 
contenance,  and  outragious  array  of  clothing  :  for  I 
certes,  if  ther  had  ben  no  sinne  in  clothing,  Crist  | 
wold  not  so  sone  have  noted  and  spoken  of  the  ■ 
clothing  of  thilke  rich  man  in  the  gospel.    And,  I 
as  Seint  Gregory  sayth,  that  precious  clothing  is  | 
culpable  for  the  derthe  of  it,  and  for  his  softnesse, 
and  for  his  rtrangenesse  and  disguising,  and  for 
the  superfluitee,  or  for  the  inordinate  s can tn esse 
of  it,  alas !  may  not  a  man  see  as  in  our  daies, 
the  sinneful  costlewe  array  of  clothing,  and  namely 
in  to  moche  superfluitee,  or  elles  in  to  disonlinate 
scantnesse ! 

As  to  the  firste  sinne  in  superfluitee  of  clothing, 
whiche  that  maketh  it  so  dere,  to  the  harme  of  the 
peple,  not  only  the  coste  of  the  enbrouding,  the 
disguising,  endenting,  or  barring,  ounding,  paling, 
winding,  or  bending,  and  semblabie  wast  of  cloth 
in  vanitee  ;  but  ther  is  also  the  costlewe  furring 
in  hir  gounes,  so  moche  pounsoning  of  chesel  to 
maken  holes,  so  moche  dagging  of  sheres,  with 
the  superfluitee  in  length  of  the  foresaide  gounes, 
trailing  in  the  dong  and  in  the  myre,  on  hors  and 
eke  on  foot,  as  wel  of  man  as  of  woman,  that  all 
thilke  trailing  is  veraily  (as  in  effect)  wasted, 
consumed,  thredbare,  and   rotten  with  dong, 
rather  than  it  is  yeven  to  the  poure,  to  gret 
damage  of  the  foresayd  poure  folk,  and  that  in 
sondry  wise  :  this  is  to  sayn,  the  more  that  cloth 
is  wasted,  the  more  must  it  cost  to  the  poure  peple 
for  the  scarcenesse  ;  and  furtherover,  if  so  be  that 
they  wolden  yeve  swiche  pounsoned  and  dagged 
clothing  to  the  poure  peple,  it  is  not  convenient 
to  were  for  hir  estate,  ne  suffisaut  to  bote  hir 
necessitee,  to  kepe  hem  fro  the  distemperance  of 
the  firmament.    Upon  that  other  side,  to  speke 
of  the  horrible  disordinat  scantnesse  of  clot  hint?, 
as  ben  thise  cutted  sloppes  or  hanselines,  that 
thurgh  hir  shortenesse  cover  not  the  shameful  , 
membres  of  man,  to  wicked  entente  ;  alas  !  som 
of  hem  shewen  the  bosse  and  the  shape  of  the  ! 
horrible  swollen  membres,  that  semen  like  to  the  j 
maladie  of  Hernia,  in  the  wrapping  of  hir  hosen, 
and  eke  the  buttokkes  of  hem  behinde,  that  faren  I 
as  it  were  the  hinder  part  of  a  she  ape  in  the  ' 
ful  of  the  mone.    And  moreover  the  wretched  ! 
swollen  membres  that  they  shew  thurgh  die-  j 
giiising,  in  departing  of  hir  hosen  in  white  and  | 
rede,  semeth  that  half  hir  shameful  privee  mem-  j 
bres  were  flaine.    And  if  so  be  that  they  departe  ' 
hir  hosen  in  other  colours,  as  is  white  and  blewe,  I 
or  white  and  blake,  or  blake  and  rede,  and  so 
forth ;  than  semeth  it,  as  by  variance  of  colour,  that  I 
the  half  part  of  hir  privee  membres  ben  corrupt  j 
by  the  fire  of  Seint  Anthonie,  or  by  cancre,  or  , 
other  swiche  mischance.   Of  the  hinder  part  of  . 
hir  buttokkes  it  is  ful  horrible  for  to  see,  for  | 
certes  in  that  partie  of  hir  body  ther  as  they  i 
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pnrgen  fair  snnid-.z  ordure,  that  foci*  parti* 
she  we  they  to  the  p*ple  proodely  m  de*phe  '.f 
hone*<tee,  which*:  bonesa**  dial  Jesu  Crist  and  hi* 
frendes  observed  to  shewe  in  hir  iif.  Nov  as  to 
the  ontrageovs  array  of  women,  God  vote,  thai 
th'-ugh  the  viaazes  of  torn  of  hem  semen  fa] 
chaate  and  debonair*,  jet  notifies  they,  in  hir 
array  of  attire,  likerouMiw  and  pride.  I  aay 
not  that  honestee  in  clothing  of  man  or  voman  is 
nneovenable,  but  certes  the  soperfluitee  or  dis- 
ordinat  scareitee  of  clothing  »  reprevabie.  Also 
the  ainne  of  ornament,  or  of  apparaiie,  is  m 
thinges  that  apperUrine  to  riding,  as  in  to  many 
deiicat  hora,  that  ben  holden  for  delit,  that  ben  *o 
faire,  fat  be,  and  eoatlewe  ;  and  also  in  many  a 
vicious  knave,  that  is  susteiijed  because  of  hem ; 
in  curious  harneis,  as  in  aadlvs,  eropers,  peitrels, 
and  bridles,  covered  vith  precious  cloth  and  rich, 
barred  and  plat**d  of  gold  and  silver.  For  m-faich 
God  Mayih  by  Zacharie  the  Prophet,  I  vol  eon- 
founde  the  riders  of  sviche  hors.  These  folke 
taken  litel  regard  of  the  riding  of  Goddes  sone  of 
heven,  and  of  his  harneis,  whan  he  rode  upon  the 
ass*,  and  had  non  other  harneis  but  the  jtoure 
clothes  of  his  disciples,  ne  we  rede  not  that  erer 
he  rode  on  ony  oilier  beste.  I  speke  this  for  the 
ainne  of  superfluitee,  and  not  for  honestee,  whan 
reson  it  requireth.  And  moreover,  certes  pride 
is  gretly  notified  in  holding  of  gret  meinie,  whan 
they  ben  of  litel  profile  or  of  right  no  pmfite,  and 
namely  whan  that  meinie  is  felonous  and  daraa- 
geous  to  the  peple  by  hardinesse  of  high  lordeship, 
or  by  way  of  office ;  for  certes,  swiche  lordes  sell 
than  hir  lordeship  to  the  Devil  of  helle,  whan 
they  susteine  the  wickednesse  of  hir  meinie.  Or 
el  lea,  whan  thine  folk  of  low  degree,  as  they  that 
holden  hostelries,  sustcincn  thefte  of  hir  hostel- 
lers, and  that  is  in  many  manor  of  deceitc-s: 
thilke  maner  of  folk  ben  "the  Hi<-«  that  folowen 
the  hony,  or  ellcs  the  houndes  that  folowen  the 
caraine.  Swiche  forcnayde  folk  stranglen  spirituelly 
hir  lonleMhipcs  ;  for  which  thus  saith  David  the 
Prophet ;  wicked  deth  mot  come  unto  thilke  lorde- 
BhijK-H,  arid  God  yeve  that  they  mot  defend  into 
helle,  all  douu  ;  for  in  hir  Ikiuhi-s  is  iuiquitec  and 

,  HhrewedneHHC,  and  not  God  of  heven.  And  certes, 
but  if  they  don  amendfment,  right  as  God  yave 
his  beninon  to  Laban  by  the  service  of  Jacob,  and 
to  Pharao  by  the  service  of  Joseph,  right  so  God 
wol  yeve  his  malison  to  swiche  lorueshipes  as 

j  susteine  the  wickednesse  of  hir  servants,  but  they 
come  to  aineudenicut.  Pride  of  the  table  appereth 
eke  ful  oft  ;  for  certes  riche  men  be  cleped  to 
festcs,  and  poure  folk  be  put  away  and  rebuked  ; 
and  also  in  excesse  of  divers  metes  and  driukes, 
and  namely  swiche  maner  bake  metes  and  dishe 
ineteK  brenning  of  wilde.  fire,  and  pointed  and 
crastclled  with  paper,  and  semblablc  wast,  so  that 

1  it  in  abusion  to  thinke.  And  eke  in  to  gret 
preHouMitttHe  of  vessell,  and  curiositee  of  miii- 
ntralcie,  by  which  a  man  is  stirred  more  to  the 
dclites  of  luxurie,  if  h>  be  that  he  sette  his  lierte 
the  lesw  upon  nure  Lord  Jw*u  Crist,  it  is  a  sinne  ; 
and  ciTtainely  the  delta*  might  ben  so  gret  in 
thin  chm,  that  a  man  might  lightly  fall  by  hem 

j  into  dediv  mime.  The  spices  that  sourden  of 
pride,  sothly  whan  they  sourden  of  malice  ima- 
gined, a  vised,  and  forecast*,  or  elles  of  usage,  ben 
dedly  shines,  it  is  no  doute.  And  whan  they 
bourdon  by  f reel  tee  una  vised  sodeuly,  and  sodenly 


withdraw  aais.  ai  he-  they  nrrt«  sinnea,  I  geav 
that  they  he  not  dedK.    N  >w  might  men  sake, 
wber»f  that  pride  «-:<xrdeth  and  sprinceth.    I  avr 
that  e*mtime  it  fpringeth  t<f  the  g-c-c*it*  of  nature, 
*». -marae  fA  the  goodea  of  fortune,  and  somthne  of 
the  g-odea  of  grace.    Certes  the  goodes  of  natart 
stonden  only  in  the  goodes  of  the  body,  or  «f  tat 
K'U>.    Ones,  the  godes  of  the  body  ben  belt  of 
body,  strength,  delirernesse,  bemntee,  gentrie,  frms- 
chifee  :  the  goode*  of  nature  of  the  sooJe  ben  good 
wit.  tharpe  understondmg,  subtil  engine,  venae  ; 
natureL.  good  roemorie :  goodes  of  fortune  bat 
riches,  high  degrees  of  lordshipes,  and  pri  iaiafu  ! 
of  the  peple  :  goodea  of  grace  ben  science,  povsr 
to  suffre  srvituel  travail*,  benignitee.  vertaoef 
contemplation,  withstonding  of  temptatioa,  asd  i 
semblable  thinges  :  of  which  foreamyd  goodea,  eer-  , 
tea  it  is  a  gret  folic,  a  man  to  prides  him  in  oar  af  , 
hem  alL  Now  as  for  to  speke  of  goodea  of  nattn, 
God  vote  that  somtime  we  have  hem  in  nature  at  1 
moche  to  our  damage  as  to  oar  profit*.   As  fee  > 
to  speke  of  hele  of  body,  tmrely  it  pasasth  M 
lightly,  and  also  it  ia  ful  ofte  encheeoo  of  t 
of  the  sonle  :  for  God  vote,  the  flesh  ■  t  ml  j 
enemy  to  the  soule  :  and  therfore  the  mora  unt  { 
the  body  ia  hole,  the  more  be  we  in  peril  to  ftDa  . 
Eke  for  to  priden  him  in  his  strength  of  body,!*  1 
a  grete  folie :  for  certes  the  fieah  coveiteth  ayeav 
the  spirite :  and  ever  the  more  strong  that  tat  I 
flesh  is,  the  sorier  may  the  aonle  be :  and  tnr  ! 
all,  this  strength  of  body,  and  worldly  In i  dims*, 
causeth  ful  oft  to  many  man  peril  and  miaduaca 
Also  to  liave  pride  of  gentrie  is  right  gret  foot: 
for  oft  time  the  gentrie  of  the  body  bemmeth  Uw 
gentrie  of  the  soule  :  and  also  we  ben  ail  of  •  | 
fader  and  of  o  moder :  and  all  we  ben  of  •  ; 
nature  rotten  and  corrupt,  both  riche  and  pome.  | 
Forsoth  o  maner  gentrie  ia  for  to  preise,  tint 
ap]>areilleth  mannes  conge  with  vertocs  vd 
moral  i tees,  and  maketh  him  Crtstes  child ;  for 
trusteth  wel,  that  over  what  man  that  ainne  hath 
maistrie,  he  is  a  veray  cherl  to  ainne. 

Now  ben  ther  general  signes  of  gentUneaw ;  m 
1  e^hewing  of  vice  and  ribaudrie,  and  terrace  of 
sinne,  in  word,  and  in  werk  and  contenance,  ud 
using  vertue,  as  eourtesie,  and  denenease,  and  V  , 
be  liberal ;  that  is  to  say,  large  by  mesure  ;  for  : 
•  thilke  that  passcth  mesure,  ia  folie  and  suna 
|  Another  is  to  remember  him  of  bountee,  that  be  ! 
1  of  other  folk  hath  received.    Another  ia  to  be  be*  1 
;  nigne  to  his  subgettes ;  wherfore  saith  Seneke;  > 
|  ther  is  nothing  limre  covenable  to  a  man  of  high  | 
I  estate,  than  debonairtee  and  pitee  :  and  tbertet 
I  thise  flies  that  men  clepen  bees,  whan  they  nuke 
I  hir  king,  they  chesen  on  that  hath  no  prickt- 
i  wherwith  he  may  sting.    Another  is,  man  to  have 
a  noble  herte  and  a  diligent,  toatteine  to  high  ver- 
tuous  tliinges.    Now  certes,  a  man  to  priden  hai 
in  the  goodes  of  grace,  is  eke  an  outrageous  folie: 
for  thilke  yeftes  of  grace  that  shuld  have  toarnsi 
,  him  to  gotMlnesse,  and  to  medicine,  toumeth  hia 
j  to  veniine  and  confusion,  as  sayth  Seint  Gregorie. 
CVrtcs  also,  who  so  prideth  him  in  the  goodneate 
of  fortune,  he  is  a  gret  fool :  for  somtime  is  a  ma 
a  gret  lord  by  the  morwe,  that  is  a  caitife  and  a 
wretch  or  it  be  night :  and  somtime  the  richeateof 
a  man  is  cause  of  his  deth :  and  somtime  the 
deli  tea  of  a  man  ben  cause  of  grcvous  maladis, 
thurgli  which  he  dieth.  Certes,  the  commendatksi 
of  the  peple  ia  ful  false  and  brotel  for  to  trust;  thai 
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>reise,  to-morwe  they  blame.    God  wote, 
hare  commendation  of  the  peple  hath 
th  to  many  a  besy  man. 

Remedium  Superbim. 
th  that  so  is,  that  ye  have  nnderstond 
ride,  and  which  be  the  spices  of  it,  and 
les  pride  sourdeth  and  springeth  ;  now 
iderstond  which  is  the  remedie  ayenst  it. 
t  or  mekenesse  is  the  remedy  ayenst 
at  is  a  vertue,  thnrgh  which  a  man  hath 
>wlege  of  himself,  and  holdeth  of  himself 
5,  ne  no  pris,  as  iu  regard  of  his  desertes, 
ig  ever  his  freeltee.   Now  ben  ther  three 

humilitee* ;  as  humilitee  in  herte,  and 
i  the  mouth,  and  the  thridde  in  werkes. 
litee  in  herte  is  in  foure  maners  :  that  on 
%  man  holdeth  himself  as  nought  worth 
d  of  heven  :  the  second  is,  whan  he  des- 
l  other  man  :  the  thridde  is,  whan  he  ne 
at  though  men  hoide  him  nought  worth  : 
orth  is,  whan  he  is  not  sory  of  his  humilia- 
»  the  humilitee  of  mouth  is  in  foure 
in  attemperat  speche;  in  humilitee  of 
id  whan  heconfesseth  with  hisowen  mouth, 

swiche  as  he  thinketh  that  he  is  in  his 
other  is,  whan  he  preiseth  the  bountee  of 
an  and  nothing  therof  amenuseth .  Humi- 
i  werkes  is  in  foure  maners.  The  first  is, 
Mitteth  other  men  before  him ;  the  second 
m  the  lowest  place  of  all ;  the  thridde  is, 
issent  to  good  conseil ;  the  fourth  is,  to 
lly  to  the  award  of  his  soveraine,  or  of 
is  higher  in  degree :  certain  this  is  a  gret 
nmintee. 

De  Invidia. 
>ride  wol  I  speke  of  the  foule  sinne  of 
tich  that  is,  after  the  word  of  the  philoso- 
re  of  other  mennes  prosperitee ;  and  after 
of  Seint  Augustine,  it  is  sorwe  of  other 
ele,  and  joye  of  other  mennes  harme. 
>  sinne  is  platly  ayenst  the  holy  gost.  Al 
hat  every  sinne  is  ayenst  the  holy  gost, 
les,  for  as  mocheas  bountee  apperteineth 
to  the  holy  gost,  and  envie  cometh  pro- 
malice,  therfore  it  is  proprely  ayenst 
ee  of  the  holy  Gost.  Now  hath  malice 
s,  that  is  to  say,  hardinesse  of  herte  in 
He,  or  elles  the  flesh  of  man  is  so  blind, 
sonaidereth  not  that  he  is  in  sinne,  or 
t>t  that  he  is  in  sinne  ;  which  is  the  hardi- 
the  divel.  That  other  spice  of  envie  is, 
t  a  man  werrieth  trouth,  whan  he  wot 

trouth,  and  also  whan  he  werrieth  the 
rod  that  God  hath  yeve  to  his  neighbour : 
is  is  by  envie.  Certes  than  is  envie  the 
ie  that  is  ;  for  sothly  all  other  sinnes  be 
>nly  ayenst  on  special  vertue  :  but  certes 
renst  al  raaner  vertues  and  alle  goodnesse ; 
>ry  of  all  bountee  of  his  neighbour  :  and 
aner  it  is  divers  from  all  other  sinnes  ; 
inethe  is  ther  any  sinne  that  it  ne  hath 

in  himself,  save  only  envie,  that  ever 
unself  anguish  and  sorwe.  The  spices  of 
i  these.  Ther  is  first  sorwe  of  other 
goodnesse  and  of  hir  prosperitee  ;  and 
»  ought  to  be  kindly  mater  of  joye ;  than 

sinne  ayenst  kinde.  The  seconde  spice 
■  joye  of  other  mennes  harme  ;  and  that 


is  proprely  like  to  the  divel,  that  ever  rejoyseth 
him  of  mannes  harme.  Of  thise  two  spices  cometh 
backbiting ;  and  this  sinne  of  backbiting  or  detract- 
ing hath  certain  spices,  as  thus :  som  man  preiseth 
his  neighbour  by  a  wicked  entente,  for  he  niaketh 
alway  a  wicked  knotte  at  the  laste  ende :  alway  he 
maketh  a  but  at  the  last  ende,  that  is  digne  of  more 
blame,  than  is  worth  all  the  praising.  The  second 
spice  is,  that  if  a  man  be  good,  or  doth  or  sayth  a 
tiling  to  good  entente,  the  backbiter  wol  turne  all  ■ 
that  goodnesse  up  so  doun  to  his  shrewde  entente. 
The  thridde  is  to  amenuse  the  bountee  of  his 
neighbour.  The  fourthe  spice  of  backbiting  is  this, 
that  if  men  speke  goodnesse  of  a  man,  than  wol 
the  backbiter  say  ;  Parfay  swiche  a  man  is  yet 
better  than  he;  in  dispreising  of  him  that  men 
preise.  The  fifth  spice  is  this,  for  to  consent  gladly 
to  herken  the  harme  that  men  speke  of  other  folk. 
This  sinne  is  ful  gret,  and  ay  encreseth  after  the 
wicked  entent  of  the  backbiter.  After  backbiting 
cometh  grutching  ormurmurance,  and  somtime  it 
springeth  of  impatience  ayenst  God,  and  somtime 
ayenst  man.  Ayenst  God  it  is  whan  a  man  grutch- 
eth  ayenst  the  peine  of  helle,  or  ayenst  poverte,  or 
losse  of  catel,  or  ayenst  rain  or  tempest,  or  elles 
grutcheth  that  shrewes  have  prosperitee,  or  elles 
that  good  men  have  adversitee:  and  all  thise 
thinges  shuld  men  sufifre  patiently,  for  they  comen 
by  the  rightful  jugement  and  ordinance  of  God. 
Somtime  cometh  grutching  of  avarice,  as  Judas 
grutched  ayenst  the  Magdeleine,  whan  she  anointed 
the  hed  of  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  with  hire  precious 
oynement.  This  maner  murmuring  is  swiche  as 
whan  man  grutcheth  of  goodnesse  that  himself 
doth,  or  that  other  folk  don  of  hir  owen  catel. 
Somtime  cometh  murmur  of  pride,  as  whan  Simon 
the  Pharisee  grutched  ayenst  the  Magdeleine,  whan 
she  approched  to  Jesu  Crist  and  wept  at  his  feet 
for  hire  sinnes  :  and  somtime  it  sourdeth  of  envie, 
whan  men  discover  a  mannes  harme  that  was 
privee,  or  bereth  him  on  hond  thing  that  is  false. 
Murmur  also  is  oft  among  servants,  that  grutchen 
whan  hir  soveraines  bidden  hem  do  leful  thinges  ; 
and  for  as  moche  as  they  dare  not  openly  withsay 
the  commaundement  of  hir  soveraines,  yet  wol  they 
say  harme  and  grutche  and  murmure  prively  for 
veray  despit ;  which  wordes  they  call  the  divels 
Paler  natter ,  though  so  be  that  the  divel  had  never 
Pater  noster,  but  that  lewed  folke  yeven  it  swiche 
a  name.  Somtime  it  cometh  of  ire  or  privee  hate, 
that  norisheth  rancour  in  the  herte,  as  afterward 
I  shal  declare.  Than  cometh  eke  bitternesse  of 
herte,  thurgh  which  bitternesse  every  good  dede 
of  his  neighbour  semeth  to  him  bitter  and  unsavory. 
Than  cometh  discord  that  unbindeth  all  maner  of 
frendship.  Than  cometh  scorning  of  his  neighbour, 
al  do  he  never  so  wel.  Than  cometh  accusing,  as 
whan  a  man  seketh  occasion  to  annoyen  his  neigh, 
bour,  which  is  like  the  craft  of  the  divel,  that 
waiteth  both  day  and  night  to  accusen  us  all.  Than 
cometh  malignitee,  thurgh  which  a  man  annoieth 
his  neighbour  prively  if  he  may,  and  if  he  may  not, 
algate  his  wicked  will  shal  not  let,  as  for  to  brenne 
his  nous  prively,  or  enpoison  him,  or  sle  his  bestes, 
and  semblable  thinges. 

Remedium  Invidim. 

Now  wol  I  speke  of  the  remedie  ayenst  this 
foule  sinne  of  envie.   Firste  is  the  love  of  God 
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principally,  and  loving  of  his  neighbour  as  him- 
self :  for  sothly  that  on  ne  may  not  be  without 
that  other.  And  trust  wel,  that  in  the  name  of 
thy  neighbour  thou  shalt  understande  the  name  of 
thy  brother  ;  for  certes  all  we  have  on  fader 
fleshly,  and  on  moder  ;  that  is  to  say,  Adam  and 
Eve  ;  and  also  on  fader  spirituel,  that  is  to  say, 
God  of  heven.  Thy  neighbour  art  thou  bounds 
for  to  love,  and  will  him  all  goodnesse,  and  there- 
fore sayth  God  ;  Love  thy  neighbour  as  thyself  ; 
that  is  to  say,  to  salvation  both  of  lif  and  soule. 
And  moreover  thou  shalt  love  him  in  word,  and 
in  benigne  amonesting  and  chastising,  and  com- 
fort him  in  his  anoyes,  and  praye  for  him  with  all 
thy  herte.  And  in  dede  thou  shalt  love  him  in 
swiche  wise  that  thou  shalt  do  to  him  in  charitee, 
as  thou  woldest  that  it  were  don  to  thin  owen 
person  :  and  therfore  thou  ne  shalt  do  him  no 
damage  in  wicked  word,  ne  harme  in  his  body,  ne 
in  his  catel,  ne  in  his  soule  by  entising  of  wicked 
ensample.  Thou  shalt  not  desire  his  wif,  ne  non 
of  his  thinges.  Understonde  eke  that  in  the  name  of 
neighbour  is  comprehended  his  enemy :  certes 
man  slial  love  his  enemy  for  the  commandment  of 
God,  and  sothly  thy  frend  thou  shalt  love  in  God. 
I  say  thin  enemy  shalt  thou  love  for  Goddes  sake, 
by  his  commandement :  for  if  it  were  reson  that 
man  shulde  liate  his  enemy,  forsoth  God  n'olde 
not  receive  us  to  his  love  that  ben  his  enemies. 
Ayenst  three  maner  of  wronges,  that  his  enemy 
doth  to  him,  he  shal  do  three  things,  as  thus : 
ayenst  hate  and  rancour  of  herte,  he  shal  love 
him  in  herte  :  ayenst  chiding  and  wicked  wordes, 
he  shal  pray  for  his  enemy  :  ayenst  the  wicked 
dede  of  his  enemy  he  shal  do  him  bountee.  For 
Crist  sayth  :  Love  your  enemies,  and  prayeth  for 
hem  that  spoke  you  harme,  and  for  hem  that 
chasen  and  pursuen  you  :  and  do  bountee  to  hem 
that  haten  you.  Lo,  thus  comandeth  us  our  Lord 
Jesu  Crist  to  do  to  our  enemies  :  forsoth  nature 
drive  th  us  to  love  our  frendes,  and  parfay  our 
enemies  have  more  nede  of  love  than  our  frendes, 
and  they  that  more  nede  have,  certes  to  hem  shal 
men  do  goodnesse.  And  certes  in  thilke  dede 
have  we  remembrance  of  the  love  of  Jesu  Crist 
that  died  for  his  enemies  :  and  in  as  moche  as 
thilke  love  is  more  grevous  to  performe,  so  moche 
is  more  gret  the  merite,  and  therfore  the  loving  of 
our  enemy  hath  confounded  the  venime  of  the 
divel.  For  right  as  the  divel  is  confounded  by 
humilitee,  right  so  is  he  wounded  to  the  deth  by 
the  love  of  our  enemy :  certes  than  is  love  the 
medicine  that  casteth  out  the  venime  of  en  vie  fro 
inannes  herte. 

De  Ira, 

After  envy  wol  I  declare  of  the  sinne  of  Ire : 
for  sothly  who  so  hath  envy  upon  his  neighbour, 
anon  communly  wol  finde  him  mater  of  wrath  in 
word  or  in  dede  ayenst  him  to  whom  he  hath 
envie.  And  as  wel  coineth  Ire  of  pride  as  of 
en  vie,  for  sothly  he  that  is  proude  or  envious  is 
lightly  wroth. 

This  sinne  of  Ire,  after  the  discriving  of  Seint 
Augustin,  is  wicked  will  to  be  avenged  by  word  or 
bv  dede.  Ire,  after  the  Philosophre,  is  the  fervent 
blode  of  man  yquicked  in  his  herte,  thurgh  which 
he  wold  harme  to  him  that  he  hateth  :  for  certes 
the  herte  of  man  by  enchaufing  and  meving  of 
his  blood  waxetli  so  troubled,  that  it  is  out  of  all 


maner  jugement  of  reson.    But  ye  ahul  under* 
stoude  that  Ire  is  in  two  miners,  that  on  of  hen 
is  good,  and  that  other  is  wicked.    The  £ood  ire 
is  by  jalousie  of  goodnesse,  thurgh  the  which  man  ; 
is  wroth  with  wickednease,  and  again  wickedneste.  | 
And  therfore  saith  the  wise  man,  that  ire  is  better  | 
than  play.    This  ire  is  with  debonairtee,  and  it  is  | 
wrothe  without  bitternease :  not  wrothe  ayenst  the  i 
man,  but  wrothe  with  the  misdede  of  the  man :  at 
saith  the  Prophet  David  ;  Inucimini,  £  aa&f 
pecenre.    Now  understond  that  wicked  ire  is  in  . 
two  manors,  that  is  to  say,  soden  ire  or  hasty  ire  I 
without  avisement  and  consenting  of  reson  ;  the 
mening  and  the  sense  of  this  is,  that  the  reson  of  | 
a  man  ne  consenteth  not  to  that  soden  ire,  and  I 
than  it  is  venial.    Another  ire  is  that  is  fol  [ 
wicked,  that  cometh  of  felonie  of  herte,  aviaed  i 
and  cast  before,  with  wicked  will  to  do  vengeance, 
and  tlierto  his  reson  consenteth  :  and  sothly  tub 
is  dedly  sinne.    This  ire  is  so  displesant  to  God, 
tliat  it  troubleth  his  hous,  and  chaseth  the  holy 
Gost  out  of  mannes  soule,  and  wasteth  and  des- 
troyed! that  likenesse  of  God,  that  is  to  say.  the 
vertue  that  is  in  mannes  soule,  and  potteth  in  him 
the  likenesse  of  the  devil,  and  benuneth  the  mat 
fro  God  that  is  his  rightful  Lord.    This  ire  isa 
ful  gret  plesance  to  the  devil,  for  it  is  the  devfli 
forneis  that  he  enchaufeth  with  the  fire  of  heDe. 
For  certes  right  so  as  fire  is  more  mishty  te 
destroie  erthly  thinges,  than  any  other  element, 
right  so  ire  is  mighty  to  destroie  all  spirits*! 
thinges.   Loke  how  that  fire  of  smal  gledes,  that 
ben  almost  ded  under  ashen,  wol  quicken  ayea 
whan  they  ben  touched  with  brimstone,  right  ee 
ire  wol  evermore  quicken  ayen,  whan  it  is  touched 
with  pride  that  is  covered  in  inannes  herte. 
For  certes  fire  ne  may  not  come  out  of  no  thins, 
but  if  it  were  first  in  the  same  thing  natorelly : 
as  fire  is  drawne  out  of  flintes  with  stele.  And 
right  so  as  pride  is  many  times  mater  of  ire, 
right  so  is  rancour  norice  and  keper  of  ire.  Ther 
is  a  maner  tree,  as  sayth  Seint  Isidore,  that  what 
men  make  a  fire  of  the  saide  tree,  and  cover  the 
coles  of  it  with  ashen,  sothly  the  fire  tberof  wel 
last  all  a  yere  or  more  :  and  right  so  fareth  it  of 
rancour,  whan  it  is  ones  conceived  in  the  herte  of 
som  men,  certes  it  wol  lasten  peraventure  from  on 
Easterne  day  until  another  Easterne  day,  or  more. 
But  certes  the  same  man  is  ful  fer  from  the 
mercie  of  God  all  thilke  while. 

In  this  foresaid  devils  forneis  ther  forgen  three 
shrewes  ;  pride,  that  ay  bloweth  and  encreseth  the 
fire  by  chiding  and  wicked  wordes  :  than  stondeth 
envie,  and  holdeth  the  hot  yren  upon  the  herte  of 
man,  with  a  pair  of  longe  tonges  of  longe  rancour: 
and  than  stondeth  the  sinne  of  contumeue  or  strif 
and  chestc,  and  battereth  and  forgeth  by  vilaiBi 
reprevinges.  Certes  this  cursed  sinne  annoyedi 
both  to  the  roan  himself,  and  eke  his  neighbour. 
For  sothly  almost  all  the  harme  or  damage  that 
ony  man  doth  to  his  neighbour  cometh  of  wrath : 
for  certes,  outrageous  wrathe  doth  all  that  ever 
the  foule  fende  willeth  or  commandeth  him ;  for  ht 
no  spareth  neyther  for  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist,  so 
his  swete  moder ;  and  in  his  outrageous  anger 
and  ire,  alas  i  alas !  ful  many  on  at  that  time, 
feleth  in  his  herte  ful  wickedly,  both  of  Crist,  and 
also  of  all  his  halwes.  Is  not  this  a  cursed  vice  I 
Yes  certes.  Alas !  it  benimmeth  fro  man  his 
witte  and  his  reson,  and  all  his  debonaire  ht 
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spirituel,  thai  shuld  kepe  his  soule.  Certes  it 
benimmeth  also  Goddes  due  lordship  (and  that  is 
mannes  soule)  and  the  love  of  his  neighbours :  it 
ttriveth  also  all  day  ayenst  trouth  ;  it  reveth  him 
the  quiet  of  his  herte,  and  subverteth  his  soule. 

Of  ire  comen  thise  stinking  engendrures  ;  first, 
bite,  that  is  olde  wrath  :  discord,  thurgh  which  a 
man  forsaketh  his  olde  frend  that  he  hath  loved 
,  fill  long:  and  than  cometh  werre,  and  every  maner 
of  wrong  that  a  man  doth  to  his  neighbour  in  body 
or  in  catel.  Of  this  cursed  sinne  of  ire  cometh 
I  eke  manslaughter.  And  understondetli  wel  that 
|  bomicide  (that  is,  manslaughter)  is  in  divers  wise. 
,  Soon  maner  of  homicide  is  spirituel,  and  som  is 
bodily.  Spirituel  manslaughter  is  in  six  thinges. 
i  First,  bv  hate,  as  sayth  St  John :  He  that  hateth 
I  his  brother,  is  an  homicide.  Homicide  is  also  by 
I  backbiting ;  of  which  backbitours  sayth  Salomon, 
I  that  they  have  two  swerdes,  with  which  they  slay 
I  hir  neighbours :  for  sothly  as  wicked  it  is  to  benirae 
of  him  his  good  name  as  his  lif.  Homicide  is  also 
in  yeving  of  wicked  conseil  by  fraude,  as  for  to 
yeve  conseil  to  areise  wrongful  cus  tomes  and 
talages  ;  of  which  sayth  Salomon  :  A  lion  roring, 
and  a  bere  hungrie,  ben  like  to  cruel  Lordes,  in 
withholding  or  abreggiug  of  the  hire  or  of  the 
wages  of  servantes,  or  elles  in  usurie,  or  in  with- 
drawing of  the  almesse  of  poure  folk.  For  which 
the  wise  man  sayth  :  Fedeth  him  that  almost  dicth 
for  honger  ;  for  sothly  but  if  thou  fede  him  thou 
lleest  him.  And  all  thise  ben  dedly  sinnes.  Bodily 
manslaughter  is  whan  thou  sleest  him  with  thy 
wage  in  other  maner,  as  whan  thou  commandest 
to  ale  a  man,  or  elles  yevest  conseil  to  sle  a  man. 
Manslaughter  in  dede  is  in  foure  maners.  That 
on  is  by  lawe,  right  as  a  justice  dampneth  him 
that  is  culpable  to  the  deth  :  but  let  the  justice 
beware  that  he  do  it  rightfully,  and  that  he  do  it 
not  for  delit  to  spill  blood,  but  for  keping  of  right- 
wisenesse.  Another  homicide  is  don  for  necessitee, 
as  whan  a  man  sleeth  another  in  his  defence,  and 
that  he  ne  may  non  other  wise  escapen  fro  his 
owen  deth  :  but  certain,  and  he  may  escape  with- 
outen  slaughter  of  his  adversarie,  he  doth  sinne, 
and  he  shal  bere  penance  as  for  dedly  sinne.  Also 
if  a  man  by  eas  or  aventure  shete  an  arowe  or  cast 
a  stone,  with  which  he  sleeth  a  man,  ho  is  an 
homicide.  And  if  a  woman  by  negligence  over- 
lyeth  hire  child  in  hire  slope,  it  is  homicide  and 
dedlv  sinne.  Also  whan  a  man  disturbleth  con- 
ception of  a  childe,  and  maketh  a  woman  barein  by 
drtnkes  of  venimous  herbes,  thurgh  which  she 
may  not  conceive,  or  sleeth  hire  child  by  drinkes, 
or  elles  putteth  certain  material  thing  in  hire 
secret  place  to  sle  hire  child,  or  elles  doth  unkinde 
sinne,  by  which  man,  or  woman,  shedeth  his  nature 
in  place  ther  as  a  childe  may  not  be  conceived : 
or  elles  if  a  woman  hath  conceived,  and  hurteth 
hireseJf,  and  by  that  mishappe  the  childe  is  slaine, 
yet  is  it  homicide.  What  say  we  eke  of  women 
that  murderen  hir  children  for  drede  of  worldly 
shame  t  Certes,  it  is  an  horrible  homicide.  Eke 
if  a  man  approche  to  a  woman  by  desir  of  lecherie, 
thurgh  which  the  childe  is  perished ;  or  elles 
smtteth  a  woman  wetingly,  thurgh  which  she 
feseth  hire  child;  all  thise  ben  homicides,  and 
horrible  dedly  sinnes.  Yet  comen  ther  of  ire 
many  mo  sinnes,  as  wel  in  worde,  as  in  thought 
and  in  dede ;  as  he  that  arretteth  upon  God,  or 
blameth  God  of  the  thing  of  which  he  is  himself 


gilty  ;  or  despiseth  God  and  all  his  halwes,  as  don 
thise  cursed  hasardours  in  divers  contrees.  This 
cursed  sinno  don  they,  whan  they  felen  in  hir 
herte  ful  wickedly  of  God  and  of  his  halwes  :  also 
whan  they  treten  unreverently  the  sacrament  of 
the  auter,  thilke  sinne  is  so  gret,  that  unneth  it 
may  be  relesed,  but  that  the  mercy  of  God  passeth 
ail  his  werkes,  it  is  so  gret,  and  he  so  benigne. 
Than  cometh  also  of  ire  attry  anger,  whan  a  man 
is  sharpely  amonested  in  his  shrift  to  leve  his 
sinne,  than  wol  he  be  angry,  and  answers  hokerly 
and  angerly,  to  defend  or  excusen  his  sinne  by 
unstedfastnesse  of  his  fleshe ;  or  elles  he  did  it  for 
to  hold  compagnie  with  his  felawes ;  or  elles  he 
sayeth  the  fend  enticed  him  ;  or  elles  he  did  it 
for  his  youthe  ;  or  elles  his  complexion  is  so 
corageous  that  he  may  not  forbere  ;  or  elles  it  is 
his  destinee,  he  sayth,  unto  a  certain  age;  or  elles  he 
sayth  it  cometh  him  of  gentilnesse  of  his  auncestres, 
and  semblable  thinges.  All  thise  maner  of  folke 
so  wrappen  hem  in  hir  sinnes,  that  they  ne  wol 
not  deliver  hemself ;  for  sothly,  no  wight  that 
excuseth  himself  wilfully  of  his  sinne,  may  not  be 
delivered  of  his  sinne,  til  that  he  mekely  beknoweth 
his  sinne.  After  this  than  cometh  swering,  that 
is  expresse  ayenst  the  commandement  of  God  : 
and  that  befalleth  often  of  anger  and  of  ire.  God 
sayth  ;  Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  thy  Lord 
God  in  idel.  Also  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  sayth  by 
the  word  of  Seint  Mathew  ;  Ne  shal  ye  not  swere 
in  all  manere,  neyther  by  heven,  for  it  is  Goddes 
trone  :  ne  by  erthe,for  it  is  the  benche  of  his  feet: 
ne  by  Jerusalem,  for  it  is  the  citee  of  a  gret  King : 
ne  by  thin  hed,  for  thou  ne  mayst  not  make  an 
here  white  ne  black  :  but  he  sayth,  be  your  word, 
ye,  ye,  nay,  nay  ;  and  what  that  is  more,  it  is  of 
evil.  Thus  sayth  Crist.  For  Cristes  sake  swere 
not  so  sinnefully,  in  dismerabring  of  Crist,  by  soule, 
herte,  bones,  and  body  :  for  certes  it  seraeth,  that 
ye  thinken  that  the  cursed  Jewes  dismembred  him 
not  ynough,  but  ye  dismembre  him  more.  And  if 
so  be  that  the  lawe  compell  you  to  swere,  than 
reuleth  you  after  the  lawe  of  God  in  your  swering, 
as  sayth  Jeremie  ;  Thou  shalt  kepe  three  condi- 
tions ;  thou  shalt  swere  in  trouth,  in  dome,  and  in 
right  wisenesse.  This  is  to  say,  thou  shalt  swere  Both; 
for  every  lesing  is  ayenst  Crist ;  for  Crist  is  veray 
trouth  :  and  thinke  wel  this,  that  every  gret 
swerer,  not  compelled  lawfully  to  swere,  the  plage 
shal  not  depart  fro  his  hous,  while  he  useth  unleful 
swering.  Thou  shalt  swere  also  in  dome,  whan 
thou  art  constreined  by  the  domesman  to  witnesse 
a  trouth.  Also  thou  shalt  not  swere  for  envie, 
neyther  for  favour,  ne  for  mede,  but  only  for 
rightwisenesse,  and  for  declaring  of  trouthe  to  the 
honour  and  worship  of  God,  and  to  the  aiding  and 
helping  of  thin  even  Cristen.  And  therfore  every 
man  that  taketh  Goddes  name  in  idel,  or  falsely 
swereth  with  his  mouth,  or  elles  taketh  on  him 
the  name  of  Crist,  to  be  called  a  Cristen  man,  and 
liveth  agenst  Cristes  living  and  his  teching:  all 
they  take  Goddes  name  in  idel.  Loke  also  what 
sayth  Seint  Peter ;  Actuum  iv.  Non  est  aliud 
nomen  sub  ecelo,  &c.  Ther  is  non  other  name 
(sayth  Seint  Peter)  under  heven  yeven  to  men,  in 
which  they  may  be  saved  ;  that  is  to  say,  but  the 
name  of  Jesu  Crist.  Take  kepe  eke  how  precious 
is  the  name  of  Jesu  Crist,  as  sayth  Seint  Poule, 
ad  Philipenses  ii.  In  nomine  Jesu,  &c.  that  in  the 
name  of  Jesu  every  knee  of  hevenly  creature,  or 


.4*% 


if  :  i  »i  met 
7'iaa  iKin^i 


•rM.;.  *.r       *.»-  »*-  r.-.ui  v  ••••n  ' 

r_  va.-  .u#-::  -sui-'.  *  r  *r»  *.  u.rr.-..  i 
ub'.M  v.u.  vj-y  l#-^r,i>*»-  .z  tii.*-*  -j.m:*-- i  ^iaa  dii 
•jw.  -.e        Vj»  ; 

a- V.     J*  *».  -..ir..,*  ^'r^iV-L.  ^i.f.C**  wiem 

«•»  -r- t.-rl  *j  v.:  -  i  r--.vri-  v. 
*  »»r*  jrr>»  '.r  .r*  '  A  vt  *  .--a.:  -.r-_r.\  -ia;  ;c 
vmj  i.**gr*  .*.»-  v.  »*-:•*  it*-1:  .r->r*.  i»  >» 

V.*  if.".  *  .-V.  «.  •r.,iH  '  »  .tTV:3i  -^j*  j 
'fS*7T :.     <i .". m.  •  *r  t  * » . ".. j       * ■»  -a*- 

ji  *  «-<  i.  jrr*».  ji  j  .  i.w  \. 

.-^.rr..v*  *»>r.-./  .f  ar.ii  "  r.c# ux- 

rtjv,fi#r*  .:.  vu..*j  f-..  -.f  .r  lr.  a  c  r\r^ 

»  4  -v-r-.  ^,  '.r  .a  %  *r*,  '.r  .r.  4  «rjA>^r 

of  a  :  i  *a*'. rs*  r.«it  ^as         is*  -rsr- 

y     i  Ur/. j  a^t!*  CrmC,  aoi  a^':c«&  fsui 

W**a£  «*/  f  h*m  *ha2  h*-!*-r*r.  or.  ilfizA^aij 
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4,r*»,  or  rr*k.r.z  of  j^v-i,      arr.a»*jajof  na«& 

UkiM  k^n  4*1».xAk'\  I?  G'A  and  ho-y 

ffhirth^r,  for  »hich  tr***nr  aretirwi,  till  ihev 
U/  xtMtuif.xuf.ntf  that  on  4*ich<r  fi.th  Mt  hi 
\i+A*  v+.  (%t3Lnh*A  for  woun  i^,  or  for  maladies 
'/  rn*Ti  or  of  hMiteft,  if  ch-v  la**  any  effect,  it 
rna/  jy-  rav^ntur*:  that  0o*i  siiffr^th  it,  for 
folk  »huM  ^<-v<;  the  mor*:  f«:itli  and  reverence  to 
hi*  haifj<T. 

.N.f*r  *ol  I  *\*Vf  of  i'-^inz"*,  which  ^nerally  u 
fAlw  «i/infiarif:<;  of  word,  in  «-ritf:nt  Vr  d'-orivi:  h« 
«:v*-n  (irwu-n.  .V/rn<:  hr^in^  i",  of  which  ther 
coni'-th  lion  avanta;;':  v>  uo  wi^ht  ;  and  f»om  l^ins 
turr.'th  v*  I  hi;  profile  and  of  a  man,  and  to 
th<-  <Jaintn;i^<:  of  anoih«-r  man.  Another  Iesinar  is, 
for  V,  kav«-n  liin  lif  or  h'm  nabA.  Another  leaing 
nuiH'th  i»f  ih  lit  for  Ui  lie,  in  whirh  dtlit,  they  wnl 
torn-  a  loiif?  tah:,  and  p*.-int  it  with  all  circum- 
nt*iuw*t  wh'.-r  all  tha  ^rrmnd  of  thi;  tale  lh  faUc. 
S<ifri««  l«*iiiiK  ci»rn<-th,  for  In-  wol  hust*;in  hi.s  woni  : 
and  Htnn  \*min%  wnuflh  of  n-crli«:Ur«iicsfte  withouten 
avi>M-ifif!fit,  and  iM;nihlahl«:  tliin^r-H. 

Is*  ijh  now  Umt'hu  the  vie*-,  of  flaterie,  which  ne 
noim-Lli  not  kIjuII)-,  but  f<ir  dn-di-,  or  for  covet iht*. 
VluU-rw  irt  Ki-Ji<;rally  wmn^ful  |>r.-iHin^.  Flatercra 
lx-n  tin*  fli'ViU  nourififH,  that  nourif«h  hin  child  run 
wiih  milkf  of  loMciigitrii*.  Furnoth  .Salomon  nayth, 
'I'hut  fhilri'ii*  in  wiTM4-  than  detraction  :  for  oorn- 
Iiiih-  ilfinu'tion  niukfth  an  hautcin  man  \m*  the 
limn-  liiimlil<>,  for  \w  dn»di*th  d«-traction,  but  certcft 
IIiiIitii*  miilfih  a  man  tfi  i'lihuuncc  Imh  hcrte  and 

1,1,1  1  fi-nitiii-i..     Flutcri'i-H  Imh  the  dcvil»  on- 

('li'iiiiiiniirM,  for  thi-y  miikcn  a  man  to  wencn 
huiiiii  lf  |„.  likr  that  hr  in  not  like-.  They  be  like 
Ji.  .IiiiIum,  thai  hi-irayi-d  IiinI  ;  and  thino  flatervrH 
hHmvi  ii  limn  tn  hi  IIi.  him  to  liiH  rneiny,  that  18 
t hi'  ih  vil.  FlatiTiTH  Im-ii  tint  drvilH  chappcleiiieH, 
I  hut  iv.  r  HinK,  i,  I'lacrt,,,.  I  rekrn  llaterie  in  the 
v "J 1,1  11 "  :  f"?  *»ft  linn-  if  n  man  be  wroth  with 
iiiii.Ui.  r  ilmn  W(l|  uaU  r  Mm  Wig|,#  BUHteine 
him  in  hit  (juiu  n  l. 

!i|n  ki-  wii  now  uf  Nwichu  curaing  as  cometh  of 
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^.r  sma.  mnisk!  3xa?  a  : 
i*w.r>*i  «*a  sun.  aac  iif  aaca  -joeaij  iwiM, 
r^c^-tiL  uo.  nwraflmfrei  :  *=ua  a  a  cra^ 
kui!.  a*  Cnc  ao  n  >3tan«L  Aai  Bae  »t 
ivtct  it  aa:  ?»R«4ca  ha>  atiiaka^ 

■xzhn?  3is  r^FCRv-iCi  iun  'ly  *iax  Itanw  d/  peon 
-jus  2«  haa  ic«:a  32a  aa.  SUmcl.  crokai 

harj.c  :  :r     a;m  snot  aac  ixe  a*cu   Nj«  if  kt 
rcw*  in      larme  jf  aaraw.  aaa  csmeik  ne 
p^cwi      J^ni  Crac  .  Sir  wine  ■»  «eat  bvai 
r^rirvjie  «ioiitf  :f  •j-j^.  aai      hit  fnfiraacc,  bt 
0Bie4rcir->.  or  aaaxu,  or  "**f— *** :  and  if  at 
rvpre*-*  "  t--  aaeaarrsaaiy  >:f  simw.  as  d»a  bflbvf 
u^.-jq  'ircciuiewe  harioc  ani  jo  forth :  thaa  apfff- 
Miuui  :ha:      tae  r*>3«6uis      tne  devil,  «tot4 
«r«r  hath        ihas  men  oVoa  aiixne.   Aad  cere** 
chi  linx  may  m  ctxne  bos  ocz  >>f  a  Tuaiat  hem, 
for  afser  'Jan  haboaadafiee  of  the  herte  facba 
the  m>jcih  fai  oft.    Ajs4  ye  ihal  oniensaad,  art 
Loke  by  acy  way,  whan  ooy  man  chactawcfc  aancarTi 
that  be  beware  fro  ehidinz  or  repreviaf :  at 
tnwely,  bat  he  beware,  he  may  ful  Ixehtly 
the  fire  of  ans«r  and  of  wrath,  which  be  ihaw 
quench :  and  perarennzre  alvth  bin,  that  be  niril  . 
chastise  with  benignitee.    For,  aa  »;th  Sakawa,  | 
the  amiable  ton^e  »  the  tree  of  lif  ;  that  b  10  «»t  1 
of  lif  spirituel.-  And  **hiyt  a  dtawtiite  toafi 
ileth  the  spirit  of  him  that  repreTeth,  • 
of  him  which  b»  reprered-    Lo,  what  avuh  Sfl*  1 
A u justine :  Thtr  is  nothing  to  like  the  deria 
chiM,  as  he  which  oft  chideth.    A  terrant  of _W 
behoveth  not  to  chide.   And  though  that  chkua| 
be  a  vilaina  thin^  betwix  ail  maner  folk,  yet  ■ 
is  certes  mort  nncovenable  betwene  a  man  laj  ^ 
hia  wif,  for  ther  is  never  rest.    And  therfon  | 
aa)th  Salomon  ;  An  hona  that  is  uncovered  ii 
rayn  and  dropping,  and  a  chiding  wif,  ben  like. 
A  "man,  which  is  in  a  dropping  hous  in  many 
places,  though  he  eschew  the  dropping  in  o  pbee,  | 
it  droppeth  on  him  in  another  place  :  so  Carets  it  1 
hy  a  chiding  wif  ;  if  she  chide  him  not  in  o  pJaee,  I 
she  wol  chide  him  in  another:  and  therfore, better  ( 
is  a  morsel  of  bred  with  joye,  than  an  boos  filled  I 
ful  of  delices  with  chiding,  sayth  Salomon.  Aad  : 
Seint  I'oule  sayth ;  0  ye  women,  beth  ye  subgettsi  : 
to  your  husbolidtt,  as  you  behoveth  in  God ;  and  , 
ye  men  loveth  your  wives. 

Afterward  speke  we  of  scorning,  which  ■  » 
wicked  siune,  and  namely,  whan  he  seorneth  s 
man  for  his  good  werkes:  for  certes,  swiehe 
Hcorners  faren  like  the  foulc  tode,  that  may  sol 
endure  to  smell  the  swete  savour  of  the  vine, 
wlian  it  flourisheth.  Thisc  scorners  ben  pertiaf, 
felawcs  with  the  devil,  for  they  liave  joye  whan 
the  devil  winneth,  and  sorwe  if  he  leaeth.  Tber 
ben  adverHAries  to  Jesu  Crist,  for  they  hate  daft 
he  loveth  ;  that  is  to  sav,  salvation  of  soule. 
Speke  we  now  of  wicked  eonseU,  for  he  that 
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wicked  conseil  yeveth  is  a  traitour,  for  he  de- 
ceiTeth  him  that  trusteth  in  him.  But  natheles, 
yet  is  wicked  conseil  first  ayenst  himself:  for, 
as  sayth  the  wise  man,  every  false  living  hath 
this  propertee  in  himself,  that  he  that  wol  annoy 
another  man,  he  annoyeth  first  himself.  And  m<>n 
shnl  nnderstond,  that  man  shal  not  take  his  con- 
sul of  false  folk,  ne  of  angry  folk,  or  grevous  folk, 
'  ne  of  folk  that  loven  specially  hir  owen  profit,  ne 
of  to  moche  worldly  folk,  namely,  in  conseiling  of 
I  mannes  soule. 

Now  oometh  the  sinne  of  hem  that  maken  dis- 
,  cord  among  folk,  which  is  a  sinne  that  Crist 
'  bateth  utterly ;  and  no  wonder  is ;  for  he  died 
for  to  make  concord.  And  more  shame  don  they 
to  Crist,  than  did  they  that  him  crucified  :  for 
God  loveth  better,  that  frendship  be  amonges  folk, 
than  he  did  his  owen  body,  which  that  he  yave  for 
tmitee.  Therfore  ben  they  likened  to  the  devil, 
that  ever  is  about  to  make  discord. 

Now  eometh  the  sinne  of  Double  tonge,  swiche 
as  speke  faire  before  folk,  and  wickedly  behind ; 
or  elks  they  make  semblaunt  as  though  they 
spake  of  good  entention,  or  elles  in  game  and 
play,  and  yet  they  speken  of  wicked  entente. 

Now  eometh  bewreying  of  conseil,  thurgh  which 
a  man  is  defamed :  certes  nnnethe  may  he  restore 
the  damage.  Now  eometh  manace,  that  is  an  open 
folie  :  for  he  that  oft  manaceth,  he  threteth  more 
than  he  may  nerforme  ful  oft  time.  Now  comen 
idel  wordes,  that  be  without  profite  of  him  that 
■peketh  the  wordes,  and  eke  of  him  that  herkeneth 
the  wordes :  or  elles  idel  wordes  ben  tho  that  ben 
nedeles,  or  without  entente  of  naturel  profit.  And 
al  be  it  that  idel  wordes  be  somtime  venial  sinne, 
yet  ahold  men  doute  hem,  for  we  shut  yeve 
rekening  of  hem  before  God.  Now  eometh  jan- 
gling, that  may  not  come  withouten  sinne :  and 
as  sayth  Salomon,  it  is  a  signe  of  apert  folie. 
And  therfore  a  philosophre  sayd,  whan  a  man 
axed  him  how  that  he  shuld  plese  the  peple,  he 
answered  ;  Do  many  good  werkes,  and  speke  few 
jangelinges.  After  this  eometh  the  sinne  of  japeres, 
I  that  ben  the  devils  apes,  for  they  make  folk  to 
I  laugh  at  hir  japerie,  as  folk  don  at  the  gaudes 
of  an  ape :  swiche  japes  defendeth  Seint  Poule. 
Loke  how  that  vertuous  wordes  and  holy  comforten 
hem  that  travaillen  in  the  service  of  Crist,  right 
so  comforten  the  vilains  words,  and  the  knakkes 
of  japeres,  hem  that  travaillen  in  the  service  of 
the  devil.  Thise  ben  the  sinues  of  the  tonge,  that 
comen  of  ire,  and  other  sinnes  many  mo. 

Remedium  Ira. 

The  remedie  ayenst  Ire,  is  a  vertue  that  cleped 
is  mansu etude,  that  is  Debonairtee :  and  eke 
another  vertue,  that  men  clepen  patience  or  suf- 
ftraance. 

Debonairtee  withdraweth  and  refreineth  the 
ftirrings  and  mevings  of  mannes  corage  in  his 
herte,  in  swich  maner,  that  they  ne  skip  not  out 
by  anger  ne  ire.  Sufferance  suffereth  swetely  all 
the  annoyance  and  the  wrong  that  is  don  to  man 
outward.  Seint  Jerome  sayth  this  of  debonairtee, 
That  it  doth  no  harme  to  no  wight,  ne  sayth  :  ne 
for  no  harme  that  men  do  ne  say,  he  ne  chafeth 
not  ayenst  reson.  This  vertue  somtime  eometh 
of  nature  ;  for,  as  sayth  the  philosophre,  a  man  is 
a  quick  thing,  by  nature  debonaire,  and  tretable  to 


goodnesse  :  but  whan  debonairtee  is  enformed  of 
grace,  than  it  is  the  more  worth. 

Patience  is  another  remedy  ayenst  ire,  and  is  a 
vertue  that  suffereth  swetely  every  mannes  good- 
nesse, and  is  not  wroth  for  non  harme  that  is  don 
to  him.  The  philosophre  sayth,  that  patience  is 
the  vertue  that  suffreth  debonairly  al  the  outrage 
of  adversitee,  and  every  wicked  word.  This 
vertue  maketh  a  man  like  to  God,  and  maketh 
him  Goddes  owen  childe  :  as  sayth  Crist.  This 
vertue  discomfiteth  thin  enemies.  And  therfore 
sayth  the  wise  man  ;  if  thou  wolt  vanquish  thin 
enemie,  see  thou  be  patient.  And  thou  shalt 
understand,  that  a  man  suffereth  foure  roaner  of 
grevances  in  outward  thinges,  ayenst  the  which 
foure  he  must  have  foure  maner  of  patiences. 

The  first  grevance  is  of  wicked  wordes.  Thilke 
grevance  suffred  Jesu  Crist,  without  grutching, 
ful  patiently,  whan  the  Jewes  despised  him  and  re- 
preved  him  ful  oft.  Suffer  thou  therfore  patiently, 
for  the  wise  man  saith :  if  thou  strive  with  a  foole, 
though  the  foole  be  wroth,  or  though  he  laugh, 
a  1  gate  thou  shalt  have  no  reste.  That  other 
grevance  outward  is  to  have  domage  of  thy  catel. 
Therayenst  suffred  Crist  ful  patiently,  whan  he 
was  despoiled  of  al  that  he  had  in  this  lif,  and 
that  n'as  but  his  clothes.  The  thridde  grevance 
is  a  man  to  have  harme  in  his  body.  That  suffred 
Crist  ful  patiently  in  all  his  passion.  The  fourth e 
grevance  is  in  outrageous  labour  in  werkes :  wher- 
fore  I  say,  that  folk  that  make  hir  servants  to 
travaile  to  grevously,  or  out  of  time,  as  in  holy 
dayes,  sothly  they  do  gret  sinne.  Hereayenst 
suffred  Crist  ful  patiently,  and  taught  us  patience, 
whan  he  bare  upon  his  blessed  sholders  the  crosse, 
upon  which  he  shuld  suffer  despitous  deth.  Here 
may  men  lerne  to  be  patient ;  for  certes,  not  only 
cristen  men  be  patient  for  love  of  Jesu  Crist,  and 
for  guerdon  of  the  blisful  lif  that  is  perdurable,  but 
certes  the  old  Payenes,  that  never  were  cristened, 
cominendeden  and  useden  the  vertue  of  patience. 

A  philosophre  upon  a  time,  that  wold  have 
beten  his  disciple  for  his  gret  trespas,  for  which 
he  was  gretly  meved,  and  brought  a  yerde  to  bete 
the  childe,  and  whan  this  child  sawe  the  yerde, 
he  sayd  to  his  maister  :  what  thinke  ye  to  do  1  I 
wol  bete  thee,  sayd  the  maister,  for  thy  correction. 
Forsoth,  sayd  the  childe,  ye  ought  first  correct 
yourself,  that  have  lost  all  your  patience  for  the 
offence  of  a  child.  Forsooth,  sayd  the  maister  all 
weping,  thou  sayest  soth  :  have  thou  the  yerde, 
my  dere  sone,  and  correct  me  for  min  impatience. 
Of  patience  eometh  obedience,  thurgh  which  a  man 
is  obedient  to  Crist,  and  to  all  hem  to  which  he  ought 
to  be  obedient  in  Crist.  And  understand  wel,  that 
obedience  isparfite,whan  thataman  doth  gladly  and 
hastily,  with  good  herte  entirely,  all  that  he  shuld 
do.  Obedience  generally,  is  to  performe  hastily  the 
doctrine  of  God,  and  of  his  soveraines,  to  which 
him  ought  to  be  obeisant  in  all  rightwisenesse. 

De  Accidia. 

After  the  sinne  of  wrath,  now  wol  I  speke  of 
the  sinne  of  accidie,  or  slouth  :  for  envie  blindeth 
the  herte  of  a  man,  and  ire  troubleth  a  man,  and 
accidie  maketh  him  hevy,  thoughtful,  and  wrawe. 
Envie  and  ire  maken  bitternesse  in  herte,  which 
bitternesse  is  mother  of  accidie,  and  benimeth 
him  the  love  of  alle  goodnesse ;  than  is  accidie  the 
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anguish  of  a  trouble  herte.  And  Seint  Augustine 
sayth :  It  is  annoye  of  goodnesse  and  annoye  of 
harme.  Certes  this  is  a  damnable  sinne,  for  it 
doth  wrong  to  Jesu  Crist,  in  as  moche  as  it 
benimeth  the  service  that  men  shulde  do  to  Crist 
with  alle  diligence,  as  sayth  Salomon  :  but  accidie 
doth  non  swiche  diligence.  He  doth  all  thing 
with  annoye,  and  with  wrawnesse,  slaknesse,  and 
excusation,  with  idelnesse  and  unlust.  For  which 
the  book  sayth :  Accursed  be  he  that  doth  the  ser- 
vice of  God  negligently.  Than  is  accidie  enemie 
to  every  estate  of  man.  For  certes  the  estate 
of  man  is  in  three  manors  :  either  it  is  the  estate 
of  innocence,  as  was  the  estate  of  Adam,  before 
that  he  fell  into  sinne,  in  which  estate  he  was 
holden  to  werk,  as  in  herying  and  adoring  of 
God.  Another  estate  is  the  estate  of  sinful  men  : 
in  which  estate  men  ben  holden  to  labour  in  pray- 
ing to  God,  for  amendement  of  hir  sinnes,  and  that 
he  wold  graunt  hem  to  rise  out  of  hir  sinnes. 
Another  estate  is  the  estate  of  grace,  in  which 
estate  he  is  holden  to  werkes  of  penitence :  and 
certes,  to  all  thise  thinges  is  accidie  enemie  and 
contrary,  for  he  loveth  no  besinesse  at  all.  Now 
certes,  this  foule  sinne  of  accidie  is  eke  a  ful  gret 
enemie  to  the  livelode  of  the  body  ;  for  it  ne  hath 
no  purveaunce  ayenst  temporel  necessitee  ;  for  it 
forsleutheth,  forsluggeth,  and  destroieth  all  goodes 
temporel  by  recchelesnesse. 

The  fourth  thing  is  that  accidie  is  like  hem  that 
ben  in  the  peine  of  helle,  because  of  hir  slouthe 
and  of  hir  hevinesse :  for  they  that  be  damned, 
ben  so  bound,  that  they  may  neyther  do  wel  ne 
think  wel.  Of  accidie  cometh  first,  that  a  man  is 
annoied  and  accombred  to  do  any  goodnesse,  and 
that  maketh  that  God  hath  abhomination  of  swiche 
accidie,  as  sayth  Seint  John. 

Now  cometh  slouthe,  that  wol  not  suffre  no  hard- 
nesse  ne  no  penance:  for  sothly,  slouthe  is  so 
tendre  and  so  delicat,  as  sayth  Salomon,  that  he 
wol  suffre  non  hardnesse  ne  penance,  and  therfore 
he  shendeth  all  that  he  doth.  Ayenst  this  roten 
sinne  of  accidie  and  slouthe  shuld  men  exercise 
hemself,  and  use  hemself  to  do  good  werkes,  and 
manly  and  vertuously  cachen  corage  wel  to  do, 
thinking  that  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist  quiteth  every 
good  deed,  be  it  never  so  lite.  Usage  of  labour  is 
a  gret  thing :  for  it  maketh,  as  sayth  Seint  Ber- 
nard, the  labourer  to  have  strong  armes  and  hard 
sinewes :  and  slouthe  maketh  hem  feblc  and  tendre. 
Than  cometh  drede  for  to  beginnc  to  werke  any 
good  werkes :  for  certes,  he  that  enclineth  to  sinne, 
him  thinketh  it  is  to  gret  an  emprise  for  to  under- 
take the  werkes  of  goodnesse,  and  caste th  in  his 
herte,  that  the  circumstances  of  goodnesse  ben  so 
grevous  and  so  chargeant  for  to  suffre,  that  he 
dare  not  undertake  to  do  werkes  of  goodnesse, 
as  sayth  Seint  Gregorie. 

Now  cometh  wanhope,  that  is,  despeir  of  the 
mercy  of  God,  that  cometh  somtime  of  to  moche 
outrageous  sorwe,  and  somtime  of  to  moche  drede, 
imagining  that  he  hath  do  so  moche  sinne,  that  it 
wolde  not  availe  him,  though  he  wolde  repent  him, 
and  forsake  sinne :  thurgh  which  despeire  or 
drede,  he  abandoneth  all  his  herte  to  every  maner 
sinne,  as  sayth  Seint  Augustine.  Which  dampna- 
ble  sinne,  if  it  continue  unto  his  end,  it  is  cleped 
the  sinne  of  the  holy  gost.  This  horrible  sinne  is 
so  perilous,  that  he  that  is  despeired,  ther  n'is  no 
felonie,  ne  no  sinne,  that  he  douteth  for  to  do,  as 


shewed  wel  by  Judas.  Certes,  aboven  all  smnei 
than  is  this  sinne  most  displesant  and  most  adver- 
sarie  to  Crist.  Sothly,  he  that  despeireth  him,  i> 
like  to  the  coward  champion  recreant,  that  flieth 
withouten  nede.  Alas  !  alas !  nedeles  is  he  re- 
creant, and  nedeles  despeired.  Certes,  the  mercy 
of  God  is  ever  redy  to  the  penitent  person,  and  is 
above  all  his  werkes.  Alas !  cannot  a  man  bethinke 
him  on  the  Gospel  of  Seint  Luke,  chap.  xv.  when* 
Crist  sayeth,  that  as  wel  shal  ther  be  joye  inheven 
upon  a  sinful  man  that  doth  penitence,  as  npoo 
ninety  and  nine  rightful  men  that  neden  no  peni- 
tence t  Loke  further,  in  the  same  Gospel,  the  joye 
and  the  feste  of  the  good  man  that  had  lost  hk 
sone,  whan  his  sone  was  retourned  with  repentance 
to  his  fader.  Can  they  not  remerabre  hem  also,  (as 
sayth  Seint  Luke,  chap,  xxiii.)  how  that  the  thefo 
that  was  honged  beside  Jesu  Crist,  sayd,  Lord,  re- 
merabre on  me,  whan  thou  comest  in  thy  regoe  t 
Forsoth,  said  Crist,  I  say  to  thee,  to-day  shalt  thou 
be  with  me  in  paradis.  Certes,  ther  is  non  so 
horrible  sinne  of  man,  that  ne  may  in  his  lif  be 
destroyed  by  penitence,  thurgh  vertue  of  the  pas- 
sion and  of  the  deth  of  Crist.  Alas !  what  nedeth  man 
than  to  be  despeired,  sith  that  his  mercy  is  so  redy 
and  large!  Axe  and  have.  Than  cometh sontp- 
nolence,  that  is,  sluggy  slumbring,  which  maketh 
a  man  hevy,  and  dull  in  body  and  in  sotue,  and 
this  sinne  cometh  of  slouthe :  and  certes,  the  thn* 
that  by  way  of  reson  man  ahold  not  slepe,  m  by 
the  morwe,  but  if  ther  were  cause  resonahle.  For 
sothly  in  the  morwe  tide  is  most  covenable  to  a 
man  to  say  his  prayers,  and  for  to  think  on  God, 
and  to  honour  God,  and  to  yeve  almesse  to  the 
poure  that  comen  first  in  the  name  of  Jesu  Crist. 
Lo,  what  sayth  Salomon!  Who  so  wol  by  die 
morwe  awake  to  seke  me,  he  shal  find  me.  Than 
cometh  negligence  or  recchelesnesse  that  reeketh 
of  nothing.  And  though  that  ignorance  be  mother 
of  all  harmes,  certes,  negligence  is  the  noriee. 
Negligence  ne  doth  no  force,  whan  he  shal  do  a 
thing,  whether  he  do  it  wel  or  badly. 

The  remedie  of  thise  two  sinnes  is,  as  sayth  the 
wise  man,  that  he  that  dredeth  God,  spareth  not  to 
do  that  him  ought  to  do  ;  and  he  that  loveth  God, 
he  wol  do  diligence  to  plese  God  by  his  werkee, 
and  abandon  himself,  with  all  his  might,  wel  for  te 
do.  Than  cometh  idelnesse,  that  is  the  yate  of  sU 
harmes.  An  idel  man  is  like  to  a  place  that  hath 
no  walles  ;  theras  deviles  may  enter  on  every  side, 
or  shoot  at  him  at  discoverte  by  temptation  on  every 
side.  This  idelnesse  is  the  thurrok  of  all  wicked 
and  vilains  thoughtes,  and  of  all  jangeles,  triflo, 
and  all  ordure.  Certes  heven  is  yeven  to  best 
that  will  labour,  and  not  to  idel  folk.  Also  David 
sayth,  they  ne  be  not  in  the  labour  of  men,  ne  they 
shul  not  ben  whipped  with  men,  that  is  to  say,  is 
purgatorie.  Certes  than  semeth  it  they  shul  ben 
tormented  with  the  devil  in  helle,  but  if  they  de 
penance. 

Than  cometh  the  sinne  that  men  clepen  TmrdUm, 
as  whan  a  man  is  latered,  or  taryed  or  he  wol  tonne 
to  God  :  and  certes,  that  is  a  gret  folie.  He  is  ft* 
him  that  falleth  in  the  diche,  and  wol  not  ariee. 
And  this  vice  cometh  of  false  hope,  that  thinketh 
that  he  shal  live  long,  but  that  hope  failleth  fal  oft. 

Than  cometh  Lacnesse,  that  is,  he  that  whan  be 
beginneth  any  good  werk,  anon  he  wol  foriete  H 
and  stint,  as  don  they  that  have  any  wight  te  go- 
verne,  and  ne  take  of  him  no  more  kepe,  anon  at 
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they  find  any  contrary  or  any  annoy.  Thise  ben 
the  newe  shepherd  es,  that  let  hir  shepe  wetingly 
eo  renne  to  the  wolf,  that  is  in  the  breres,  and  do  no 
foroe  of  hir  o wen  governance.  Of  this  cometh  poverte 
and  destruction,  both  of  spirituel  and  temporel 
thinges.  Than  cometh  a  maner  coldnesse,  that 
freseth  mil  the  herte  of  man.  Than  cometh  unde- 
Totion,  thurgh  which  a  man  is  so  blont,  as  sayth 
Seint  Bernard,  and  hath  swiche  lan^our  in  his 
•oule,  thai  he  may  neither  rede  ne  sing  in  holy 
ehirche,  ne  here  ne  thinke  of  no  devotion,  ne  tra- 
vsile  with  his  hondes  in  no  good  werk,  that  it  n'is 
to  him  unsavory  and  all  apalled.  Than  wexeth 
be  sluggish  and  slorabry,  and  sone  wol  he  be  wroth, 
and  sone  is  enclined  to  hate  and  to  en  vie.  Than 
eometh  the  sinne  of  worldly  sorwe  swiche  as  is 
deped  TristUia,  that  sleth  a  man,  as  sayth  Seint 
Poole*.  For  certes  swiche  sorwe  werketh  to  the 
deth  of  the  sonle  and  of  the  body  also,  for  therof 
eometh,  that  a  man  is  annoied  of  his  owen  lif. 
Wherfore  swiche  sorwe  shorteth  the  lif  of  many  a 
nan,  or  that  his  time  is  come  by  way  of  kinde. 

RemecHum  Accidim, 

Ayenst  this  horrible  sinne  of  accidie,  and  the 
braanches  of  the  same,  ther  is  a  vertue  that  is 
etiMftrtitndo  or  strength,  that  is,  an  affection, 
thurgh  which  a  man  despiseth  noyous  thinges. 
This  vertue  is  so  mighty  and  so  vigorous,  that  it 
dare  withstond  mightily,  and  wrastle  ayenst  the 
asaautes  of  the  devil,  and  wiselv  kepe  himself  fro 
peri  lee  that  ben  wicked ;  for  it  enhaanseth  and 
— forceth  the  sonle,  right  as  accidie  abateth  and 
maketh  it  feble :  for  this  for titudo  may  endure  with 
long  sufferance  the  travailles  that  ben  covenable. 

This  vertue  hath  many  spices ;  the  first  is  cleped 
nagnanimitee,  that  is  to  say,  gret  corage.  For 
certes  ther  behoveth  gret  corage  ayenst  accidie, 
lest  that  it  swalowe  the  soule  by  the  sinne  of 
sorwe,  or  destroy  it  with  wanhope.  Certes,  this 
vertue  maketh  folk  to  undertake  hard  and  grevous 
thinges  by  hir  owen  will,  wiselv  and  resonably. 
And  for  as  moche  as  the  devil  fighteth  ayenst  man 
Bore  by  queintise  and  sleight  than  by  strength, 
therfore  shal  a  man  withstond  him  by  wit,  by  reson, 
and  by  discretion.  Than  ben  ther  the  vertues  of 
fetth,  and  hope  in  God  and  in  his  seintes,  to  ache  ven 
and  accomplice  the  good  werkes,  in  the  which  he 
purposeth  fermely  to  continue.  Than  cometh 
SBuretee  or  sikernesse,  and  that  is  whan  a  man  ne 
douteth  no  travaile  in  time  coming  of  the  good 
vtrkes  that  he  hath  begonne.  Than  cometh  mag- 
Bneence,  that  is  to  say,  whan  a  roan  doth  and  per- 
farmeth  gret  werkes  of  goodnesse,  that  he  hath 
begonne,  and  that  is  the  end  why  that  men  shuld 
do  good  werkes.  For  in  the  accomplishing  of  good 
werkes  lieth  the  gret  guerdon.  Than  is  ther  con. 
stance,  that  is  stablenesse  of  corage,  and  this  shuld 
be  in  herte  by  stedfast  feith,  and  in  mouth,  and  in 
boring,  in  ehere,  and  in  dede.  Eke  ther  ben  mo 
special  remedies  ayenst  accidie,  in  divers  werkes, 
sad  in  consideration  of  the  peines  of  helle  and  of  \ 
the  joyes  of  heven,  and  in  trust  of  the  grace  of  the  , 
holy  gost,  that  will  yeve  him  might  to  performe  his  | 
good  eutent. 

De  Avaritia. 

After  accidie  wol  I  speke  of  avarice,  and  of 
ceveilswj.   Of  which  sinne  Seint  Poule  sayth :  ! 


The  rote  of  all  harmes  is  covcitise.  For  sothly, 
whan  the  herte  of  man  is  confounded  in  itself 
and  troubled,  and  that  the  soule  hath  lost  the 
comfort  of  God,  than  seketh  he  an  idel  solas  of 
worldly  thinges. 

Avarice,  after  the  description  of  Seint  Augus- 
tine, is  a  likerousnesse  in  herte  to  have  erthly 
thinges.  Som  other  folk  sayn,  that  avarice  is  for 
to  purchase  many  erthly  thinges,  and  nothing  to 
yeve  to  hem  that  han  nede.  And  understand  wel, 
that  avarice  standeth  not  only  in  land  ne  catel, 
but  som  time  in  science  and  in  glorie,  and  in  every 
maner  outrageous  thing  is  avarice.  And  the 
difference  betwene  avarice  and  coveitise  is  this : 
coveitise  is  for  to  coveit  swiche  thinges  as  thou 
hast  not ;  and  avarice  is  to  withholds  and  kepe 
swiche  thinges  as  thou  hast,  without  rightful 
nede.  Sothly,  this  avarice  is  a  sinne  that  is  ful 
dampnable,  for  all  holy  writ  cursethit,  and  speketh 
ayenst  it,  for  it  doth  wrong  to  Jesu  Crist ;  for  it 
bereveth  him  the  love  that  men  to  him  owen,  and 
tourneth  it  backward  ayenst  all  reson,  and  maketh 
that  the  avaricious  man  hath  more  hope  in  his 
catel  than  in  Jesu  Crist,  and  doth  more  observance 
in  keping  of  his  tresour,  than  he  doth  in  the 
service  of  Jesu  Crist  And  therfore  savth  Seint 
Poul,  That  an  avaricious  man  is  the  thraldome  of 
idolatrie. 

What  difference  is  ther  betwix  an  idolastre,  and 
an  avaricious  man  t  But  that  an  idolastre  pera- 
venture  ne  hath  not  but  o  maumet  or  two,  and 
the  avaricious  man  hath  many  :  for  certes,  every 
florein  in  his  coffre  is  his  maumet.  And  certes, 
the  sinne  of  maumetrie  is  the  first  that  God 
defended  in  the  ten  commandments,  as  bereth 
witnesse,  Exod.  Cap.  xx.  Thou  shalt  have  no 
false  goddes  before  me,  ne  thou  shalt  make  to 
thee  no  graven  thing.  Thus  is  an  avaricious  man, 
that  loveth  his  tresour  before  God,  an  idolastre. 
And  thurgh  this  cursed  sinne  of  avarice  and 
coveitise  cometh  thise  hard  lordships,  thurgh 
which  men  ben  distreined  by  tallages,  customes, 
and  cariages,  more  than  hir  dutee  or  reson  is  :  and 
eke  take  they  of  hir  bondmen  amercementes, 
which  might  more  resonably  be  called  extortions 
than  amercementes.  Of  which  amercementes, 
or  raunsoming  of  bondmen,  som  lordea  stewardes 
say,  that  it  is  rightful,  for  as  moche  as  a  cherl 
hath  no  temporel  thing,  that  it  ne  is  his  lordes,  as 
they  say.  But  certes,  thise  lordshippes  don 
wrong,  that  bereven  hir  bondmen  thinges  that 
they  never  yave  hem.  Augtutinus  de  Civitate 
Dei,  Libro  ix.  Soth  is,  that  the  condition  of 
thraldom,  and  the  first  cause  of  thraldom  was  for 
sinne.  Genesis  v. 

Thus  may  ye  Bee,  that  the  gilt  deserved  thral- 
dom, but  not  nature.  Wherfore  thise  lordes  ne 
shuld  not  to  moche  glorifie  hem  in  hir  lordshipes, 
sith  that  they  by  naturel  condition  ben  not  lordes 
of  hir  thralles,  but  that  thraldom  came  first  by 
the  deserte  of  sinne.  And  furthcrover,  ther  as 
the  lawe  sayth,  that  temporel  goodes  of  bondfolk 
ben  the  goodes  of  hir  lord  :  ye,  that  is  for  to  un- 
derstand, the  goodes  of  the  emperour,  to  defend 
hem  in  hir  right,  but  not  to  robbe  hem  ne  to  reve 
hem.  Therfore  sayth  Seneca  :  The  prudent  shuld 
live  benignely  with  the  thral.  Tho  that  thou 
clepest  thy  thralles,  ben  Goddes  peple :  for  hum- 
ble folk  ben  Cristas  frendes ;  they  ben  contu- 
bcrnial  with  the  Lord  thy  king. 
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After  glotonie  coraeth  lecherie,  for  thise  two 
sinnes  ben  so  nigh  cosins,  that  oft  time  they  wol 
not  depart.  God  wote  this  sinne  is  ful  displesant 
to  God,  for  he  said  himself ;  Do  no  lecherie.  And 
therfore  he  putteth  gret  peine  ayenst  this  sinne. 
For  in  the  old  lawe,  if  a  woman  thrall  were  taken 
in  this  sinne,  she  shuld  be  beten  with  staves  to 
the  deth :  and  if  she  were  a  gentil woman,  she 
shuld  be  slain  with  stones :  and  if  she  were  a 
bishoppes  doughter,  she  shuld  be  brent  by  Goddes 
commandement.  Moreover,  for  the  sinne  of  lecherie 
God  dreint  all  the  world,  and  after  that  he  brent 
live  citees  with  thonder  and  lightning,  and  sanke 
hem  doun  into  hell. 

Now  let  us  speke  than  of  the  said  stinking  sinne 
of  lecherie,  that  men  clepen  avoutrie,  that  is  of 
wedded  folk,  that  is  to  say,  if  that  on  of  hem  be 
wedded,  or  elles  both.  Seint  John  sayth,  That 
avouterers  shul  ben  in  helle  in  a  stacke  brenning 
of  fire  and  of  brimstone,  in  fire  for  hir  lecherie, 
in  brimstone  for  the  stenche  of  hir  ordure.  Certes 
the  breking  of  this  sacrament  is  an  horrible  thing: 
it  was  made  of  God  himself  in  Paradis,  and  con- 
fermed  by  Jesu  Crist,  as  witnesseth  Seint  Mathew 
in  the  Gospel  :  a  man  shal  let  fader  and  moder, 
and  take  him  to  his  wif,  and  they  shal  be  two  in 
on  flesh.  This  sacrament  betokeneth  the  knitting 
together  of  Crist  and  holy  chirche.  And  not  only 
that  God  forbade  avoutrie  in  dede,  but  also  he 
commanded,  that  thou  shuldest  not  coveit  thy 
neigh boures  wif.  In  this  heste  (sayth  Seint  Au- 
gustine) is  forboden  all  maner  coveitise  to  do 
lecherie.  Lo,  what  sayth  Seint  Mathew  in  the 
Gospel,  That  who  so  seeth  a  woman,  to  coveitise 
of  his  lust,  he  hath  don  lecherie  with  hire  in  his 
hcrte.  Here  may  ye  see,  that  not  only  the  dede 
of  this  sinne  is  forboden,  but  eke  the  desire  to  don 
that  sinne.  This  cursed  sinne  annoyeth  grevoualy 
hem  that  it  haunt :  and  first  to  the  soule,  for  he 
obligeth  it  to  sinne  and  to  peine  of  deth,  which  is 
perdurable ;  and  to  the  body  annoyeth  it  grevoualy 
also,  for  it  drieth  him  and  wasteth,  and  shent  him, 
and  of  his  blood  he  maketh  sacrifice  to  the  fend  of 
helle  :  it  wasteth  eke  his  catel  and  his  substance. 
And  certes,  if  it  be  a  foule  thing  a  man  to  waste 
his  catel  on  women,  yet  is  it  a  fouler  thing,  whan 
that  for  swiche  ordure  women  dispenden  upon 
men  hir  catel  and  hir  substance.  This  sinne,  as 
sayth  the  Prophet,  bcreveth  man  and  woman  hir 
good  fame  and  all  hir  honour,  and  it  is  ful  plcsant 
to  the  devil  :  for  therby  winneth  he  the  moste 
partie  of  this  wretched  world.  And  right  as  a 
marchant  deliteth  him  most  in  that  chaffarc  which 
he  hath  most  a  vantage  and  profite  of,  right  so 
deliteth  the  fend  in  this  ordure. 

This  is  that  other  hond  of  the  devil,  with  five 
fingers,  to  cacche  the  peple  to  his  vilanie.  The 
first  fingre  is  the  foole  loking  of  the  foole  woman 
and  of  the  foole  man,  that  sleth  right  as  the 
Basil icok  sleth  folk  by  venime  of  his  sight :  for 
the  coveitise  of  the  even  foloweth  the  coveitise  of 
the  herte.  The  second  fingre  is  the  vilains  touch- 
ing in  wicked  maner.  And  therfore  sayth  Salomon, 
that  who  so  toucheth  and  handleth  a  woman,  he 
fareth  as  the  man  that  handleth  the  scorpion, 
which  stingeth  and  sodenly  sleth  thurgh  bis  en- 
Teniming ;  or  as  who  so  that  toucheth  wanne 
pitch  it  shendeth  his  fingers.   The  thridde  is  foule 


wordes,  whiche  fareth  like  fire,  which  right  anon 
brenneth  the  herte.  The  fourth  finger  is  kissing: 
and  trewely  he  were  a  gret  foole  that  wold  kkae 
the  mouthe  of  a  brenning  oven  or  of  a  fourneis ; 
and  more  fooles  ben  they  that  kissen  in  vilainie, 
for  that  mouth  is  the  mouth  of  helle  ;  and  namely 
thise  olde  dotardes  holours,  which  wol  kisse,  and 
flicker,  and  besie  hemself,  though  they  may  nought 
do.  Certes  they  ben  like  to  houndes  :  for  an  hound 
whan  he  cometh  by  the  roser,  or  by  other  boshes, 
though  so  be  that  he  may  not  pisse,  yet  wol  be 
heve  up  his  leg  and  make  a  contenance  to  pisse. 
And  for  that  many  man  weneth  that  he  may  not 
sinne  for  no  likerousnesse  that  he  doth  with  bis 
wif,  trewely  that  opinion  is  false  :  God  wote  a 
man  may  slee  himself  with  his  owen  knif,  and 
make  himself  drouken  of  his  owen  tonne.  Certes 
be  it  wif,  be  it  childe,  or  any  worldly  thing,  that 
he  loveth  before  God,  it  is  his  maumet,  and  he  is 
an  idolastre.  A  man  shuld  love  his  wif  by  dis- 
cretion, patiently  and  attemprely,  and  than  is  she 
as  though  it  were  his  suster.  The  fifth  fingre  of 
the  divels  hond,  is  the  stinking  dede  of  lecherie. 
Trewely  the  five  fingers  of  glotonie  the  fend 
putteth  in  the  wombe  of  a  man :  and  with  his 
five  fingers  of  lecherie  he  gripeth  him  by  the 
reines,  for  to  throwe  him  into  the  fourneis  of  belle, 
ther  as  they  shul  have  the  fire  and  the  woxmes 
that  ever  shul  lasten,  and  weping  and  wayling,  and 
sharpe  hunger  and  thurst,  and  grislinesse  of  divels, 
whiche  shul  all-to-trede  hem  withouten  respite  and 
withouten  ende.  Of  lecherie,  as  I  sayd,  sourden 
and  springen  divers  spices :  as  fornication,  thai  is 
betwene  man  and  woman  which  ben  not  maried, 
and  is  dedly  sinne,  and  ayenst  nature.  All  that 
is  enemy  and  destruction  to  nature,  is  ayenst 
nature.  Parfay  the  reson  of  a  man  eke  telleth 
him  wel  that  it  is  dedly  sinne ;  for  as  moehe  as 
God  forbad  lecherie.  And  Seint  Poole  yeveth 
hem  the  rcgne,  that  n'is  dewe  to  no  wight  but  to 
hem  that  don  dedely  sinne.  Another  sinne  of 
lecherie  is,  to  bereven  a  maid  of  hire  maidenhed, 
for  he  that  so  doth,  certes  he  casteth  a  mayden 
out  of  the  highest  degree  that  is  in  this  present  lif, 
and  bereveth  hire  thilke  precious  fruit  that  the 
book  clepeth  the  hundreth  fruit.  I  ne  can  say  it 
non  otherwise  in  English,  but  in  Latine  it  hight 
Centesimus  frucins.  Certes  he  that  so  doth,  is 
the  cause  of  many  damages  and  vilanies,  mo  than 
any  man  can  reken :  right  as  he  somtime  is  cause  of 
all  daiumages  that  bestes  do  in  the  feld,  that 
breketh  the  hedge  of  the  closure,  thurgh  which  be 
destroyeth  that  may  not  be  restored :  for  certes 
no  more  may  maidenhed  be  restored,  than  an 
arme,  that  is  smitten  fro  the  body,  may  returne  ] 
a)  en  and  wexe  :  she  may  have  mercy,  this  wote 
I  wel,  if  that  she  have  will  to  do  penitence,  but  | 
never  shal  it  be  but  that  she  is  corrupte.  And  < 
all  be  it  so  that  I  have  spoke  somwhat  of  avoutrie,  J 
it  is  good  to  shewe  the  perilcs  that  longen  to  | 
avoutrie,  for  to  eschewe  that  foule  sinne.  Avoutrie,  ! 
in  Latine,  is  for  to  saye,  approching  of  another 
mannes  bedde,  thurgh  whiche  tho,  that  somtime 
were  on  fleshe,  abandone  hir  bodies  to  other  per- 
sons. Of  this  sinne,  as  sayth  the  wise  man,  folow 
many  harmes  :  firste  breking  of  feith  ;  and  certes 
feith  is  the  key  of  Cristendom,  and  whan  that  key 
is  broken  and  lorne,  sothly  Cristendom  is  lorue, 
and  stont  vaine  and  without  fruit.  This  sinne 
also  is  theft,  for  theft  generally  is  to  reve  a  wight 
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has  thinges  ayenst  his  will.  Certes,  this  is  the 
foelest  theft  that  may  be,  whan  that  a  woman 
steleth  hire  body  from  hire  husbond,  and  yeveth 
it  to  hire  holour  to  defoule  it :  and  steleth  hire 
soule  fro  Crist,  and  yeveth  it  to  the  devil :  this  is 
a  fooler  thefte  than  for  to  breke  a  chircbe  and  stele 
away  the  chalice,  for  thise  avouterers  breken  the 
temple  of  God  spirituelly,  and  stelen  the  vessell  of 
grace  ;  that  is  the  body  and  the  soule :  for  which 
Criste  ahal  destroy  hem,  as  sayth  Seint  Poule. 
Sothly  of  this  theft  domed  gretly  Joseph,  whan 
thai  his  Lordes  wif  prayed  him  of  vilainie,  whan 
he  sayde :  Lo,  my  Lady,  how  my  Lord  hath  take 
to  me  under  my  warde  all  that  he  hath  in  this 
world,  ne  nothing  is  out  of  my  power,  but  only  ye 
that  ben  his  wif :  and  how  shuld  I  than  do  this 
wickednesse,  and  sinne  so  horribly  ayenst  God, 
and  ayenst  my  Lord  t  God  it  forbede.  Alas  1  all 
1  to  lite!  is  swiche  trouth  now  yfounde.  The  thridde 
I  harme  is  the  filth,  thurgb  which  they  breke  the 
[  eommandement  of  God,  and  defoule  the  auter  of 
matrimonies,  that  is  Crist.  For  certes,  in  so  moche 
as  the  sacrament  of  manage  is  so  noble  and  so 
digue,  so  moche  is  it  the  greter  sinne  for  to  breke 
it :  for  God  made  mariage  in  Paradis  in  the  estate 
of  innocenctc,  to  multiplie  mankinde  to  the  service 
of  God,  and  therfore  is  the  breking  therof  the 
saore  grevous,  of  which  breking  come  false  heires 
oft  time,  that  wrongfully  occupien  folkes  heritages : 
and  therfore  wol  Crist  put  hem  out  of  the  regne 
of  beven,  that  is  heritage  to  good  folk.  Of  this 
breking  cometh  eke  oft  time,  that  folk  unware 
wedde  or  sinne  with  hir  owen  kinrede :  and 
namely  thise  harlottes,  that  hannten  bordelles  of 
thise  foule  women,  that  may  be  likened  to  a  cora- 
mm  gong,  wheras  men  purge  hir  ordure.  What 
say  we  alsoof  putours,  that  live  by  the  horrible  sinne 
ef  poterie,  and  constreine  women  to  yelde  hem  a 
certain  rent  of  hir  bodily  puterie,  ye,  somtime  his 
owen  wif  or  his  childe,  as  don  thise  baudes  t  certes, 
thise  ben  cursed  sinnes.  Understood  also,  that 
avovtrie  is  set  in  the  ten  commandements  betwene 
theft  and  manslaughter,  for  it  is  the  gretest  theft 
that  may  be,  for  it  is  theft  of  body  and  of  soule,  and 
tt  is  like  to  homicide,  for  it  kerveth  atwo  and  breketh 
atwo  hem  that  first  were  made  on  flesh.  And  ther- 
fore by  the  old  la  we  of  God  they  shuld  be  slaine,  but 
nsl bul esse,  by  the  lawe  of  Jesu  Crist,  that  is  the 
lawe  of  pitee,  whan  he  sayd  to  the  woman  that 
was  fovnd  in  avoutrie,  and  shuld  have  be  slain  with 
stones,  after  the  will  of  the  Jewes,  as  was  hir 
lawe;  Go,  sayd  Jesu  Crist,  and  have  no  more 
wiU  to  do  sinne  ;  sothly,  the  vengeance  of  avou- 
trie is  awarded  to  the  peine  of  belle,  but  if  so  be 
that  it  be  discombered  by  penitence.  Yet  ben 
thtr  mo  spices  of  this  cursed  sinne,  as  whan  that 
on  of  hem  is  religious,  or  elles  both,  or  of  folk 
that  ben  entred  into  ordre,  as  sub-deken,  deken, 
I  or  preest,  or  hospitalers :  and  ever  the  higher 
|  that  he  is  in  ordre,  the  greter  is  the  sinne.  The 
tbinges  that  gretly  agrege  hir  sinne,  is  the  breking 
of  bur  avow  of  chastitee,  whan  they  received  the 
ordre :  and  moreover  soth  is,  that  holy  ordre  is 
dwfe  of  all  the  tresorie  of  God,  and  is  a  special 
signe  and  marke  of  chastitee,  to  shew  that  they 
ben  joined  to  chastitee,  which  is  the  mosto  pre- 
j  ekws  lif  that  is:  and  thise  ordered  folk  ben 
,  specially  titled  to  God,  and  of  the  special  meinie 
id  God :  for  which,  whan  they  don  dedly  sinne, 
1    they  ben  the  special  traitours  of  God  and  of  his 


peple,  for  they  live  by  the  peple  to  praye  for  the 
peple,  and  whiles  they  ben  swiche  traitours  hir 
prayeres  availe  not  to  the  peple.  Preestes  ben 
as  angels,  as  by  the  mysterie  of  hir  dignitee  :  but 
forsoth  Seint  Poule  saith,  That  Sathanas  trans, 
fourmeth  him  in  an  angel  of  light  Sothly,  the 
preest  that  haunteth  dedly  sinne,  he  may  be 
likened  to  an  angel  of  derkenesse,  transfourmed 
into  an  angel  of  light :  he  semeth  an  angel  of 
light,  but  for  soth  he  is  an  angel  of  derkenesse. 
Swiche  preestes  be  the  sones  of  Hely,  as  is  shewed 
in  the  book  of  Kinges,  that  they  were  the  sones  of 
Belial,  that  is,  the  divel.  Belial  is  to  say,  with- 
outen  juge,  and  so  faren  they ;  hem  thinketh  that 
they  be  free,  and  have  no  juge,  no  more  than 
hath  a  free  boll,  that  taketh  which  cow  that  hira 
liketh  in  the  toun.  So  faren  they  by  women  ;  for 
right  as  on  free  boll  is  ynough  for  all  a  toun,  right 
so  is  a  wicked  preest  corruption  ynough  for  all  a 
parish,  or  for  all  a  countree :  thise  preestes,  as 
sayth  the  book,  ne  cannot  minister  the  mysterie 
of  preesthood  to  the  peple,  ne  they  knowe  not  God, 
ne  they  hold  hem  not  apaied,  as  saith  the  book,  of 
sodden  flesh  that  was  to  hem  offred,  but  they  take 
by  force  the  flesh  that  is  raw.  Certes,  right  so 
thise  eh  re  wee  ne  hold  hem  not  apaied  of  rosted 
flesh  and  sodden,  with  which  the  peple  feden  hem 
in  gret  reverence,  but  they  wol  have  raw  flesh  as 
folkes  wives  and  hir  dough ters  :  and  certes,  thise 
women  that  consenten  to  hir  harlotrie,  don  gret 
wrong  to  Crist  and  to  holy  Chirche,  and  to  all 
Halowes,  and  to  all  Soules,  for  they  bereven  all 
thise  hem  that  shuld  worship  Crist  and  holy 
Chirche,  and  pray  for  Cristen  soules  :  and  ther- 
fore han  swiche  preestes,  and  hir  lemmans  also 
that  consenten  to  hir  lecherie,  the  malison  of  the 
court  Cristen,  til  they  come  to  amendement  The 
thridde  spice  of  avoutrie  is  somtime  betwix  a  man 
and  lib  wif,  and  that  is,  whan  they  take  no  regard 
in  hir  assembling  but  only  to  hir  fleshly  delit,  as 
saith  Seint  Jerome,  and  ne  recken  of  nothing  but 
that  they  ben  assembled  because  they  ben  maried ; 
all  is  good  ynough,  as  thinketh  to  hem.  But  in 
pwiche  folk  hath  the  divel  power,  as  said  the  angel 
Raphael  to  Tobie,  for  in  hir  assembling,  they 
putten  Jesu  Crist  out  of  hir  herte,  and  yeven 
hemself  to  all  ordure.  The  fourth  spice  is  of 
hem  that  assemble  with  hir  kinrede,  or  with  hem 
that  ben  of  on  afhmtee,  or  elles  with  hem  with 
which  hir  fathers  or  hir  kinred  have  deled  in 
the  sinne  of  lecherie  :  this  sinne  maketh  hem  like 
to  houndes,  that  taken  no  kepe  of  kinrede.  And 
certes,  parentele  is  in  two  manors  :  eyther  gostly 
or  fleshly  :  gostly,  is  for  to  delen  with  hir  god- 
sibbes  :  for  right  so  as  he  that  engendreth  a  child, 
is  his  fleshly  father,  right  so  is  his  godfather  his 
father  spirituel :  for  which  a  woman  may  in  no 
lesse  sinne  assemble  with  hire  godsib,  than  with 
hir  owen  fleshly  broder.  The  fifthe  spice  is  that 
abhominable  sinne,  of  which  abhominable  sinne 
no  man  unneth  ought  to  speke  ne  write,  natheles 
it  is  openly  rehersed  in  holy  writ.  This  curaed- 
nesse  don  men  and  women  in  diverse  entent  and 
in  diverse  maner :  but  though  that  holy  writ 
speke  of  horrible  sinne,  certes  holy  writ  may  not 
be  defouled,  no  more  than  the  sonne  that  shineth 
on  the  myxene.  Another  sinne  apperteineth  to 
lecherie,  that  cometh  in  sleping,  and  this  sinne 
cometh  often  to  hem  that  ben  maidens,  and  eke 
to  hem  that  ben  corrupt ;  and  this  sinne  men  call 
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pollution,  that  cometh  of  foure  maners  ;  somtime 
it  cometh  of  languishing  of  the  body,  for  the 
humours  ben  to  ranke  and  habouudant  in  the 
body  of  man ;  somtime  of  infirmitee,  for  feble- 
nesse  of  the  vertne  retentif,  as  phisike  maketh 
mention  ;  somtime  of  surfet  of  mete  and  drinke  ; 
and  somtime  of  vilains  thoughtes  that  ben  enclosed 
in  mannes  minde  whan  he  goth  to  slepe,  which 
may  not  be  withouten  sinne ;  fur  whiche  men 
must  kepe  hem  wisely,  or  elles  may  they  sinne 
ful  grevously. 

Remedium  Luxurua. 

Now  cometh  the  remedy  ayenst  lecherie,  and 
that  is  generally  chastitee  and  continence,  that 
restreineth  all  disordinate  mevings  that  coroen 
of  fleshly  talents  :  and  ever  the  greter  merit© 
shal  he  have  that  most  restreineth  the  wicked 
enchaufing  or  ardure  of  this  sinne  ;  and  this 
is  in  two  maners  :  that  is  to  say,  chastitee  in 
mariage,  and  chastitee  in  widewhood.  Now  shalt 
thou  understonde,  that  matrimony  is  leful  assem- 
bling of  man  and  woman,  that  reoeiven  by  vertue 
of  this  sacrement  the  bonde,  thurgh  whiche  they 
may  not  be  departed  in  all  hir  lif,  that  is  to  say, 
while  that  they  live  bothe.  This,  as  saith  the 
book,  is  a  ful  gret  sacrement ;  God  nude  it  (as  I 
have  said)  in  paradis,  and  wold  himself  be  borne 
in  mariage  :  and  for  to  halowe  mariage  he  was 
at  a  wedding,  wheras  he  tourned  water  into  wine, 
whiche  was  the  first  miracle  that  he  wrought  in 
erthe  before  his  disciples.  The  trewe  effect  of 
mariage  clenseth  fornication,  and  replenisheth 
holy  chirche  of  good  lignage,  for  that  is  the  ende 
of  mariage,  and  chaungeth  dedly  sinne  into  venial 
sinne  betwene  hem  that  ben  wedded,  and  maketh 
the  hertes  all  on  of  hem  that  ben  ywedded,  as  wcl 
as  the  bodies.  This  is  veray  mariage  that  was  esta- 
blished by  God,  er  that  sinne  began,  whan  naturel 
lawe  was  in  his  right  point  in  paradis  ;  and  it  was 
ordeined,  that  o  man  shuld  have  but  o  woman,  and 
o  woman  but  o  man,  as  sayth  Seint  Augustine,  by 
many  resons. 

First,  for  mariage  is  figured  betwix  Crist  and 
holy  chirche  ;  and  another  is,  for  a  man  is  hed  of 
the  woman  ;  (algate  by  ordinance  it  shuld  be  so ;) 
for  if  a  woman  had  mo  men  than  on,  than  shuld 
she  have  mo  hedes  than  on,  and  that  were  an 
horrible  thing  before  God  ;  and  also  a  woman 
mighte  not  plese  many  folk  at  ones  :  and  also  ther 
shuld  never  be  pees  ne  rest  among  hem,  for 
everich  of  hem  wold  axe  his  owen  right.  And 
furthermore,  no  man  shuld  knowe  his  owen  engen- 
drure,  no  who  shuld  have  his  heritage,  and  the 
woman  shuld  be  the  lesse  beloved  for  the  time  that 
she  were  conjunct  to  many  men. 

Now  cometh  how  that  a  man  shuld  bere  him 
with  his  wif,  and  namely  in  two  thinges,  that  is 
to  say,  in  suff ranee  and  in  reverence,  and  this 
shewed  Crist  whan  he  firste  made  woman.  For 
he  ne  made  hire  of  the  hed  of  Adam,  for  she 
shuld  not  claime  to  gret  lordshippe ;  for  ther  as 
the  woman  hath  the  maistrie,  she  maketh  to 
moche  disarray  :  ther  nede  non  ensamples  of 
this,  the  experience  that  wo  have  day  by  day 
ought  ynough  suffice.  Also  certes,  God  ne  made 
not  woman  of  the  foot  of  Adam,  for  she  shuld  not 
be  holden  to  lowe,  for  she  cannot  patiently  suffer  : 
but  God  made  woman  of  the  rib  of  Adam,  for 


woman  shuld  be  felaw  unto  man.    Man  shnld 

bere  him  to  his  wif  in  feith,  in  trouth,  and  in  low; 
as  sayth  Seint  Poule,  that  a  man  shuld  love  his 
wif,  as  Crist  loved  holy  chirche,  that  loved  it  so 
wel  that  he  died  for  it :  so  shuld  a  man  for  his 
wif,  if  it  were  nede. 

Now  how  that  a  woman  shuld  be  subget  to 
hire  husbond,  that  telleth  Seint  Peter;  first  in 
obedience.  And,  eke  as  sayth  the  decree,  a 
woman  that  is  a  wif,  as  long  as  she  is  a  wif,  she 
hath  non  auctoritee  to  swere  ne  bere  witnesse, 
without  leve  of  hire  husbonde,  that  is  hire  lord  ; 
algate  he  shuld  be  so  by  reson.  She  shuld  ako 
serve  him  in  all  honestee,  and  ben  atterapre  of 
hire  array.  I  wete  wel  that  they  shuld  set  hir 
entent  to  plese  hir  husbonds,  but  not  by  qnetntise 
of  hir  array.  Seint  Jerom  sayth  :  wives  that  ben 
appareilled  in  silke  and  precious  purple,  ne  mow 
not  cloth  hem  in  Jesu  Crist  Seint  Gregorie 
sayth  also  :  that  no  wight  seketh  precious  array, 
but  only  for  vain  glorie  to  be  honoured  the  more 
of  the  peple.  It  is  a  gret  folie,  a  woman  to  have 
a  faire  array  outward,  and  hireself  to  be  foule 
inward.  A  wif  shuld  also  be  mesurable  in  lolrinfe 
in  bering,  and  in  laughing,  and  discrete  in  att 
hire  wordes  and  hire  dedes,  and  above  all  worldly 
thinges,  she  shulde  love  hire  husbonde  with  all 
hire  herte,  and  to  him  be  trewe  of  hire  body :  so 
shuld  every  husbond  eke  be  trewe  to  his  wif:  for 
sith  that  all  the  body  is  the  husboodea,  so  shuM 
hire  herte  be  also,  or  elles  ther  is  betwix  hem  two, 
as  in  that,  no  parfit  mariage.  Than  shul  men 
understand,  that  for  three  thinges  a  man  and  his 
wif  fleshly  may  assemble.  The  first  is,  for  the 
entent  of  engendrure  of  children,  to  the  service  of 
God,  for  certes  that  is  the  cause  final  of  matri- 
monie.  Another  cause  is,  to  yelde  echo  of  hem  to 
other  the  dettes  of  hir  bodies :  for  neyther  of  hem 
hath  power  of  his  owen  bodie.  The  thridde  is, 
for  to  eschew  lecherie  and  vilanie.  The  fourth 
is  for  soth  dedly  sinne.  As  to  the  first,  it  is  meri- 
torie :  the  second  also,  for,  as  sayth  the  decree, 
she  hath  me  rite  of  chastitee,  that  yeldeth  to  hire 
husbond  the  dette  of  hire  body,  ye  though  it  be 
ayenst  hire  liking,  and  the  lust  of  hire  herte. 
The  thridde  maner  is  venial  sinne ;  trewely, 
scarsely  may  any  of  thise  be  without  venial  sinne, 
for  the  corruption  and  for  the  delit  therof.  The 
fourth  maner  is  for  to  understand,  if  they  assent* 
ble  only  for  amourous  love,  and  for  non  of  the 
foresaid  causes,  but  for  to  accomplish  hir  braining 
delit,  they  recke  not  how  oft,  sothly  it  is  dedly 
sinne :  and  yet,  with  sorwe.  som  folk  wol  peine 
hem  more  to  do,  than  to  hir  appetit  sufneetb. 

The  second  maner  of  chastitee  is  for  to  be  a 
clene  widew,  and  eschue  the  embracing  of  a  man, 
and  desire  the  embracing  of  Jesu  Crist.  Than 
ben  tho  that  have  ben  wives,  and  have  forgon  hir 
husbondes,  and  eke  women  that  have  don  lecherie, 
and  ben  releved  by  penance.  And  certes,  if  that  a 
wif  coud  kepe  hire  all  chast,  by  licence  of  hire 
husbond,  so  that  she  yave  no  cause  ne  non 
occasion  that  he  agilted,  it  were  to  hire  a  gret 
merite.  This  maner  of  women,  that  observes 
chastitee,  must  be  clene  in  herte  as  wel  as  in  body, 
and  in  thought,  and  mesurable  in  clothing  and  in 
contenance,  abstinent  in  eting  and  drinking,  in 
speking,  and  in  dede,  and  than  is  she  the  ve*eei  or 
the  boiste  of  the  blessed  Magdeleine,  that  ful- 
filleth  holy  chirche  of  good  odour.    The  thridde 
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maner  of  chastitee  is  virginitee,  and  it  behoveth 
that  she  be  holy  in  herte,  and  clene  of  body,  than 
ii  she  the  spouse  of  Jesu  Crist,  and  she  is  the  iif 
of  angels  :  she  is  the  preising  of  this  world,  and 
fthe  is  as  thise  martirs  in  egalitee :  she  hath  in 
hire,  that  tonge  may  not  telle,  ne  herte  thinke. 
Virginitee  bare  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist,  and  virgin 
was  himself. 

Another  remedie  against  lecherie  is  specially  to 
withdraw  swiche  thinges,  as  yeven  occasion  to 
that  vilanie :  as  ese,  eting,  and  drinking  :  for 
certes,  whan  the  pot  boileth  strongly,  the  best 
remedie  is  to  withdraw  the  fire.  Sleping  long  in 
gret  quiet  is  also  a  gret  nourice  to  lecherie. 

Another  remedie  ayenst  lecherie  is,  that  a  man 
or  a  woman  eschewe  the  compagnie  of  hem,  by 
whieh  he  douteth  to  be  tempted  :  for  all  be  it  so 
that  the  dede  be  withstonden,  yet  is  ther  gret 
temptation.  Sothly  a  white  wall,  although  it  ne 
brenne  not  fully  with  sticking  of  a  candle,  yet  is 
the  wall  black  of  the  leyte.  Ful  oft  time  I  rede, 
that  no  man  trust  in  his  owen  perfection,  but  he  be 
stronger  than  Sampson,  or  holier  than  David,  or 
wiser  than  Salomon. 

Now  after  that  I  have  declared  you  as  I  can  of 
the  seven  dedly  sinnes,  and  som  of  hir  braunches, 
and  the  remedies,  sothly,  if  I  coude,  I  wold  tell 
you  the  ten  commandements,  but  so  high  doctrine 
I  lete  to  divines.  Natheles,  I  hope  to  God  they  ben 
touched  in  this  tretise  everich  of  hem  alle. 

Now  for  as  moche  as  the  second  part  of  peni- 
tence atont  in  confession  of  mouth,  as  I  began  in 
the  first  chapitre,  I  say  Seint  Augustine  saith : 
Sinne  is  every  word  and  every  dede,  and  all  that 
sen  eoveiten  ayenst  the  law  of  Jesu  Crist ;  and 
this  is  lor  to  sinne,  in  herte,  in  mouth,  and  in 
dede,  by  the  jive  wittes,  which  ben  sight,  heriug, 
smelling,  tasting  or  savouring,  and  feling.  Now  is 
it  good  to  understand  the  circumstances,  that 
tgregen  moche  every  sinne.  Thou  shalt  consider 
what  thou  art  that  dost  the  sinne,  whether  thou 
be  male  or  female,  yonge  or  olde,  gentil  or  thrall, 
free  or  servant,  hole  or  sike,  wedded  or  single, 
ordered  or  unordered,  wise  or  foole,  clerk  or 
teenier  ;  if  she  be  of  thy  kinred,  bodily  or  gostly, 
or  non  ;  if  any  of  thy  kinred  have  sinned  with 
hire  or  no,  and  many  mo  thinges. 
|  Another  circumstaunce  is  this,  whether  it  be  don 
in  fornication,  or  in  advoutrie,  or  no,  in  maner  of 
homicide  or  non,  a  horrible  gret  sinne  or  smal, 
and  how  long  thou  hast  continued  in  sinne.  The 
thridde  circumstance  is  the  place,  ther  thou  hast 
don  sinne,  whether  in  other  mennes  houses,  or  in 
thin  owen,  in  feld,  in  chirche,  or  in  chirchhawe,  in 
ehirche  dedicate,  or  non.  For  if  the  chirche  be 
I  halowed,  and  man  or  woman  spille  his  kinde 
1  within  that  place,  by  way  of  sinne  or  by  wicked 
|  temptation,  the  chirche  were  enterdited  til  it  were 
I  reconciled  by  the  Bishop  ;  and  if  it  were  a  preest 
|  that  did  swiche  vilanie,  the  terme  of  all  his  lif  he 
I  ahold  no  more  sing  Masse  :  and  if  he  did,  he  shuld 
do  deldy  sinne,  at  every  time  that  he  so  song 
Masse.  The  fourth  circumstance  is,  by  whiche 
mediatoun,  as  by  messagers,  or  for  enticement,  or 
for  consentment,  to  here  compagnie  with  felaw- 
ship  ;  for  many  a  wretche,  for  to  bere  felawship, 
wot  go  to  the  divel  of  helle.  Wherfore,  they  that 
•ggen  or  consenten  to  the  sinne,  ben  partners  of 
the  sinne,  and  of  the  dampnation  of  the  sinner. 
The  fifth  circumstance  is,  how  many  times  that 


'  he  hath  sinned,  if  it  be  in  his  minde,  and  how  oft 
1  he  hath  fallen.  For  he  that  oft  falleth  in  sinne, 
he  despiseth  the  mercy  of  God,  and  encreseth  his 
Binne,  and  is  unkind  to  Crist,  and  he  waxeth  the 
more  feble  to  withstand  sinne,  and  sinneth  the 
more  lightly,  and  the  later  ariseth,  and  is  more 
slow  to  shrive  him,  and  namely  to  him  that  hath 
ben  his  confessour.  For  which  that  folk,  whan 
they  fall  aven  to  hir  old  folies,  either  they  forleten 
hir  old  confessour  al  utterly,  or  elles  they  departen 
hir  shrift  in  divers  places  :  but  sothly  swiche 
departed  shrift  deserveth  no  mercie  of  God  for  hir 
sinnes.  The  sixte  circumstance  is,  why  that  a  man 
sinneth,  as  by  what  temptation ;  and  if  himself 
procure  thilke  temptation,  or  by  exciting  of  other 
folk  ;  or  if  he  sinne  with  a  woman  by  force  or  by 
hire  owen  assent ;  or  if  the  woman  maugre  hire 
hed  have  ben  enforced  or  non,  this  shal  she  tell, 
and  wheder  it  were  for  covetise  or  poverte,  and  if 
it  were  by  hire  procuring  or  non,  and  swiche 
other  thinges.  The  seventh  circumstance  is,  in 
what  maner  he  hath  don  his  sinne,  or  how  that 
she  hath  suffered  that  folk  have  don  to  hire.  And 
the  same  shal  the  man  tell  plainly,  with  all  the 
circumstances,  and  wheder  he  hath  sinned  with 
common  bordel  women  or  non,  or  don  his  sinne  in 
holy  times  or  non,  in  fasting  times  or  non,  or  before 
his  shrift,  or  after  his  later  shrift,  and  hath  pera- 
venture  broken  therby  his  penance  enjoined,  by 
whos  helpe  or  whos  conseil,  by  sorcerie  or  crafte, 
all  must  be  told.  All  thise  thinges,  after  that  they 
ben  gret  or  smale,  engreggen  the  conscience  of 
man  or  woman.  And  eke  the  preest  that  is  thy 
juge,  may  the  better  be  avised  of  his  jugement  in 
yeving  of  penance,  and  that  shal  be  after  thy  con- 
trition. For  understond  wel,  that  after  the  time 
that  a  man  hath  defouled  his  baptisme  by  sinne,  if 
he  wol  come  to  salvation,  ther  is  non  other  way 
but  by  penance,  and  shrifte,  and  satisfaction  ;  and 
namely  by  tho  two,  if  ther  be  a  confessour  to 
whom  he  may  shrive  him,  and  that  he  first 
be  veray  contrite  and  repentant,  and  the  thridde 
if  he  have  lif  to  performe  it. 

Than  shal  a  man  loke  and  consider,  that  if  he 
wol  make  a  trewe  and  a  profitable  confession,  ther 
must  be  foure  conditions.  First  it  must  be  in 
sorowful  bitternesse  of  herte,  as  sayth  the  King 
Ezechiel  to  God  ;  I  wol  remember  all  the  yeres  of 
my  lif  in  the  bitternesse  of  my  herte.  This  con- 
dition of  bitternesse  hath  five  signes  ;  The  first  is, 
that  confession  must  be  shamefast,  not  for  to 
coveren  ne  hide  his  sinne,  but  for  he  hath  agilted 
his  God  and  defouled  his  soule  And  hereof  sayth 
Seint  Augustin  :  the  herte  travaileth  for  shame  of 
his  sinne,  and  for  he  hath  gret  shamfastnesse  he  is 
digne  to  have  gret  mercie  of  God.  Swiche  was 
the  confession  of  the  Publican,  that  wold  not  heve 
up  his  eyen  to  hcven  for  he  had  offended  God 
of  heven  :  for  which  shamefastnesse  he  had  anon 
the  mercy  of  God.  And  therfore  saith  Seint 
Augustine  :  That  swiche  shamefast  folk  ben  next 
foryevenesse  and  mercy.  Another  signe,  is  humi- 
litee  in  confession  :  of  whiche  sayth  Seint  Peter; 
Humbleth  you  under  the  might  of  God  :  the  hond 
of  God  is  mighty  in  confession,  for  therby  God 
foryeveth  thee  thy  sinnes,  for  he  alone  hath  the 
power.  And  this  bumilitee  shal  he  in  herte,  and 
in  signe  outwarde  :  for  right  as  he  hath  bumilitee 
to  God  in  his  herte,  right  so  shuld  he  humble  his 
body  outward  to  the  preest,  that  sitteth  in  Goddes 
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place.  For  which  in  no  maner,  sith  that  Crist  is 
soveraine,  and  the  preest  mene  and  mediatour 
betwix  Crist  and  the  sinner,  and  the  sinner  is  last 
by  way  of  reson,  than  shuld  not  the  sinner  sitte  as 
high  as  his  confessour,  but  knele  before  him  or  at 
his  feet,  but  if  xnaladie  distrouble  it :  for  he  shal 
not  take  kepe  who  sitteth  ther,  but  in  whos  place 
he  sitteth.  A  man  that  hath  trespassed  to  a  Lord, 
and  cometh  for  to  axe  mercie  and  maken  his 
accorde,  and  setteth  him  doun  anon  by  the  Lord, 
men  wolde  holde  him  outrageous,  and  not  worthy 
so  sone  for  to  have  remission  ne  mercy.  The 
thridde  signe  is,  that  the  shrift  shuld  be  ful  of 
teres,  if  men  mowen  wepe,  and  if  they  mowe  not 
wepe  with  hir  bodily  eyen,  than  let  hem  wepe  in 
hir  herte.  Swiche  was  the  confession  of  Seint 
Peter  ;  for  after  that  he  had  forsake  Jesu  Crist, 
he  went  out  and  wept  ful  bitterly.  The  fourth 
signe  is,  that  he  ne  lete  not  for  shame  to  shrive 
him  and  shewe  his  confession.  Swiche  was  the 
confession  of  Magdeleine,  that  ne  spared,  for  no 
shame  of  hem  that  weren  at  the  feste,  to  go  to  our 
Lord  Jesu  Crist  and  beknowe  to  him  hire  sinnes. 
The  fifthe  signe  is,  that  a  man  or  a  woman  be 
obeisant  to  receive  the  penance  that  hem  is 
enjoined.  For  certes  Jesu  Crist  for  the  gilt 
of  man  was  obedient  to  the  deth. 

The  second  condition  of  veray  confession  is,  that 
it  be  hastily  don  :  for  certes,  if  a  man  badde 
|  a  dedly  wound,  ever  the  lenger  that  he  taried  to 
|  warishe  himself,  the  more  wold  it  corrupt  and 
haste  him  to  his  deth,  and  also  the  wound  wold  be 
the  werse  for  to  hele.  And  right  so  fareth  sinne, 
that  longe  time  is  in  a  man  unshewed.  Certes  a 
man  ought  hastily  to  shewe  his  sinnes  for  many 
causes ;  as  for  drede  of  deth,  that  cometh  oft 
sodenly,  and  is  in  no  certain  what  time  it  shal  be, 
|  ne  in  what  place  ;  and  eke  the  drenching  of 
I  o  sinne  draweth  in  another :  and  also  the  lenger 
I  that  he  tarieth,  the  ferther  is  he  fro  Crist  And 
;  if  he  abide  to  his  last  day,  scarcely  may  he  shrive 
him  or  reinembre  him  of  his  sinnes,  or  repent  him 
for  the  grevous  maladie  of  his  deth.  And  for  as 
moche  as  he  ne  hath  in  his  lif  herkened  Jesu 
Crist,  whan  he  hath  spoken  unto  him,  he  shal  crie 
unto  our  Lord  at  his  last  day,  and  scarcely  wol  he 
herken  him.  And  understonde  that  this  condition 
muste  have  foure  thinges.  First  that  the  shrift  be 
purveyed  afore,  and  a  vised,  for  wicked  hast  doth 
;  not  profite  ;  and  that  a  man  con  shrive  him  of  his 
sinnes,  be  it  of  pride,  or  envie,  and  so  forth,  with 
the  spices  and  circumstances  ;  and  that  he  have 
comprehended  in  his  minde  the  nombre  and  the 
gretnesse  of  his  sinnes,  and  how  longe  he  hath 
lien  in  sinne  ;  and  eke  that  he  be  contrite  for  his 
sinnes,  and  be  in  stedfast  purpose  (by  the  grace  of 
God)  never  efte  to  fall  into  sinne  ;  and  also  that 
he  drede  and  countrewaite  himself,  that  he  flee  the 
occasions  of  sinne,  to  whiche  he  is  inclined.  Also 
thou  shalt  shrive  thee  of  all  thy  sinnes  to  o  man, 
and  not  parcelmele  to  o  man,  and  parcelmcle 
to  another  ;  that  is  to  understonde,  in  entent 
to  depart  thy  confession  for  shame  or  drede,  for  it 
is  but  strangling  of  thy  soule.  For  certes,  Jesu 
Crist  is  entierly  all  good,  in  him  is  not  imperfec- 
tion, and  therfore  either  he  foryeveth  all  parfitly, 
or  elles  never  a  dele.  I  say  not  that  if  thou  be 
assigned  to  thy  penitcncer  for  certain  sinne,  that 
thou  art  bounde  to  shewe  him  all  the  remenant  of 
thy  sinnes,  of  whiche  thou  hast  ben  shriven  of  thy 


curat,  but  if  it  like  thee  of  thyn  hnmilitee ;  this  ; 
is  no  departing  of  shrift.    Ne  I  say  not,  ther  as  1  j 
speke  of  division  of  confession,  that  if  thou  have  1 
licence  to  shrive  thee  to  a  discrete  and  an  honest 
preest,  and  wher  thee  liketh,  and  by  the  licence 
of  thy  curat,  that  thou  ne  mayest  wel  shrive  thee 
to  him  of  all  thy  sinnes :  but  lete  no  blot  be 
behind :  lete  no  sinne  be  untolde  as  fer  as  thou 
hast  remembrance.    And  whan  thou  shalt  be 
shriven  of  thy  curat,  tell  him  eke  all  the  sinnes 
that  thou  hast  don  sith  thou  were  laste  shri- 
ven.  This  is  no  wicked  entente  of  division  of 
shrift. 

Also  the  veray  shrift  axeth  certain  conditions. 
First  that  thou  shrive  thee  by  thy  free  will,  not  . 
constriened,  ne  for  shame  of  folk,  ne  for  mabdie, 
or  swiche  other  thinges :  for  it  is  reson,  that  he 
that  trespasseth  by  his  free  will,  that  by  his  free 
will  he  confesse  his  trespas;  and  that  non  other  man 
telle  his  sinne  but  himself :  ne  he  shal  not  nay,  ne 
deny  his  sinne,  ne  wrath  him  ayenst  the  preest  for 
amonesting  him  to  lete  his  sinne.  The  ascend 
condition  is,  that  thy  shrift  be  lawful,  that  is  to  say, 
that  thou  that  shrivest  thee,  and  eke  the  preest 
that  hereth  thy  confession,  be  veraily  in  the  frith 
of  holy  chirche,  and  that  a  man  ne  be  not  despeired 
of  the  mercie  of  Jesu  Crist,  as  Gain  and  Judas 
were.  And  eke  a  man  muste  accuse  himself  of  his 
owen  trespas  and  not  another :  but  he  shal  blame 
and  wite  himselfe  of  his  owen  malice  and  of  his  , 
sinne,  and  non  other :  but  natheles,  if  that  another  i 
man  be  encheson  or  enticer  of  his  sinne,  or  the 
estate  of  the  person  be  swiche  by  which  his  sinne 
is  agregged,  or  elles  that  he  may  not  plainly  shrive 
him  but  he  tell  the  person  with  whiche  he  hath 
sinned,  than  may  he  tell,  so  that  his  entent  ne  be 
not  to  backbite  the  person,  but  only  to  declare  his 
confession. 

Thou  ne  shalt  not  also  make  no  lesinges  in  thy 
confession  for  hnmilitee,  peraventure,  to  say  that 
thou  hast  committed  and  don  swiche  sinnes,  of 
which  that  thou  ne  were  never  gilty.  For  Seint 
Augustine  sayth  ;  if  that  thou,  because  of  thin 
huniilitce,  makest  a  lesing  on  thyself,  though  thou 
were  not  in  sinne  before,  yet  arte  thou  than  in  sinne 
thurgh  thy  lesing.  Thou  must  also  shew  thy  sinne 
by  thy  propre  mouth,  but  thou  be  dorabe,  and  not 
by  no  letter :  for  thou  that  hast  don  the  sinne,  thou 
shalt  have  the  shame  of  the  confession.  Thou 
shalt  not  eke  peint  thy  confession,  with  faire  and 
subtil  wordes,  to  cover  the  more  thy  sinne :  for 
than  beg i lest  thou  thyself,  and  not  the  preest :  thou 
must  tell  it  plainly,  be  it  never  so  foule  ne  so  hor- 
rible. Thou  shalt  eke  shrive  thee  to  a  preest  mat  , 
is  discrete  to  conseille  thee  :  and  eke  thou  shalt  ' 
not  shrive  thee  for  vaine  glorie,  ne  for  ypocrisie, 
ne  for  no  cause,  but  only  for  the  doute  of  Jess  I 
Crist,  and  the  hele  of  thy  soule.  Thou  shah  not  ( 
eke  renne  to  the  preest  al  sodenly,  to  tell  him 
lightly  thy  sinne,  as  who  telleth  a  jape  or  a  tale,  I 
but  avisedly  and  with  good  devotion  ;  and  gene- 
rally shrive  thee  ofte  :  if  thou  ofte  fall,  ofte  arise 
by  confession.  And  though  thou  shrive  thee  ofter 
than  ones  of  sinne  which  thou  hast  be  shriven  of, 
it  is  more  merite  :  and,  as  sayth  Seint  Augustine, 
thou  shalt  have  the  more  lightly  relese  and  grace 
of  God,  both  of  sinne  and  of  peine.  And  certes 
ones  a  yere  at  the  lest  way  it  is  lawful  to  be 
houseled,  for  sothely  ones  a  yere  all  thinges  in  the 
erthe  renovelen. 


THE  PERSONES  TALE. 


171 


it  secunda  pars  Penitentice :  et  sequitur 
tertia  pars, 

have  I  told  you  of  veray  confession,  that 
conde  part  of  penitence  :  The  thridde  part 
iction,  and  that  stont  most  generally  in 
dede  and  in  bodily  peine.  Now  ben  ther 
&ner  of  almesse  :  contrition  of  herte,  wher 
ffreth  himself  to  God  :  another  is,  to  have 
the  defaute  of  his  neighbour:  and  the 
is,  in  yeving  of  good  conseil,  gostly  and 
wher  as  men  have  nede,  and  namely  in 
ice  of  mannes  food.  And  take  kepe  that 
ath  nede  of  thise  thinges  generally,  he  hath 
food,  of  clothing,  and  of  herberow,  he  hath 
charitable  conseil  ling  and  visiting  in  prison 
maladie,  and  sepulture  of  his  ded  body, 
hou  maie8t  not  visite  the  nedeful  in  prison 
>erson,  visite  hem  with  thy  message  and 
es.  Thise  ben  generally  the  almesses  and 
of  charitee,  of  hem  that  have  temporel 
s,  or  discretion  in  conseilling.  Of  thise 
shalt  thou  heren  at  the  day  of  dome, 
almesse  shuldest  thou  do  of  thy  propre 
and  hastily,  and  prively  if  thou  mayest : 
leles,  if  thou  mayest  not  do  it  prively,  thou 
t  forbere  to  do  almesse,  though  men  see  it, 
it  be  not  don  for  thanke  of  the  world,  but 
have  thanke  of  Jesu  Crist  For,  as  wit- 
Seint  Mathewe,  Cap.  v.  a  citee  may  not 
hat  is  sette  on  a  mountaine,  ne  men  light 
aterne,  to  put  it  under  a  bushell,  but  setten 
a  candlesticke,  to  lighten  the  men  in  the 
ight  so  shai  your  light  lighten  before  men, 
y  mowe  see  your  good  werkes,  and  glorifie 
iter  that  is  in  heven. 

as  for  to  speke  of  bodily  peine,  it  stont  in 
in  waking,  in  fasting,  and  in  vertuous 
Of  orisons  ye  shul  understond,  that 
or  prayers,  is  to  say,  a  pitous  will  of  herte, 
teth  it  in  God,  and  expresseth  it  by  word 
i,  to  remeve  harmes,  and  to  have  thinges 
I  and  perdurable,  and  somtime  temporel 

Of  which  orisons,  certes  in  the  orison  of 
ternasUr  hath  Jesu  Crist  enclosed  most 

Certes  it  is  privileged  of  three  thinges  in 
itee,  for  whiche  it  is  more  digne  than  any 
payer :  for  that  Jesu  Crist  himself  made  it : 
is  abort,  for  it  shuld  be  coude  the  more 
and  to  hold  it  the  more  esie  in  herte,  and 
imself  the  ofter  with  this  orison,  and  for  a 
uld  be  the  lease  wery  to  say  it,  and  for  a 
iy  not  excuse  him  to  lerne  it,  it  is  so  shorte 
asie  :  and  for  it  comprehendeth  in  himself 
i  prayers.  The  exposition  of  this  holy 
that  is  so  excellent  and  so  digne,  I  betake  to 
sters  of  theologie,  save  thus  moche  wol  I 
it  whan  thou  prayest,  that  God  shuld  for- 
ce thy  giltes  as  thou  foryevest  hem  that 
ilted  thee,  be  wel  ware  that  thou  be  not  out 
tee.  This  holy  orison  amenuseth  eke  venial 
and  therfore  it  apperteineth  specially  to 
ee. 

prayer  must  be  trewely  sayd,  and  in  per- 
il, and  that  men  prayen  to  God  ordinately, 
ly,  and  devoutly :  and  alway  a  man  shal 
will  to  be  subgette  to  the  will  of  God. 
bon  must  eke  be  sayd  with  gret  huinblesse 
pure,  and  honestly,  and  not  to  the  annoy- 
any  man  or  woman.    It  must  eke  be  con- 


tinued with  werkes  of  charitee.  It  availeth  eko 
ayenst  the  vices  of  the  soule  :  for,  as  sayth  Seint 
Jerome,  by  fasting  ben  saved  the  vices  of  the 
flesh,  and  by  prayer  the  vices  of  the  soule. 

After  this  thou  shalt  understonde,  that  bodily 
peine  stont  in  waking.  For  Jesu  Crist  sayth: 
wake  ye  and  pray  ye,  that  ye  ne  enter  into  wicked 
temptation.  Ye  shul  understond  also,  that  fasting 
stont  in  three  thinges  :  in  forbering  of  bodily 
mete  and  drinke,  in  forbering  of  worldly  jolitee, 
and  in  forbering  of  dedly  sinne  :  this  is  to  say, 
that  a  roan  shall  kepe  him  fro  dedly  sinne  with  ail 
his  might. 

And  thou  shalt  understonde  also,  that  God 
ordeined  fasting,  and  to  fasting  apperteineth  foure 
thinges.  Largenesse  to  poure  folk  :  gladnesse  of 
herte  spirituel :  not  to  be  angry  ne  annoied,  ne 
grutch  for  he  fasteth :  and  also  resonable  houre 
for  to  ete  by  mesure,  that  is  to  say,  a  man  shal 
not  ete  in  untime,  ne  sit  the  longer  at  the  table, 
for  he  fasteth. 

Than  shalt  thou  understonde,  that  bodily  peine 
stont  in  discipline,  or  teching,  by  word,  or  by 
writing,  or  by  ensample.  Also  in  wering  of  here 
or  of  stamin,  or  of  habergeons  on  hir  naked  flesh 
for  Cristes  sake ;  but  ware  thee  wel  that  swiche 
maner  penances  ne  make  not  thin  herte  bitter  or 
angry,  ne  annoied  of  thyself ;  for  better  is  to  cast 
away  thin  here  than  to  cast  away  the  swetenesse 
of  our  Lord  Jesu  Crist.  And  therfore  sayth 
Seint  Poule  :  clothe  you,  as  they  that  ben  chosen 
of  God  in  herte,  of  misericorde,  debonairtee,  suf- 
france,  and  swiche  maner  of  clothing,  of  whiche 
Jesu  Crist  is  more  plesed  than  with  the  heres  or 
habergeons. 

Than  is  discipline  eke,  in  knocking  of  thy 
brest,  in  scourging  with  yerdes,  in  kneling,  in 
tribulation,  in  suffring  patiently  wronges  that 
ben  don  to  thee,  and  eke  in  patient  suffring  of 
maladies,  or  lesing  of  worldly  catel,  or  wif,  or 
child,  or  other  frendes. 

Than  shalt  thou  understond,  which  thinges 
distourben  penance,  and  this  is  in  foure  maners  ; 
that  is  drede,  shame,  hope,  and  wanhope,  that  is, 
desperation.  And  for  to  speke  first  of  drede, 
for  which  he  weneth  that  he  may  suffre  no 
penance,  ther  ayenst  is  remedie  for  to  thinke, 
that  bodily  penance  is  but  short  and  litel  at 
regard  of  the  peine  of  helle,  that  is  so  cruel  and 
so  longe,  that  it  lasteth  withouten  ende. 

Now  ayenst  the  shame  that  a  man  hath  to 
shrive  him,  and  namely  thise  Ipocrites,  that  wold 
be  holden  so  parfit,  that  they  have  no  nede  to 
shrive  hem,  ayenst  that  shame  shuld  a  man 
thinke,  that  by  way  of  reson,  he  that  hath  not 
ben  ashamed  to  do  foule  thinges,  certes  him 
ought  not  be  ashamed  to  do  fair©  thinges,  and 
that  is  confessions.  A  man  shuld  also  thinke, 
that  God  seeth  and  knoweth  al  his  thoughtes,  and 
al  his  werkes,  and  to  him  may  nothing  be  hid  ne 
covered.  Men  shuld  eke  remembre  hem  of  the 
shame  that  is  to  come  at  the  day  of  dome,  to  hem 
that  ben  not  penitent  in  this  present  lif :  for 
all  the  creatures  in  heven,  and  in  erthe,  and  in 
helle,  shul  see  apertly  all  that  they  hiden  in  this 
world. 

Now  for  to  speke  of  the  hope  of  hem,  that 
ben  eo  negligent  and  slowe  to  shrive  hem :  that 
stondeth  in  two  maners.  That  on  is,  that  he 
hopeth  for  to  live  long,  and  for  to  purchase 
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rooche  richesse  for  his  del  it,  and  than  he  wol 
shrive  hira :  and,  as  he  sayeth,  he  may,  as  him 
semeth,  than  timely  ynough  come  to  shrift :  ano- 
ther is,  the  surquedrie  that  he  hath  in  Cristes 
mercie.  Ayenst  the  first  vice,  he  shal  thinke 
that  our  lif  is  in  no  sikernesse,  and  eke  that  all  the 
richesse  in  this  world  ben  in  aventure,  and  passen 
as  a  shadowe  on  a  wall ;  and,  as  sayth  Seint 
Gregorie,  that  it  apperteineth  to  the  gret  right- 
wisnesse  of  God,  that  never  shal  the  peine  stinte 
of  hem,  that  never  wold  withdrawe  hem  from 
sinne,  hir  thankes,  but  ever  continue  in  sinne  : 
for  thilke  perpetuel  will  to  don  sinne  shall  they 
have  perpetuel  peine. 

!  Wanhope  is  in  two  manors.  The  first  wan- 
hope  is,  in  the  mercie  of  God  :  that  other  is,  that 
they  think  that  they  ne  might  not  lone  persever  in 
goodnesse.  The  first  wanhope  cometh  of  that,  he 
demeth  that  he  hath  sinned  so  gretly  and  so  oft, 
and  so  long  lyen  in  sinne,  that  be  shal  not  be  saved. 
Certes  ayenst  that  cursed  wanhope  shulde  he  thinke, 
that  the  passion  of  Jesu  Crist  is  more  stronge  for 
to  unbinde,than  sinne  is  strong  for  tobinde.  Ayenst 
the  second  wanhope  he  shal  thinke,  that  as  often 
as  he  falleth,  he  may  arisen  again  by  penitence  : 
and  though  he  never  so  longe  hath  lyen  in  sinne, 
the  mercie  of  Crist  is  alway  redy  to  receive  him 
to  mercie.  Ayenst  that  wanhope  that  he  demeth 
he  shuld  not  longe  persever  in  goodnesse,  he  shal 

1    think,  that  the  feblenesse  of  the  devil  may  nothing 

j  do,  but  if  men  wol  suffre  him  :  and  eke  he  shal 
have  strength  of  the  help©  of  Jesu  Crist,  and  of 

I    all  his  chirche,  and  of  the  protection  of  angels, 

|    if  him  list. 

|  Than  shul  men  understonde,  what  is  the  fruit 
of  penance ;  and  after  the  wordes  of  Jesu  Crist, 

i  it  is  an  endeles  blisse  of  heven,  ther  joye  hath  no 
contrariositee  of  wo  ne  grevance  ;  ther  all  harmes 
ben  passed  of  this  present  lif ;  ther  as  is  sikernesse 
from  the  peines  of  helle  ;  ther  as  is  the  blisful  com. 
pagnie,  that  rejoycen  hem  ever  mo  everich  of 
others  joye  ;  ther  as  the  body  of  man,  that  whilom 
was  foule  and  derke,  is  more  clere  than  the  sonne ; 
ther  as  the  body  that  whilom  was  sike  and  freele, 
feble  and  mortal,  is  immortal,  and  so  strong  and 
so  hole,  that  ther  ne  may  nothing  appeire  it ;  ther 
as  is  neither  hunger,  ne  thurste,  ne  colde,  but 
every  soule  replenished  with  the  sight  of  the  parfit 


knowing  of  God.  This  blisful  regne  mowe  men 
purchase  by  poverte  spirituel,  and  the  glorie  by 
lowlinesse,  the  plentee  of  joye  by  hunger  and 
thurst,  and  the  rest©  by  travail©,  and  the  lif  by 
deth  and  mortification  of  sinne  :  to  which  life  he 
us  bring,  that  bought  us  with  his  precious  blood. 
Amen. 

Now  preye  I  to  hem  alle  that  herken  this  litel 
tretise  or  reden  it,  that  if  ther  be  any  thing  in  it 
that  liketh  hem,  that  therof  they  thanken  our 
Lord  Jesu  Crist,  of  whom  procedeth  ail  witte  and 
all  godenesse  ;  and  if  ther  be  any  thing  that  dis- 
pleseth  hem,  I  preye  hem  also  that  they  arrette 
it  to  the  defaute  of  myn  unkonning,  and  not  to  my 
wille,  that  wold  fayn  have  seyde  better  if  I  hadde 
had  konning  ;  for  oure  boke  seyth,  all  that  is 
writen  is  writen  for  oure  doctrine,  and  that  is 
myn  entente.  Wherfore  I  beseke  you  mekely  for 
the  mercie  of  God  that  ye  preye  for  me,  that  Crist 
have  mercie  of  me  and  foryeve  me  my  gtltes,  [and 
namely  of  myn  translations  and  enditinges  of 
worldly  vanitees,  the  which  I  revoke  in  my  Re- 
tractions, as  the  boke  of  Troilus,  the  boke  also  of 
Fame,  the  boke  of  the  five  and  twenty  Ladies, 
the  boke  of  the  Duchesse,  the  boke  of  Seint  Valen- 
tines day  of  the  Parlement  of  briddee,  the  tales 
of  Canterbury,  thilke  that  sounen  unto  sinne, 
the  boke  of  the  Leon,  and  many  an  other  boke,  if 
they  were  in  my  remembraunce,  and  many  a  song 
and  many  a  lecherous  lay,  Crist  of  his  grete 
mercie  foryeve  me  the  sinne.  But  of  the  transla- 
tion of  Boes  of  consolation,  and  other  bokes  of 
legendes  of  Seints,  and  of  Omeliea,  and  moralite, 
and  devotion,  that  thanke  I  oure  Lord  Jean  Crist, 
and  his  blisful  mother,  and  alle  the  Seintes  in 
heven,  beseking  hem  that  they  fro  hensforth  onto 
my  lyvea  ende  sende  me  grace  to  bewaile  my  giltes, 
and  to  stodien  to  the  savation  of  my  soule,]  and 
graunte  me  grace  of  verray  penance,  confession 
and  satisfaction  to  don  in  this  present  lif,  thorgh 
the  benigne  grace  of  him,  that  is  king  of  kinges 
and  preste  of  alle  prestea,  that  bought  mi  with  the 
precious  blode  of  his  herte,  so  that  I  mote  ben  on 
of  hem  atte  the  laste  day  of  dome  that  shnllen  be 
saved  ;  qui  cum  Deo  patre  et  Spirit u  sancto  eteif 
et  regnas  Dens  per  omnia  sectda.  Amen, 
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ttical  and  Metrical  Analysis  of  the  first 
je  the  Essay  Ac.  p.  xlv— xlvii. 
n  the  Ram]  Rather,  the  Bolle.  See  the 
troductory  Discourse,  p.  1. 
HUmeres]  The  different  sorts  of  Pilgrims 
ished  by  Dante,  Vita  nuova,  p.  80.  Chia- 
inquanto  vanno  ollra  mare,  laonde  molte 
oalma Peregrin!,  inquanto  vanno  alia 
— Roraci,  inquanto  vanno  a  Roma.  But 
Italian.  Chaucer  seems  to  consider  all 
irn  parts  as  Palmers. 

.bard]  See  Mr.  Speght's  note,  as  cited  in 
c.  n.  6. 

esed]  Bien  aisit.  The  later  French  usage 
d  aises  Plur.  unaccented,  seems  to  be  a 

made  forward]  More  properly,  forword. 
11,50,  64.  from  the  Sax.  Fore-word,  pro- 
mtracted  from  matted,  is  a  Dissyllable. 

light]  The  course  of  adventures  of  our 
Illustrated  by  those  of  a  real  Knight  of 
vho,  for  any  thing  that  appears  to  the 
have  been  upon  this  very  pilgrimage.  His 
andTi  Itin.  v  Hi.  p.  cxi.  ley  gist  le  noble 
ler  Matheu  de  Gourney  Ac— qui  en  $a  vie 
de  Benamaryn,  et  ala  apres  a  la  siege 
\$  Sarazines  et  aussi  a  lee  bat  a  i  lies  de 
■easy,  de  Deyngenesse,  de  Peyteres,  de 
et  a  plusours  autre*  bataillet  et  asseges 
tigna  noblemen t  graunt  lot  et  honour—. 
at  the  age  of  96  Why  Chaucer  should 
>ring  his  Knight  from  Alexandria  and 
ian  from  Cressy  and  Poitiers,  in  a  problem 
e,  except  by  supposing,  that  the  slightest 
nflilels  were  in  those  days  more  honour- 
st  splendid  victories  over  Christians. 
L  e.  ferer,  the  Comparative  of  ftr,  far. 
derre,  for  derer,  the  Com  par.  of  dere, 
"Ther  n'as  no  man  that  Theseus  hath 
is  used  at  length  by  Peter  of  Langtoft ; 
Superl.  below,  ver.  496. 

sandre]  Alexandria  in  Egypt  was  won, 
'  after  abandoned,  in  1365,  by  Pierre  de 
»f  Cyprus.  The  same  Prince,  soon  after  his 
hronc  in  1352,  had  taken  Satalie,  the  an- 
I  in  another  expedition  about  1367  he  made 
f  the  town  of  Layat  In  Armenia.  Com- 

•  sur  le*  ouvrayes  de  Guillaume  de  Ma- 

•  Ins.  t.  xx.  p.  426, 432.  and  Memoire  sur 
t  de  Maiziires,  X.  xvii.  p.  493.  See  also 
x  21.  Walsingham  mentions  the  taking 
.  180  and  adds;  lnterfuerunt  autem  huio 
ire  Cypri*  plure*  A-tglici  tt  Aquitanici, 
i  Angliam  quam  in  Aquitaniam  pannos 
cos,  splendoresque  gem  mar  um  exotioos, 
antss  victoriss. 


Ver.  52.  he  had  the  bord  begonne— in  Pruse]  He  had  been 
placed  at  the  head  of  the  table ;  the  usual  compliment  to 
extraordinary  merit ;  as  the  Commentators  very  properly 
explain  it.  When  our  military  men  wanted  employment, 
it  was  usual  for  them  to  go  and  serve  in  Prvse,  or  Prussia, 
with  the  Knights  of  the  Teutonic  order,  who  were  in  a 
state  of  constant  warfare  with  their  heathen  neighbours 
in  Lettow  (Lithuania)  Ruse  (Russia),  and  elsewhere.  A 
pagan  King  of  Lettow  is  mentioned  by  Walsingham,  p. 
180,  343. 

Ver.  54.  reysed]  Thin  is  properly  a  German  word.  Ki- 
lian.  in  v.  Reysen,  iter  facere— et  Ger.  Mill  tare,  facere  sti- 
pendium.  The  Editions  (except  M.)  and  several  MBS. 
have  changed  it  into  ridden  ;  which  indeed  seems  to  have 
been  used  by  Chaucer  in  the  same  sense,  ver.  48. 

Ver.  56.  In  Gernade]  The  city  of  Algezir  was  taken 
from  the  Moorish  King  of  Granada  in  1344.  Mariana,  L. 
x  vi.  a  xi.  among  other  persons  of  distinction  who  came  to 
assist  at  the  siege  in  1343,  names  particularly,  "  de  Ingla- 
terra,  eon  licentia  del  ReyEduardo,  los  Con  dee  de  Arbid.y 
de  Soluzber ; "  which  I  suppose  we  may  safely  interpret  to 
mean  the  Earls  of  Derby  and  Salisbury.  Knighton  says, 
that  the  Earl  of  Derby  was  there.  X  Script.  8583. 

Ver.  57.  in  Belmarie]  I  cannot  find  any  country  of  this 
name  in  any  authentic  Geograph  ical  writer.  Froiseart,  v. 
iv.  c.  xxiii,  reckons  it  among  the  kingdoms  of  Africa ; 
Thunes,  Bougie,  Maroch,  Bel lem arise,  Tremessen :  and 
Chaucer,  ver.  1772,  speaks  of  it  as  producing  Lions.  The 
battle  of  Benamarin,  mentioned  in  Sir  M.  Gourney's  epi- 
taph, is  said  by  a  late  author  of  Viage  de  Espanna.  p.  73.  n. 
1.  to  have  been  so  called  por  haber  quedado  vencido  en  ella 
Albohacen,  Rey  de  Marruecos,  del  linage  de  Aben  Marin. 
Perhaps  therefore  the  dominions  of  that  family  in  Africa 
might  be  called  abusively  Benamarint  and  by  a  further 
corruption  Belmarie, 

Ver.  59  the  Grete  See]  This  is  generally  understood  to 
mean  the  Pontus  Euxinus ;  but  I  doubt  whether  the  name 
of  Mare  maggiore  was  given  to  that  Sea  by  any  other 
nation  beside  the  Italians.  Sir  John  Mandevile.  p.  80,  calls 
that  part  of  the  Mediterranean  which  washes  the  coast  of 
Palestine,  the  grete  Sea ;  an  appellation,  which  it  might 
possibly  have  acquired  there,  to  distinguish  it  from  the 
two  inland  Seas,  as  they  were  improperly  styled,  the  Sea 
of  Tiberias  and  the  Dead  Sea. 

In  MS.  T.  it  is  the  Grekish  See ;  a  reading,  to  which  I 
should  have  had  no  objection,  if  I  had  found  it  confirmed 
by  any  better  MS  In  the  middle  ages,  the  Mediterranean 
Sea,  from  Sicily  to  Cyprus,  was  sometimes  called  Mare 
Gr cecum.  Hovcden,  p.  7<*9.  80  Bracton  speaks  of  Essoigns, 
de  ultra  et  de  cUra  Mare  Gracorum .-  L.  v.  Tr.  2.  c  3.  The 
See  of  Grete  is  used  in  the  same  sense  by  Chaucer  him- 
self, ver.  4884 — And  in  Isumbras,  fol.  130.  b.  Tyl  he  come 
to  the  Grekcs  See. 

Ver.  60.  noble  armee]  I  have  printed  this  as  the  most 
intelligible  reading,  though  I  am  not  quite  satisfied  with 
it   The  MS8.  have  arme,  aryve,  and  ryvcr. 

Ver.  65.  the  lord  of  Palatie]  Palathia  in  Anatolia.  Bp 
The  nature  of  his  Lordship  may  be  explained  from  Froto 
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•art,  v.  lit  o.  22.  He  gives  an  account  there  of  several 
Hauls  Barons  in  those  parts,  who  kept  possession  of  their 
lands,  paying  a  tribute  to  the  Turk.  He  names  particularly 
U  Sire  de  Satkalie,  le  Sire  de  la  Police,  et  le  Sire  de  Haute- 
Logt. 

Ver.  84.  deliver]  Nimble.  So  below,  rer.  15422.  DeUverly ; 
Nimbly.  The  word  is  plainly  from  the  Fa.  libre.  Tbo 
Italians  use  suelto,  or  seiolto,  in  the  same  sense. 

Ver.  85.  in  cheraohie]  Chevauchte.  Fa.  It  moat  properly 
means  an  expedition  with  a  small  party  of  Cavalry ;  but  is 
often  used  generally  for  any  military  expedition.  Hollin- 
shed  calls  it  a  rode, 

Ver.  89.  Embrouded]  Embroidered,  from  the  Fa.  Broder, 
originally  Border. 

Ver.  91.  floyting]  Playing  on  the  Jlute.  So  in  H.  F.  ill. 
133. 

"  And  many  hfioite  and  lKlyng  borne, 
And  pipes  made  of  grene  come." 

The  first  syllable  for  a  time  retained  the  broad  sound  of  its 
original.  Bee  Du  Cange,  Flauta.  Kilian.,  Fluyte.  In  some 
copies  it  is  changed  iojlowting. 

Ver.  97.  nightertale.]  Night-time;  from  the  Sax.  nihtern 
del;  noctuma  portio.  Lydgate  uses  nightcrtyme.  Traged. 
foL  141.  b.  158.  b. 

Ver.  100.  And  carf  before  his  fader]  The  practice  of 
Bquiers,  of  the  highest  quality,  earring  at  their  fathers' 
tables  has  been  fully  illustrated  byM.  de  6*"  Palaye,  Acad, 
des  Insc.  t  xx.  p.  604. 

Ver.  101.  A  Veman  hadde  m]  The  late  Editions  call  this 
character  the  Squier's  Yeman,  but  improperly.  The  pro- 
noun h«  relates  to  the  Knight.  Chaucer  would  never  have 
given  the  son  an  attendant,  when  the  Father  had  none. 

Yeman  or  Yeoman,  la  an  abbreviation  of  Yeongtman%  as 
Youthe  is  of  Yeongthe.  Young  men  being  most  usually  em- 
ployed in  service,  servants  have,  in  many  languages,  been 
denominated  from  the  single  circumstance  of  age ;  as,  xcus, 
purr,  garpon,  boy,  grome.  As  a  title  of  service  or  office, 
Yoman  is  used  in  the  Stat  37  E.  III.  c  9  and  11,  to  denote  a 
servant  of  the  next  degree  above  a  garson,  or  groom  ;  and 
at  this  day,  in  several  departments  of  the  Royal  Household, 
the  attendants  are  distributed  into  three  classes  of  Ser- 
vants or  Squiers,  Yeomen,  and  Grooms.  In  the  Household 
of  the  Mayor  of  London,  some  officers  of  the  rank  of  Yeo- 
man are  still,  I  believe,  called  Young  men.  See  Cham- 
berlain's State  of  Great  Britain. 

In  the  Statute  20  R.  II.  c.  2.  Yomen  and  Vadltiz  are 
synonymous  terms.  The  Chanones  Yeman,  who  is  intro- 
duced below,  ver.  16030,  is  a  common  servant.  See  also 
ver.  2730.  The  title  of  Yeoman  was  given,  in  a  secondary 
sense,  to  people  of  middling  rank,  not  in  service.  So  the 
Miller,  ver.  3947,  is  careful  "To  saven  his  estat  of  yeman- 
rie."  The  appropriation  of  the  word  to  signify  a  small 
landholder  is  more  modern,  I  apprehend. 

Ver.  104.  peacok  arwes]  Arrows  with  peacock  feathers. 
See  Mr.  War  ton's  illustration  of  this  passage.  Hist  of 
Eng.  Po.  p.  450. 

There  is  a  Patent  In  Rymer,  15  R.  YLde arte sagittandi  per 
Valettos  Regis  ejcercendd.  The  Yeomen,  and  all  other  Ser- 
vants of  the  Royal  household,  of  whatever  state  or  office, 
under  the  degree  of  Yeoman,  are  ordered  to  carry  bows 
nnd  arrows  with  them,  whenever  they  ride,  Ac.  in  the 
King's  train. 

Ver.  109.  A  not-hed]  A  head  like  a  nut ;  from  the  hair, 
probably,  being  cut  short.  It  has  since  been  called  a 
Roundhead,  for  the  same  reason. 

Ver.  1 15.  A  Crtotofre]  I  do  not  see  the  meaning  of  this 
ornament.  By  the  Stat  37  E.  III.  Yomen  are  forbidden  to 
wear  any  ornaments  of  gold  or  silver. 

Ver.  119.  simple  and  coy]  V.  Saintre,  T.  iii.  p.  577. 

Ver.  120.  St.  Eloy]  In  Latin.  Sanctus  Eligius.  I  have 
no  authority  but  that  of  Ed.  Urr,  for  printing  this  Saint's 
name  at  length.  In  all  the  MSS.  which  I  have  seen,  it  is 
abbreviated,  St  hoy.  both  in  this  place  and  in  ver.  7146. 
The  metre  will  be  safe,  if  othe  be  pronounced  as  a  dissyllable. 


Ver.  124.  And  Frenche  she  spakej  It  has  been  mentioned 
before,  Essay,  fee.  n.  55,  that  Chancer  thought  but  meanly 
of  the  English-French  spoken  in  his  time.  It  was  proper 
however  that  the  Priorease  should  speak  some  sort  of 
French ;  not  only  as  a  woman  of  fashion,  a  character 
which  she  is  represented  to  affect,  ver.  139,  140,  bat  as  a 
religious  person.  The  instructions  from  the  Abbot  of  8t 
Albans  to  the  Nuns  of  Sopewell,  in  1338,  ware  in  the 
French  language.  See  AucU  Add.  M.  Parts,  p.  1 171. 

Ver.  127.  At  mete]  The  following  circumstanees  of  be- 
haviour at  table  are  copied  from  Mom.  de  la  R.  14178— 
14199. 

Et  bien  se  garde  qu'eQe  no  moeJDe 
Sea  doys  au  brouet  jusqu'  es  joints*,  Jte. 
Si  sagement  port  sa  bouchee, 
Que  but  son  pied  goutte  n'en  chee 
De  souppe,  ne  de  sauls*  noire. — 
Et  doit  si  bien  sa  Douche  terdre 
Tant  qu'el  n'y  laisse  gresse  aherdre 
Au  moins  en  la  levre  desseure. — 

Ver.  159.  gauded  all  with  grene]  Having  the  Goodies 
green.  Some  were  of  silver  gilt  Monast  V.  ill.  p.  174. 
Trla  paria  precularium  del  Corall  cum  le  gaudeys  arfeati 
deauxata.  So  in  Gower,  Conf.  Am.  1 190. 

A  pairs  of  bedes  blacks  as  amble 
She  toke  and  hyngemy  neeke  about. 
Upon  the  gaudees  all  without 
Was  wryte  of  gold,  pur  reposer. 

Ver.  163.  Another  Nonne  etc.]  See  Disc  p.  11L 

Ver.  165.  a  fayre  for  the  maistrie]  We  should  say, a fair 

one  s  hut  in  Chaucer's  time  such  tautology  was  not,  I 

suppose,  elegant  So  below,  ver.  189. 

Therfore  he  was  a  prickasour,  a  right. 

As  to  the  phrase/or  the  maistrie,  I  take  it  to  be  derived 
from  the  French  pour  la  maistrie,  which  I  find,  m  an  old 
book  of  Physick,  applied  to  such  medicines  aa  we  usually 

call  Sovereign,  excellent  above  all  others.  MS.  Bod.  761. 
Secreta  h.  Samp  de  Clotoburnel,  fol.  17.  b.  Ciroigne 
bone  pur  la  maistrie*  brlseret  a  meurer  apostemes  see. 
Medicine  magislrel  pur  festre  Ac  Medicine  pur  la  mais- 
trie pur  festre  Ac.  And  in  another  treatise  In  the  same 
MS.  Medulla  Cirurgiee  Rolandi,  similar  phrases  are  used 
in  Latin,  fol.  77.  Pocio  bona  pro  magisterio  ad  vumera 
sananda  dec.  fol.  79.  Contra  lupum  5tc.  medicamen  magis- 
tral*. In  the  same  sense  the  Monk  is  said  to  be  fair,  for 
the  maistrie,  above  all  others.  The  phrase  la  used  by 
Robert  of  Gloucester,  p.  553.  An  stede  he  gan  prOde 
wel  vor  the  maistrie.  The  several  chemical  preparations 
known  by  the  name  of  Magisterium  of  Lead,  Bismuth  Ac 
I  conceive  to  have  originally  acquired  that  name  from 
their  being  considered  at  first  as  masterly  operations. 

Ver.  166.  loved  venerie]  i.  e  Hunting.  If  the  word  m 
Chaucer's  time  had  born  any  other  sense,  he  would  hardly 
have  put  it  into  the  mouth  of  Emilia  in  ver.  2310.  Tbo 
monks  of  that  age  are  represented  as  fond  of  field-sport* 
See  below,  ver.  189—192,  and  P.  P.  fol.  L.  a.  Knighton 
says,  that  an  Abbot  of  Leicester,  who  died  in  1337,  *» 
venatione  leporum  inter  omnes  regni  dominos  fam+ssimus 
et  nominatissimus  habebalur.  X.  Scriptor.  p.  2631.  He  adds 
indeed,  that  the  Abbot  was  used  to  assert  what  perhaps 
may  have  been  partly  true,  se  non  delectasse  in  hujusmodi 
frivolis  venalionibus,  nisi  solum  pro  obsequiis  deminis 
regni  prastandis,  et  affabilitate  eorum  eaptandd,  et  gratid 
in  suis  negotiis  adipiscendd. 

Ver.  169.  his  bridel  —  Gingeling]  See  this  fashion  of 
hanging  bells  on  bridles,  Ac.  illustrated  by  Mr.  Warton, 
Hist,  of  Eng.  Po.  p.  164.  See  also  below,  ver.  14800, 1. 

Ver.  177-  a  pulled  hen]  See  below,  ver.  6694. 

"  Swiche  arrogance  n'is  not  worth  an  hen.** 

I  do  not  see  much  force  in  the  epithet  pulled.  Ca.  1.  reads, 

pullet. 

Ver.  179.  whan  he  is  rekkeles]  MS.  C  reads,  Ooisterles ; 
to  which  the  only  objection  is,  that,  if  it  had  been  the 
true  reading,  there  would  have  been  no  occasion  to  explain 
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ace  it  In  ver.  181.  The  text  alluded  to  is  attri- 
ratian.  Decree.  P.  iL  Can.  xrl  Q,.  1.  c.  riii.  to  a 
alus. — Sieut  piscis  sine  aqud  caret  vitd,  ita  sine 
monachus.  In  P.  P.  according  to  MS.  Cotton. 
vi.  (for  the  parage  is  omitted  in  the  printed 
similar  saying  is  quoted  from  Gregory. 

ori  the  grate  clerk  garte  write  in  takes 

rewle  of  aOe  religioun  riytful  and  obedient 

as  fishes  in  a  flod  whan  hem  faileth  water 

a  for  drowthe  whan  thei  drie  liggen 

so  religious  roten  and  stenren 

out  of  covent  or  cloistre  coveiten  to  dwelle. 

Down  senses  of  rekkeles,  via.  careless,  negligent, 
ns  suit  with  this  passage,  I  am  inclined  to 
t  Chaucer  possibly  wrote  reghelles,  I  e.  without 
!,  from  Rtgula,  was  the  Saxon  word  for  a  Rule, 
ularly  for  a  Monastic  Rule,  Hence  RegolAif; 
sen  Monastica  vita:  Regol-lage ;  Regularium 
n  the  quotation  from  Orm,  Essay,  Ac.  n.  52.  an 
signifies  the  book  of  Rules,  by  which  the  Augus- 
tus were  governed. 

As  Austin  bit]  i.  e.  biddeth.  Chancer  fre- 
breviates  the  third  person  Sing,  of  the  Present 
tis  manner.  See  rer.  976  983.  Rit  for  Rideth. 
15386.  Fint  for  Findeth.  ver.  4191.  Rist  for 
r.  5038.  5071,  5.  Stanl  for  Standeth.  ver.  7239. 
tetk.  ver.  7998.  Smit  for  Smiteth. 

his  sieves  purfiled.]  From  the  Fa.  Pour/Her, 
perly  signifies,  to  work  upon  the  edge.  Pur, 
*our  Fa.  are  generally  corruptions  of  the  Latin 

clear  what  species  of  fur  the  Oris  was,  only 
•  one  of  the  better  sorts.  Sec  Du  Cange  in  v. 
If  it  was  the  same  with  Voir,  commonly  called 
.  e.  Menu  Vair,  as  he  supposes,  it  was  probably 
rteem  to  Ermin.  See  the  Statute  37  E.  III.  o. 

One  of  Wolsey's  ordinances  for  the  reformation 
nstfnfan  monks  in  1519  is  directed  against  the 
ire  described.  In  manicis  sub  nnllo  modo 
antnr  aut  pellibus,  nisi  prout  lis  permissum  est 
j  Benedietinia  Monast  v.  ii.  p.  567. 
.  His  bootee  souple]  This  is  part  of  the  descrip- 
smart  Abbot,  by  an  anonymous  writer  of  the 
j.  Ocreas  habebat  in  cruribus,  quasi  innatse 
b  pUciporrectas    MS.  Bod.  James,  n.  6.  p.  121. 

farsed]  Stuffed,  from  the  Fa.  Farcir. 

Of  yeddinges]  This  word  being  not  understood, 
banged  in  some  copies  into  tidinges,  and  iced- 
;  probably  means  a  kind  of  Song,  from  the  Sax. 
or  Qiddian,  To  sing.  Sec  the  Saxon  Boethius, 
alt.  where  the  words  thus  singende  cueeth  are 
n  the  Poetical  Version,  p.  152.  gyddode  thus. 

instances  in  Lye's  Sax.  Diet.  The  Saxon  J 
[neatly  into  jr. 

I  in  principal  This  phrase  is  commonly  ex- 
refer  to  the  Beginning  of  St  John's  Gospel.  It 
refer  to  the  beginning  of  Genesis.  In  an  old 
■nance,  Fhistolre  des  trois  Maries,  it  seems  to 
se  passage  in  the  conclusion  of  the  Mass.  Acad, 
xiii.  p.  521, 

Moult  aise  sui  quant  audio 
Le  Prestre  dire  Inprincipio, 
Car  la  Messe  si  est  fines. 

rry  material  in  which  of  these  senses  it  is  un- 

■ithex  here  or  in  ver.  15169. 

.  His  pourchas  was,  dec]  From  the  Rom.  de  la 

lieux  vault  mon  pourchas  que  ma  rente. 


U.  In  Love-dayes]  A  day  appointed  for  the 
ettlement  of  differences  was  called  a  Love-day. 
L  v.  foL  389.  si  ante  judicium  capiatur  Dies 
Rot.  ParU  13  H.  IV.  n.  13.  agayn  the  fourme  of 
p  taken  bytwen  the  same  parties.  The  Glossary 


calls  them  improperly,  Meetings  for  pleasure  and  di- 
version. They  were  meetings  for  business ;  though  tt  is 
probable  that  the  business,  when  finished,  was  usually 
followed  by  a  treat  given  to  the  Arbitrators,  Ac  See  the 
ParL  Roll,  quoted  above.  In  P.  P.  fol.  xxviL  Sloth,  in  the 
character  of  a  Priest,  says, 

I  can  holds  Lovedayes,  and  here  a  Reves  rekenynge, 
And  in  Cannon  or  in  Decretals  I  cannot  reada  lyne. 

Ver.  278.  The  see  were  kept]  i.  e.  guarded.  The  old 
Subsidy  of  Tonnage  and  Poundage  was  given  to  the  "King 
pur  la  sauf garde  et  custodie  del  mer.  12  B.  IV.  c  3. 

Ver.  292.  his  overeat  courtepy]  His  uppermost  short  cloke 
of  coarse  cloth.  See  ver.  6984.  and  P.  P.  fol.  xxxiiL  b»  L  nit. 
And  kyt  her  copes  and  courtepies  hem  made. 

It  is  a  Teutonic  word,  from  Kort  curtus,  and  Pije,  penula 
coactilis,  ex  villis  crassioribus.  Kilian  in  w. 

Ver.  300.  Vet  hadde  he]  Hadde  is  here  to  be  pronounced 
as  a  Dissyllable,  the  a  in  he  being  considered  as  a  conso- 
nant. So  below,  ver.  388.  See  also  ver.  9859. 1 1784. 1 1804. 
12532. 12834.  in  all  which  instances,  and  many  others,  the 
e  feminine  is  to  be  pronounced  before  h. 

304.  to  ecolaie]  to  attend  school,'  from  the  old  French 
verb,  et  colder.  It  is  used  in  the  same  sense  by  Lydgate. 
Traged.  fol.  99.  So  Chaucer  uses  to  Werreie,  ver.  10324. 
14338.  and  to  Festtyt,  ver.  10659,  from  Querroier  and 
Festoier. 

Ver.  307.  in  forme  and  reverence]  with  propriety  and 
modesty.  In  the  next  line,  "full  of  high  sentence"  means 
only,  I  apprehend,  "full  of  high,  or  excellent,  sense.**— 
Mr.  Warton  will  excuse  me  for  suggesting  these  explana- 
tions of  this  passage  in  lieu  of  those  which  he  has  given 
in  his  Hist,  of  Eng.  Po.  p.  451.  The  credit  of  good  letters 
is  concerned,  that  Chaucer  should  not  be  supposed  to  have 
made  "  a  pedantic  formality,"  and  "  a  precise  sententious 
style  on  all  subjects,"  the  characteristics  of  a  scholar. 

Ver.  322.  in  suspect]  in  suspicion.  Bee  ver.  8781. 
12197. 

Ver.  331.  a  seint  of  silk  with  barres  smale]  It  appears 
from  our  author's  translation  of  R.  R.  ver.  1103.  that 
barres  were  called  cloux  in  French,  and  were  an  usual 
ornament  of  a  girdle.  See  Mr.  Wartoh's  Hist.  p.  377* 
426.  Claws  in  Latin,  from  whence  the  Fa.  Cloux  is 
derived,  seems  to  have  signified  not  only  an  outward 
border,  but  also  what  we  call  a  stripe.  Montfauoon,  t. 
iii.  part  i.  ch.  vi  A  Bar  in  Heraldry  is  a  narrow  stripe, 
or  Fascia.  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Clavatub,  quotes  the  StatuU 
Andegav.  an.  1423.  in  which  the  Clergy,  and  especially  the 
Regulars,  are  forbid  to  wear  xonas  auro  davatas. 

Ver.  333.  A  Frankelein]  Fortescue  de  L  L  Ang.  o.  29, 
describes  a  Franklain  to  be  a  Pater  familias — magnis 
ditatus  possessionibus.  He  is  classed  with,  but  after,  the 
Miles  and  Armiger  /  and  is  distinguished  from  the  Liber e 
tenentes  and  Valecti  ;  though,  as  it  should  seem,  the  only 
real  distinction  between  him  and  other  Freeholders  con- 
sisted in  the  largeness  of  his  estate.  Spelman,  in  v. 
Frank  Inn,  quotes  the  following  passage  from  Trivet's 
French  Chronicle :  MS.  Bibl.  R.  S.  n.  56.  Thomas  de 
Brotherton,  filius  Edwardi  I.  Mareechallus  Anglic,  apres 
la  mort  de  son  pere  esposa  lafille  de  un  Francheleyn  apelts 
Alice.  The  Historian  did  not  think  it  worth  his  while 
even  to  mention  the  name  of  the  Frankelein. 

Ver.  342.  Seint  Julian]  was  eminent  for  providing  his 
votaries  with  good  lodgings  and  accommodation  of  all 
sorts.  In  the  title  of  his  Legende.  Ma  Bod.  1596.  foL  4,  he 
is  called  "  St  Julian,  the  gode  herberjour."  It  ends  thus. 

Hi  erf  ore  yet  to  this  day  thei  that  over  lond  wende, 
Thei  biddeth  Seint  Julian  anon  that  gode  herborw  he  hem 
sende, 

And  Seint  Julianes  Pater  noster  ofte  seggeth  also, 
For  his  fader  soule  and  his  moderes,  that  he  hem  bring 
therto. 

Of  the  virtue  of  Seint  Julian's  Pater-noster  see  the 

Decameron.  D.  ii.  N.  2. 
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Ver.  344.  envyned]  Stored  with  wine,  Cotgrave  has 
preserved  the  French  word  en  vine",  in  the  same  sense. 
This  is  the  reading  of  MBS.  Ask.  1.  2.  and  others.  The 
common  editions  read  viendid. 

Ver.  357-  At  Sessions]  At  the  Session*  of  the  Peat* 
The  Justices,  by  the  Stat.  34  E.  III.  c.  1.  were  to  be,  in 
each  county,  un  Seigneur  et  ovesque  lui  trois  ou  quatre  des 
meultx  vauez  da  oountee,  ens  emblement  ove  ascuns  sages 
de  la  ley.  A  wealthy  Frankelein  might  perhaps  be  com- 
missioned under  this  description ;  but  I  know  not  how  he 
coud  be  a  Knight  of  the  Shire ;  as  they  by  46  E.  I1L  were 
to  be  CmvALERS  et  Serjantz  des  meulx  vauez  du  pais  ; 
unless  we  suppose,  either  that  the  rank  of  Serjant 
,  Esquire)  was  as  undefined  as  it  is  now,  or  that  his 
offioe  of  Justice  made  him  an  Esquire,  within  the  momiing 
of  the  act. 

Ter.  369.  An  anelace]  See  the  Gloss,  to  M.  Paris  in  v. 
Anelacius.  It  was  a  kind  of  knife,  or  dagger,  usually 
worn  at  the  girdle.  In  that  passage  of  M.  Paris,  p.  342. 
where  Petrus  de  Rivallis  is  mentioned  as  gestans  anelacium 
ad  lumbar e.  quod  clercium  non  deeebat,  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  the  wearing  of  an  anelace  simply,  or  the  wearing 
of  it  at  the  girdle,  was  an  indecent  thing  in  the  clerk.  The 
five  city-mechanics,  a  few  lines  below,  are  described  as 
wearing  knives,  and  probably  at  their  girdles  (see  v.  370.) 
though  the  latter  circumstance  is  not  clearly  expressed. 
In  the  picture  of  Chancer,  which  is  inserted  in  some 
copies  of  Occleve's  book  De  regimine  principis,  he  is  re- 
presented with  a  knife  hanging  from  a  button  upon  his 
breast.  See  MSB.  HarU  4866.  Cotton.  Otho.  A.  xviii. 

Ver.  359.  a  gipsiere]  Fa.  Oibeciere,  a  purse.  The 
mechanics,  ver.  370.  have  also  their  pouches. 

Year.  361.  a  oountour]  This  word  has  been  changed  in 
Ed.  Urr.  upon  what  authority  I  know  not,  to  Coroner. 
The  MSS.  all  read  Countour,  or  comptour.  At  the  same 
time  it  is  not  easy  to  say  what  office  is  meant.  I  have  a 
notion,  that  the  Foreman  of  the  inquest  in  the  Hundred- 
court  was  called  a  Countour;  but  the  Law  Glossaries  do 
not  take  notice  of  any  such  sense  of  theVord.and  I  cannot 
at  present  produce  any  thing  stronger  in  support  of  it 
than  the  following  passage  of  R.  G.  p.  538.  Speaking  of 
an  Hundred-court  summoned  by  the  Constable  of  Glou- 
cester Castle,  he  says,  that— 

He  hald  this  hundred  mid  gret  folk  and  honour, 
And  Adam  of  Arderne  was  is  [his]  chef  countour. 

Though  this  may  possibly  mean  that  Adam  acted  as 
accomptant  or  steward  of  the  court. 

Ver.  362.  vavasour]  The  precise  import  of  this  word 
is  often  as  obscure  as  its  original.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  In 
this  place  it  should  perhaps  be  understood  to  mean  the 
whole  class  of  middling  Landholders. 

Ver.  372.  on  the  dels]  This  word  occurs  so  frequently  in 
our  old  authors,  that  it  may  be  worth  the  while  to  endea- 
vour to  give  a  more  satisfactory  explanation  of  it  than  is 
to  be  found  in  the  Glossaries.  I  apprehend  that  it  originally 
signified  the  wootlen  floor  [D'ais,  Fa.  De  assibus,  Lat  ] 
which  was  laid  at  the  upper  end  of  the  hall,  as  we  still 
see  it  in  College  halls,  die.  That  part  of  the  room  there- 
fore, which  was  floored  with  planks,  was  called  the  Dais, 
the  rest  being  either  the  bare  ground  or  at  best  paved  with 
stone ;  and  being  raised  ahove  the  level  of  the  other  parts 
it  was  often  called  the  high  Dais.  In  royal  halls  there 
were  more  Dais  than  one,  each  of  thorn  probably  raised 
above  the  other  by  one  or  more  steps ;  and  that  where  the 
King  sate  was  called  the  highest  Dais.  At  a  dinner,  which 
Charles  V.  of  France  gave  to  the  Emperour  Charles  IV.  in 
1377.  Christine  do  Pisan  says,  Hist,  de  Ch.  V.  P.  iii.  c. 
33,  cinq  dois  [dais]  av<  >it  en  la  Hale  plains  de  Princes  et  de 
Barons,  et  autre*  tables  par-tout— et  estoient  les  deux 
grans  dois  et  les  drecouers  fais  de  barriereH  a  l'environ. 

As  the  principal  table  waa  always  placed  upon  a  Dais* 
it  began  very  **>n,  by  a  natural  abuse  of  words,  to  be 
called  itHelf  a  Dais,  and  people  were  said  to  sit  at  the  Dais, 
instead  of  at  the  table  upon  the  Dais.  It  was  so  in  the  time 
of  M.  Pari*.  Vit.  Abb.  p.  1070.  Priore  prandente  ad 
magnam  raensam,  quam  Deis  vocamus. 


Menage,  whose  authority  seems  to  have  led  later  anti- 
quaries to  interpret  Dais,  a  Canopy,  has  evidently  on- 
founded  Deis  with  Ders.  Ders  and  Derselet,  from  Dorsum, 
as  he  observes,  meant  properly  the  hangings  at  the  back 
of  the  company,  Du  Cange,  v.  Dorsals  ;  but  as  the  same 
hangings  were  often  drawn  over  so  as  to  form  a  kind  of 
canopy  over  their  heads,  the  whole  was  called  a  Ders. 
Christine,  P.  iiL  c  41.  Sus  chascun  des  trois  (the  Em- 
perour and  the  Kings  of  France  and  Bohemia)  avoit  un 
ciel,  distincte  Pun  del'autre,  dedrapd'or  a  fleurs  de  lis; 
et  pardessusoes  trois  en  avoit  un  grant,  qui  couvroit  tout 
au  long  de  la  table,  et  tout  derriere  eux  pendoit.  et  estoit 
de  drap  d'or.  This  last  ciel.  or  canopy,  "  which  covered 
the  whole  length  of  the  table,  and  hung  down  behind  the 
company,**  was  a  Ders.  That  it  was  quite  a  different 
thing  from  a  Deis,  appears  from  what  follows :  A  rautrt 
dois  [dais]  auplus  pris  (she  says)  seoit—U  Daulphin  and 
others.  Et  sus  le  chief  du  Daulphin  avoit  un  del*  et  puis 
un  autre  pardessus  qui  toute  la  table  couvroit.  Dais  here 
plainly  means  a  table.  The  Dauphin  sate  at  the  second 
table,  and  had  a  canopy  over  his  own  head,  and  another 
which  covered  the  whole  table.  In  short,  one  of  Menage's 
own  citation*,  if  properly  corrected,  will  fully  establish  the 
distinct  senses  of  these  two  words.  Ceremon.  de  Oodefroy, 
p.  335.  Le  Roy  se  vint  mettre  a  table  sur  un  haul  Ders 
(read  Deis)  fait  et  prepare  en  la  grande  salle  du  kwis 
Archiepiscopal,  sous  un  grand  Ders,  le  fond  dn  quel  estoit 
tout  d'or.  He  has  another  citation  from  Marten©,  deMon. 
Rit  Lie.  xL  p.  109.  in  which  he  himself  allows,  that 
Dasium,  the  same  as  Dais,  must  signify  ten  estrade,  a 
raised  floor.  It  appears  from  the  same  citation,  that  the 
ascent  to  the  Dasium  was  by  more  steps  than  one. 

See  below,  ver.  2202.  9585.  10373.  and  Gower,  Conf.  Am. 
fol.  155.  a.  Sittende  upon  the  hie  dels. 

Ver.  381.  for  the  nones]  "  That  is,  as  I  conceive,  for  the 
occasion.  This  phrase,  which  was  very  frequently,  though 
not  always  very  precisely,  used  by  our  old  writers,  I  sup- 
pose to  have  been  originally  a  corruption  of  corrupt  Latin. 
From  pro-nunc,  I  suppose,  came  for  the  nunc,  and  so  for 
the  nonce ;  just  as  from  ad  nunc  came  anon.  The 
Spanish  entonces  has  been  formed  in  the  same  manner 
from  in-fune." 

I  have  repeated  this  note  from  the  last  Edit,  of  Shake- 
speare, Vol.  5.  p.  239.  as  I  have  not  found  any  reason  to 
filter  my  opinion  with  reopect  to  the  original  of  this  phrase. 
I  will  add  here  a  list  of  several  passages  in  these  tales,  in 
which  it  is  used  in  the  same  sense.  See  ver.  525.  547.  3469. 
13948.  15339.   See  also  R  G.  p.  285. 

And  he  hadde  vor  the  nones  tweye  suerdes  by  hys  syde. 

Ver.  385.  And  poudre  marchant]  What  kind  of  ingre- 
dient this  was  I  cannot  tell.  Cotgrave  mentions  a  Poutdrt 
blanche  and  a  Pouldre  de  due,  which  seem  both  to  have 
been  used  in  Cookery.  I  must  take  notice,  that  the  epithet 
tart,  in  most  of  the  MSS.  is  annexed  to  poudre  marchant, 
and  I  rather  wish  I  had  left  it  there,  aa,  for  any  thing  that 
I  know,  it  may  suit  that  aa  well  as  Galingale.  [See 
Brander's  roll.  n.  cxiiL  For  to  make  flaumpayns— then 
take  powdour  of  pepper  or  els  powdour  marchant— and  n. 
cxviii.  Veel  in  buknade.  Add.  note.  Ed.  1798.] 

Ver.  384.  London  ale]  Whether  this  was  a  different  sort 
of  ale  from  that  of  the  provinces,  or  only  better  made,  I 
know  not ;  but  it  appears  to  have  been  in  request  above  a 
century  after  Chaucer.  In  the  account  of  the  feast  of 
Archbishop  Warham  in  154)4,  are  the  following  articles. 
Lei.  Collect.  App.  P.  ii.  p.  30 

De  cervisia  Londini  iiii.  dol  vi  li. 

Do  cervisia  Cant,  vi  dol.  prec.  dol.  xxv  a 

De  cervisia  Ang.  Bere  xx.  doL  prec  dol.  xxili  s  iv  d. 
So  that  London  ale  was  higher  priced  than  Kentish  by  5& 
a  barrel. 

Ver.  386  Maken  mortrewes]  Lord  Bacon,  in  his  Nat. 
Hist.  i.  48.  speaks  of  "  a  Mor  tress  made  with  the  brawn  of 
capons  stamped  and  strained."  He  joins  it  with  the  culliee 
(coulis)  of  cocks.  It  seems  to  have  been  a  rich  broth,  or 
soupe,  in  the  preparation  of  which  the  flesh  waa  stamped, 
or  beat,  in  a  mortar ;  from  whence  it  probablv  derived  Us 
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t  morlreust ;  though  I  cannot  say  thai  I  have 
with  the  French  word. 

8.  a  monnal]  A  cancer,  or  gangrene.  So  the 
i  I  believe  Chancer  meant  no  more,  by  his  con- 
dlsoase  to  the  shin.  The  original  word.  Malum 
Lat.  Mauxmorz,  Pa.  seems  to  have  signified  a 
tead  palsy,  which  took  away  entirely  the  use  of 
and  feet.  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Malum  moktuum. 
i  imitation  of  this  passage,  has  described  a  cook 
"old  mortmal  on  his  shin.**  Sad  Shepherd.  A.  ii. 

L  All  in  a  goune  of  falding]  I  have  added  All, 
ke  of  the  verse,  but  perhaps  unnecessarily,  as 
le  MSS.  read- 
In  a  goune  of  falding  unto  the  knee. 

er  has  been  forewarned.  Essay,  dec.  p.  zliv.,  that 
is  not  always  correct  in  the  disposition  of  his 

.  Of  nice  conscience]  H.  Stephens  informs  us,  that 
the  old  French  word  for  Niais,  one  of  the  syno- 
Sot.  Apol.  Herod.  1.  i.  c.  4.  Our  author  uses  it 
in  its  original  sense  for  foolish,  ver.  6520. 

ut  say  that  we  ben  wise,  and  nothing  nice. 

L  His  herberwe.  his  mone]  In  ver.  1 1347-  he  uses 
for  the  place  of  the  Sun,  which  perhaps  it  may 
ere.  Lodemanage  seems  to  be  formed,  as  the 
tervea,  by  adding  a  French  termination  to  the 
rnuut,  a  Guide,  or  Pilot.  It  would  have  been 
lish  to  have  said  Lodemanship,  as  Seamanship, 
uhip,  dec  From  the  same  property  of  leading , 

>  star,  in  ver  8081,  is  called  the  Lodesterre ;  and 

>  our  name  of  Loadstone  for  the  Magnet. 

L  by  his  magike  naturel]  The  same  practices  are 

>  in  II.  P.  iii.  17&. 

And  clerkes  eke,  which  conne  well 

All  this  magyke  nature  11, 

That  craftely  do  her  intentes 

To  maken  in  certayne  ascendentes 

Y  mages,  lo !  through  which  magyke 

To  maken  a  man  ben  hole  or  seke. 

L  Old  Bippocras]  Whoever  is  curious  to  know 
lie  Physicians  mentioned  in  this  Catalogue  may 
le  Account  of  Authors,  dec.  in  Ed.  Urr.— Fabric. 
L  JEt— and  the  Elench.  Medicnr.  Vet  ap.  eund. 
t.  xiiL  I  shall  only  observe  that  the  names  of 
j,  or  Ypocras,  and  Gall i en  were  used  even  by 
writers  of  the  middle  ages  for  Hippocrates  and 
iee  the  inscriptions  in  the  Library  at  St.  Albans, 
»  i.  p.  184. 

is-eram  medicus,  Hypocras  sum  nomine  dictus. 
et  egregius  vocitatus  eram  Galienus. 

r.  ver.  12840. 

id.  moist  and  newe]  Moist  is  here  used  in  a 
«cn*e,  as  derived  from  musteus ;  for  according  to 
518.  Af us  turn,  non  solum  vinum,  verum  etiam 
quiquid  est,  recte  dicitur.   So  in  ver.  17009. 
t  U  opposed  to  old. 

I.  as  nouthe]  the  nse  of  nouthe  for  now,  in  thi8 
so  much  the  appearance  of  a  botch,  that  it  may 
r  to  observe  that  the  word  was  in  use  before 
i  time.  See  R.G.  p.  455,  8.  In  the  latter  instance 
e  middle  of  the  verse. 

0.  Gat-tnthed]  Whether  we  read  thus,  with  the 
f  of  the  MSA  or  Cattothed,  with  MSS.  Ask.  1. 2.  or 
d,  with  Ed.  Urr.  I  confess  myself  equally  unable 
a  what  is  meant  by  thi*  circumstance  of  descrip- 
e  Wife  uses  the  phrase  when  speaking  of  herself 
85. 

8.  spiced  conscience]  This  phrase  occurs  again, 
but  1  do  not  understand  it.  See  B.  and  F.  Mad 

0.  the  ram]  This  was  the  usual  prise  at  wrestling- 
See  below,  ver.  13671.  and  Gainelyn.  ver.  343. 


555.  M.  Paris  mentions  a  wrestling-match  at  Westminster  * 
in  the  year  1222,  at  which  a  ram  was  the  prise,  p.  265. 

Ver.  582.  a  goliardeia]  Un  goliardois,  Fa.  Ooliardus,  or 
Qoliardensis,  Lat.  This  Jovial  sect  seems  to  have  been  so 
called  from  Golias,  the  real  or  assumed  name  of  a  man  of 
wit,  toward  the  end  of  the  xtith  Century,  who  wrote  the 
Apocalypsis  Golia,  and  other  pieces  in  burlesque  Latin 
Rimes,  some  of  which  have  been  falsely  attributed  to 
Walter  Map.  See  Tanner's  Bibl.  Brit  in  v.  Golias,  and 
Du  Cange  in  v.  Goliardus.  There  is  a  poem  by  one  of 
this  sect  in  MB.  Bod.  3869.  James.  32.  which  is  entitled 
"  Dicta  oujusdam  Goliardi  Anglici,"  and  begins  thus : 

Omnibus  in  Gallia,  Anglus  Goliardus, 
Obediens  et  humilis,  frater  non  bas tardus, 
Golia;  discipulus,  dolens  quod  tarn  tardus, 
Mandat  salutem  fratribus,  nomine  Richardus. 

The  last  Stanza  is  this, 

Summa  salus  omnium,  Alius  Marie, 
Pascat,  potet,  vestlat  pueros  Golia:, 
Et  conservet  sodos  sancta?  confrariae 
Ad  dies  usque  ultimos  Enoch  et  Elys*. 

In  several  authors  of  the  xmth  Century,  quoted  by  Du 
Cange,  the  Ooliardi  are  classed  with  the  joculatores  et 
buffones. 

Ver.  565.  a  thomb  of  gold]  If  the  allusion  be,  as  is  most 
probable,  to  the  old  proverb,  Every  honest  Miller  has  a 
thumb  of  gold,  this  passage  may  mean,  that  our  Miller, 
notwithstanding  his  thefts,  was  an  honest  Miller,  I.  e.  as 
honest  as  his  brethren. 

Ver.  588.  BCtte  hir  aller  cappc]  AUer  is  the  Genitive 
Plural  of  A  lie,  from  the  Sax.  ealra.  Hir  aller  would  be 
properly  rendered  in  Latin  eorum  omnium.  See  the  Essay, 
dec.  n.  27-  To  set  a  man's  cap  is  the  same  as  to  make  afoot 
of  him.  See  ver.  3145. 

How  that  a  Clerk  hath  set  the  wrightes  cappe. 

Ver.  617.  a  right  good  stot]  I  take  Stot  to  be  put  here  for 
8tod,  the  Saxon  word  for  a  Stallion.  A  stot  signified  pro- 
perly a  Bullock,  as  it  still  does  in  the  North.  See  the  Percy 
Uoush.  Book,  p.  2.  and  Note.  The  passage  which  Dn 
Cange,  in  v  Stottus,  has  quoted  from  Maddox,  Form. 
Angl.  p.  427.  to  shew,  that  Stottus  signifies  Equus  admls- 
sarius,  proves  rather  that  it  signifies  a  Bullock.  John  de 
Nevill  leaves  to  his  eldest  son  several  specific  legacies  "  et 
eciam  cc  vaccas  pro  stauro,  cc  stottos  et  stirkes,  mm 
bidentes,"  dec.  Stirke  is  the  Saxon  name  for  a  heifer,  so 
that  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  "  cc  stottos  et  stirkes," 
should  be  rendered  "  cc  bullocks  and  heifers." 

Ver.  626.  cherub  innes  face]  II.  Stephens,  Apol.  Herod, 
1.  L  c.  xxx.  quotes  the  same  thought  from  a  French  Epi- 
gram. 

Nos  grands  docteurs  au  Chervbin  visage,  dec. 

Ver.  627.  sausefteme]  I  find  this  word  in  an  old  Fa.  book 
of  i'hysick,  which  I  have  quoted  before  in  n.  on  ver.  165. 
"  Oignement  magistral  pur  sausefleme  et  pur  chescunc 
manere  de  roigne."—Roigne  signifies  any  scorbutic  erup- 
tion. So  in  the  Thousand  notable  things,  B.  L  70.  A 
sawtfleame  or  rod  pimpled  face  is  helped  with  this  medi- 
cine following."— Two  of  the  ingredients  are  Quicksilver 
and  Bnmttone.  In  another  place,  B.  ii.  20.  Ople  of  Tartar 
is  said  "  to  take  away  cleane  all  spots,  freckles,  and  filthy 
whealer."  These  last.  I  suppose,  are  what  Chaucer  calls 
whelkes.  The  Original  of  the  word  seems  to  be  pointed 
out  in  the  following  passage.  Vit.  R.  ii.  a  Mon.  Evesh.  p. 
169.  "  fades  alba— interdum  sanguinis Jleumate  viciata." 

Ver.  648.  Questio  quid  juris]  This  kind  of  Question 
occurs  frequently  In  Ralph  dc  1 1  en  g  ham.  After  having 
stated  a  case,  ho  adds,  Quid  juris  9  and  then  pn»c?edH  to 
give  the  answer  to  it.  See  Heng.  Mag.  c.  xi.  Esto  autcm 
quod  reus  nullo  modo  vencrit  ad  nunc  diem,  quid  juris  f 
dec.   See  also,  c.  xiL 

Ver.  649.  a  gentil  harlot]  The  name  of  Harlot  was 
anciently  given  to  men  as  well  as  women.  See  below, 
ver.  4266.  7336.    Hcrtod,  in  Wel»h,  is  said  to  signify 
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'simply  a  young  man,  and  Herlodes,  a  young  woman. 
Richards.  Welsh  Diet  in  v.  With  us  it  seems  always 
to  have  been  a  disgraceful  appellation.  In  R.R.  ver. 
6068.  King  of  liar  lots  Is  Chaucer's  translation  of  Roy  de 
ribaulx. 

Ver.  664.  a  Bigniftcavif)  The  writ  de  excommunicato 
capiendo,  commonly  called  a  Signifcavit,  from  the  begin- 
ning of  the  writ  which  is  as  follows:  Rex  Viceeomiti  L 
talutem.  Significant  nobis  venerabilis  pater  H.  L.  Epis- 
copus,  Aic.  Cod.  Jut.  Eoc  p.  1054. 

Ver.  666.  In  danger  hadde  he]  i.  e.  within  the  reach,  or 
control,  of  his  office.  See  Hist.  Abbat.  PipwelL  ap.  Monast. 
Angl.  t  L  p.  815.  Nec  audebant  Abba  tea  eidem  resistere, 
quia  aut  pro  denariis  aut  pro  bladis  semper  fuerunt  Ab- 
bates  in  dan  peri  o  dicti  Official  is. 

The  yonge  girles,  in  the  next  line,  may  signify  cither 
the  young  men  or  the  young  women ;  as  girl  was  formerly 
an  appellation  common  to  both  sexes. 

Ver.  672.  Of  Rouncevall]  I  can  hardly  think  that  Chau- 
cer meant  to  bring  bis  Pardoner  from  Ronccvaux  in 
Navarre,  and  yet  I  cannot  find  any  place  of  that  name  in 
England.  An  Hospital  Beatte  Maria  de  Rouncyvalle  in 
Charing,  London,  is  mentioned  in  the  Monast.  t.  if.  p.  443. 
and  there  was  a  Runceval-Hall  in  Oxford.  Stevens,  v.  it 
p.  262.  So  that  perhaps  it  was  the  name  of  some  Frater- 
nity. 

Ver.  674.  Come  hither,  love,  to  me]  This,  I  suppose* 
was  the  beginning,  or  the  burthen,  of  some  known  song. 
Love,  is  here  a  dissyllable,  as  in  ver.  260. 

In  16ve-days,  ther  coud  he  mochel  helpe. 

and  in  ver.  1627. 

Fulsothis  sayde,  that  love  nl  lordship. 

The  double  rime  of  tome,  answering  to  Rome,  proves 
evidently  that  Rome  in  this  place  is  to  be  pronounced  as 
a  Dissyllable.  We  need  therefore  have  no  scruple,  1 
think,  of  pronouncing  it  in  the  same  manner  wherever 
the  metre  requires  two  syllables.  See  ver.  4562.  4576.  5388. 
5568. 

A  like  use  may  be  made  of  other  similar  rimes  in  Chau- 
cer for  establishing  the  pronunciation  of  the  e  feminine. 
In  ver.  16673.  by  me  rimes  to  time,  and  in  Tro.  ii.  991.  to 
time  and  prime ;  and  accordingly  both  time  and  prime  are 
used  in  other  places  as  dissyllables.  See  ver.  7884.  10827— 
10674.  12596. 

In  these  cases  the  final  monosyllable  me  transfers  its 
accent  to  the  preceding  syllable,  after  the  manner  of  the 
Greek  enclitics,  and  the  final  e  of  course  becomes  a  mere 
e  feminine. 

Ver.  675.  bare— a  stiff  burdoun]  Sang  the  base.  See  ver. 
4163.  and  Du  Cange  in  v.  Bunco. 

Ver.  684.  the  new  get]  The  new  fashion.  Gette,  or  Jett, 
for  the  MSS.  differ,  is  used  in  the  same  sense  by  Occleve, 
de  Reg.  Print.  MSS.  Bod.  1504.  1786. 

Also  ther  is  another  rtewe  gette, 

All  foule  waste  of  cloth  and  excessif.— 

Ver.  689.  Bret-ful  of  pardon]  This  is  the  reading  of  all 
the  MSS.  and  the  same  expression  occurs,  in  the  same 
sense,  in  v.  2166,  and  in  F.  111.  1033. 

Ver.  710.  a  noble  ecclesiast]  It  appears  from  hence  that 
the  Pardoner  was  an  itinerant  ecclesiastick,  of  much  the 
same  stamp  with  Frate  Cipolla  in  the  Decameron,  vi.  10. 
By  the  Stat  22  II.  VIII.  c  12.  all  proctors  and  pardoners 
going  about  in  any  country  without  sufficient  authority 
are  to  be  treated  as  vagabonds.  Their  impositions  upon 
the  credulity  of  the  vulgar  have  been  checked  by  several 
Councils.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Quastiarii  and  Quastion- 
arius,  under  which  general  names  the  venders  of  indulgen- 
ces are  included. 

Ver.  74a  Eke  Plato  sayeth]  This  saying  of  Plato  Is 
quoted  again  ver.  17156.  Our  author  probably  took  it  from 
Boetbius,  B.  iii.  Pr.  12.  See  also  Rom.  de  la  R.  ver.  7465. 

Ver.  761.  amonges]  I  have  ventured  to  lengthen  the 
common  reading  among  by  a  syllable,  as  the  metre  re- 


quires it,  and  Chaucer  uses  the  word  so  lengthened  in 

other  places.  See  ver.  6534. 

Oride,  amonges  other  thingea  smale— 
and  ver.  9902. 

Amonges  other  of  his  honest  thinges. 
I  suspect  that  the  Sax.  gemang  had  originally  a  termination 
in  an,  gemangan,  like  many  other  of  the  Saxon  adverbs 
and  prepositions. 

Ver.  787*  to  make  it  wise]  To  make  it  a  matter  of 
wisdom,  or  deliberation.  So  in  ver.  3978.  11535.  he  made  it 
strange— signifies— he  made  it  a  matter  of  difficulty. 

Ver.  792.  This  is  the  point]  See  the  Discourse,  Ac  f  vii 

Ver.  81 2.  and  our  othes  swore]  I.  e.  and  we  swore  oar  otbea 
— and  praied  him,  Ace.  It  is  too  frequent  a  practice  with 
our  author  to  omit  the  governing  Pronoun  before  his  verbal 
See  below,  ver.  1757.  Andsawe— for—  And  they  sawe.  Ver. 
5042.  and  sayn — for—and  they  sayn.  Ver.  5054.  and  yet  tilk 
—tor— and  yet  he  lith.  Ver.  6123.  and  blamed  himself-ioc 
'-and  he  blamed  himself.  Ver.  6396.  And  made  him— 4a 
— And  I  made  him. 

Ver.  819.  In  high  and  lowe]  In,  or  De  alto  et  bass*. 
Barb.  Lat.  Haul  et  bos.  Fa.  were  expressions  of  en  tin 
submission  on  one  side,  and  sovereignty  on  the  other.  80 
P.  L.  p.  283.  speaking  of  the  Pope,  says— He  ssile  at  hb 
dome  set  it  lowe  and  hie.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v. 

Ver.  827.  a  litel  more  than  pas]  A  pas,  with  Chaucer, 
means,  always,  I  believe,  afoot-pace.  See  ver.  2899.  And 
riden  forth  a  pas.  And  ver.  12800.  Than  thou  wolt  grm  s 
pas  not  but  a  mile.  See  also  ver.  16043. — more  than  trot 
or  pas. 

Ver.  837.  Now  draweth  cutte]  Draweth  is  the  second 
person  Plural  of  the  Imperative  Mode.  Sec  the  Essay,  Act 
n.  32.  The  ceremony  of  drawing  cutte  occurs  again,  ver. 
12727,  seq.  Froissart  calls  it  tirer  d  la  tongue  paiUe.  V.  L 
c.  294. 

Ver.  868.  the  regno  of  Feminie]  The  kingdom  of  the 
Amazons.  So  Penthesilea  is  called  by  Gower  the  Queen  qf 
Feminee.   Conf.  Am.  foL  75.  a  97.  b.  i 

Ver.  886.  And  of  the  temple]  The  Editions,  and  all  the  1 
MSS*  except  two,  read  tempest   But  the  Theseida  says 
nothing  of  any  tempest  On  the  contrary  it  says,  that  the 
passage 

Tosto  fornito  fu  et  senza  pene. 
I  have  therefore  preferred  the  reading  of  MSS.  C  L  and 
DA.  as  Theseus  is  described  making  his  offerings,  &c. 
upon  his  return,  in  a  temple  of  Pallas.  The*.  L  ii.  [ 
Ver  907—13]  Imitated  from  the  Theseida. 

Chi  son  costoro,  che  a  nostri  lieti  aventi 
Cum  crini  8 parti,  batendose  el  pecto, 
Di  squalor  piene  In  altri  obsevri  vestimenti, 
Tutte  piangendo,  come  se  in  despecto 
Ilavessen  la  mia  gloria  e  l'altre  gentL 

The  3rd  line,  I  suspect,  should  be  read  thus : 

Di  squalor  piene  in  atri  vestimenti- 

Obscuri  was  a  gloss  for  atri. 

Ver  91 1.  misboden]  Injured.  So  in  a  Charter  of  Canute 
to  the  Church  of  St.  PauL  Monast.  v.  iii  p.  304.  that  nan 
man— heom  misbeode.  , 

Ver.  94a  wala  wa]  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  constantly  I 
representing  this  Interjection  in  this  simple  form,  though  \ 
in  the  MSS.  it  is  written  very  differently ;  wala  way,  weil- 
away,  welaway,  <kc  from  whence  the  more  modern  vulgar  j 
weladay.   Wa  and  la  are  both  Saxon  interjections  of  grid 
The  compound  Wala  wa  is  used  in  Chr.  Saxon.  Gibs.  p.  191. 

Ver.  970.  No  nere  Athenes]  Nere  is  used  for  Nerre,  and 
that  for  Nerer,  the  Comparative  of  Ner.  So  ver.  1832.  ferre 
ne  nere,-  ver.  13450.  nere  and  nere /  ver.  16189.  never  the 
nere. 

Ver.  981.  y  bete]  Probably,  stamped ;  that  operation 
being  anciently,  I  suppose,  performed  by  the  hammer. 
See  ver.  1194a  11951. 
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also  introduced  as  a  favourite  servant  of  Theseus,  and 
master  of  his  sports. 

Ver.  1479.  That  nedes  cost]  The  sense  of  this  passage  as 
it  stands  in  the  MS6.  is  so  obscure,  that  I  am  inclined  to 
adopt  the  alteration  proposed  in  GL  Dir.  v.  Nana.  That 
nodes  cast  ho  moste  himselven  hide.  i.  e.  That  he  must 
needs  cast,  or  contrive,  to  hide  himself.  But  I  find  the 
same  expression  in  L.  W.  2686. 

"  Or  nedes  coste  this  thing  mote  have  an  ende." 

Ver.  1524.  fcld  hath  eyen]  An  old  Monkish  verse  to  this 
effect  is  quoted  in  MS.  Bod-  James,  n.  6.  p.  161.  Campus 
habet  lumen,  et  habet  nemus  auris  acumen. 

Ver.  1537.  Now  shineth  it,  and  now]  I  have  printed  this 
line  so  upon  the  credit  of  Edit.  M.  which  professes  to 
follow  MSS.  though  perhaps  we  might  safely  read  with 
MS.  A.  Now  itte  shineth,  now— Itte  may  have  been  a  dis- 
syllable formerly  as  well  as  atte. 

Ver.  1560.  That  shapen  was,  Ac]  See  T.  iff.  734.  5.  7797- 

Ver.  1628.  his  thankes]  With  his  good  wilt.  See  also 
ver.  2109.  5854.  and  ver.  2116.  hir  thankes;  with  their  good 
will.  So  in  the  Saxon  Chron.  p.  243.  aume  h*re  thankes, 
and  sume  here  unthankes ;  aliqui  libenter  et  aliqui  in- 
grafts. 

Ver.  1644.  And  breking]  The  MSS.  all  read,  breketh. 
But  it  is  more  likely,  I  think,  that  the  first  transcriber 
should  have  made  a  mistake  in  that  word,  than  that 
Chaucer  should  have  offended  so  unnecessarily  against 
grammar. 

Ver.  Ki58.  In  his  lighting  were  as]  As  has  been  inserted 
for  the  sake  of  the  metre,  but  I  am  not  satisfied  with  it 
Perhaps  we  should  read  fightings,  and  pronounce  the  final 
e.  In  the  Saxon,  Verbals  of  this  form  are  said  to  termin- 
ate in  ange,  inge,  onge,  unge.  Ilickes,  Gr.  AS.  c.  3.  xvii. 

Ver.  1670. 1.]  So  in  the  Theseida,  1.  v. 

Ma  come  nui  vegian  venir  in  hora 
Co8aa  che  in  mills  anni  non  aviene. 

Ver.  1715.  As  though  it  were]  The  best  MSS.  read— At 
it  were  in  a  listes—  which  perhaps  is  right.  See  before, 
ver.  1014.  on  armes.— And  Froissart,  v.  i  c  153.  en  unes 


Ver.  1016.  And  he  that  other]  He  is  inserted  for  the  sake 
of  the  metre.  But  perhaps  we  should  rather  read  with 
i     some  of  the  MSS.  And  that  other  knight  highte  Palamon. 
|    Bee  the  n.  on  ver.  393. 

i       Highte  is  a  Dissyllable  here  as  in  other  places ;  ver.  618. 
883. 1730. 3097,  et  al.  It  is  difficult  to  determine  precisely 
what  part  of  speech  it  is;  but  upon  the  whole,  I  am 
inclined  to  consider  it  as  a  word  of  a  very  singular  form,  a 
|    verb  active  with  a  passive  signification.  See  ver.  1560. 
'    where  /  highte  must  signify  /  am  called,  as  in  the  verse 
<   preceding  to  highte  signifies  to  be  called.  According  to 
this  hypothesis  in  the  present  instance  and  in  ver.  618. 
|   «a  1730.  where  highte  signifies  was  call«d,  it  is  put  for 
■   highted  ;  and  in  ver.  3097*  where  it  signifies  is  called,  for 
higkUtk. 

|  It  should  be  observed,  that  the  Sax.  ha  tan,  vocare,  pro- 
,  mittertt  from  whence  highte  is  derived,  is  a  verb  active  of 
,  the  common  form ;  and  so  is  highte  itself,  when  it  signifies 
j   is  promise.  See  ver.  CflOfi.  8372. 

I      Ver.  1053.  at  the  sonne  uprist]  I  should  have  bad  no 

|  objection  to  the  reading  of  Ed.  Urr.  as  the  sonne  uprist, 
L  e.  uprisetk,  if  I  had  found  it  in  any  MS.  The  common 

i  reading  is  supported  by  Lydgate,  Tb.  foL  364.  a.  where 
•prist  is  need  for  uprising. 

Ver.  1080.  he  blent]  This  word  has  various  senses  in 
Chancer,  as  it  is  derived  from  blinnan,  cessare ;  blindan, 

i  caeare ;  or  bleodan,  misoere.  It  seems  here  to  be  used  in 
a  fourth  sense,  the  same  in  which  Shakespeare  uses  the 
verb  blench,  L  e.  to  shrink  or  start  aside.  Johnson's 
Diet,  in  v.  Bunch.  And  so  perhaps  in  ver.  3751.  and  Tro. 

!  iii.1362. 

Ver.  113*.  to  dien  in  the  peine]  So  in  Froissart,  v.  i. 
.  e.  306.  Edward  III.  declares  that  he  will  not  return 
I  "josques  a  tant  qu'ii  auroit  fin  de  guerre,  ou  paix  a  sa 
,    saffiwncft,  ou  a  son  grand  honneux :  ou  il  mourroit  en  la 

peine."  See  also  R.  R.  3326. 
I      Ver.  1 157.  par  amour  I  loved  hire]  I.  e.  with  love  I  loved 
her.  This  is  a  genuine  old  expression.  See  Froissart,  v.  L 
&  196.  II  mima  adonc  par  amours,  et  depuis  espouse, 
Madame  Ysabelle  do  Juiller* — and  Boocace,  Decam.  x.  7. 
1    per  amort  amiats.   So  below,  ver.  2114.  That  lovetb  par 
snow. — From  hence  Paramour  or  Paramours,  in  one 
word,  was  used  vulgarly  to  signify  love ;  See  ver.  3355. 
4390. 13779.  and  a  mistress  ,•  ver.  6036. 
Ver.  IMS.  the  olde  Clerkea  sawe]  The  olde  Clerk  is 
,    Boethius,  from  whose  book  de  Consolatione  Chaucer  has 
sorrowed  largely  in  many  places.  The  passage  alluded  to 
hfaiL.iii.Met.  12. 

Quia  legem  det  amantibus  ? 
Major  lex  amor  est  sibi. 

Ver.  1214.  o  stound]  One  moment.  For  this  reading  we 
tre  obliged  to  MS.  a  i.  Vulg.  or  stound. 

Ver.  1264.  A  dronken  man]  This  is  also  from  Boethius, 
LULPr.2. 

1  Ver.  1281.  The  pure  fetters]  The  very  Fetters.  So  in  the 
H*ch.  ver.  563.  The  pure  deth.  The  Greeks  used  Kafiapos 

I  ia  the  same  sense  (Tiftssr  KaBapos.  A  very  Timon :  Arie- 
tepa.    Ops*.  1548.) ;  and  the  Latins  purus  put  us.  See 

i   Froissart,  v.  ii.  a  104.  pur  Anglois  de  courage. 

|  Ver.  134ft.  exiled  on  his  bed]  So  in  Froissart,  v.  i.  c.  241. 
orders  were  given  que  nul  sur  sa  teste  ne  s'advanfast  d' alter 

|  defnL  In  v.  ii.  c  41.  he  uses  indifferently  sur  la  teste 

i  aad  svr  peine  de  la  teste. 

'  Ver.  1378.  Beforne  his  bed  in  his  celle]  This  is  the 
!  reading  of  MS.  E.  The  MSB.  C  L  and  HA  read.  Hcforn 
1  his  owen  cello  and  perhaps  their  authority  ought  to  have 
I   been  followed  in  the  text 

|  Ver.  1430.  PhiLostrate]  In  the  Theseida  Arcite  takes 
.  the  same  of  Pentheo.  See  the  Discourse,  exc.  p.  Ii  v.  Tho 
I  aame  of  Philostrate  might  be  suggested  to  Chaucer, 
J  either  by  Boccaoe's  poem  entitled  Philostrate,  or  by  the 
J  TJecameron,  in  which  one  of  the  characters  is  so  called.  In 
/  the  Midsummer  Rights  Dream,  of  which  the  principal 
[  SBbjecft  ia  plainly  taken  from  this  Tale,  a  Philostrate  is 
i 


licts,  qui  pour  celle  cause  furcnt  faites. 

In  the  preceding  line  other  is  the  old  expression  for  or. 

Ver.  1749.  Mars  the  rede]  So  below,  ver.  1971.  Boccace 
has  given  Mars  the  same  epithet  in  the  opening  of  his 
Theseida. 

—  o  rubioondo  Marts. 

Ver.  1817.  And  therfore]  Imitated  from  the  Theseida,  1.  v. 

Ma  pero  che  gia  inamorato  ful 
E  per  amor  sovente  folegiai, 
M'e  caro  molto  il  perdonare  altrui. 

Ver.  1861.  Sle  his  contrary]  The  terms  in  the  Theseida 
are  simply— 

Chi  l'altra  parte  caccera  di  fuore 
Per  forza  d'arme,  marito  li  ha. 

Ver.  1900.  Arsmetrike]  So  Arithmetiko  was  commonly 
called  in  our  ancient  language.  See  below,  ver.  7804.  and 
The  seven  Sages  of  Rome.  MS.  Cotton.  Galba.  E.  ix. 

Georoetrie  and  ars  metrike 
Fisik  and  also  Retorike. 

Ver.  1915.  Hath  Theseus  don  wrought]  This  should 
rather  be  don  work.  The  Participle  of  the  Past  Time  is 
put  improperly  for  the  Infinitive  Mode.  But  the  same 
inaccuracy  occurs  again  in  ver.  4591. 

These  marchants  han  don  fraught  hir  shippes  newe. 

Ver.  1920.  the  temple  of  Venus]  In  the  description  of 
this  temple  Chaucer  has  taken  very  little  from  Boccace, 
as  he  had  already  inserted  a  very  close  imitation  of  this 
part  of  the  Theseida  in  his  Assembles  o/FouUs,  from  ver. 
:ai  to  ver.  2K7.  If  that  Poem  alludes,  as  I  suspect,  to  the 
intended  marriage  between  John  of  Gaunt  and  Blanche 
of  Lancaster,  which  took  place  in  1359,  it  will  follow  that 
n  2 
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the  Poem  of  Palamon  and  Arcite  must  have  been  com- 
posed after  that  period. 

Ver.  1932.  And  hadde  a  ouckow]  Hadde  is  inserted  upon 
the  authority  of  Ed.  M.  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  found 
it  in  any  MS. 

Ver.  1942.  The  porter  Melneese]  In  the  Ass.  of  F.  ver. 
261.  Richesse  is  the  Porter  of  Venus.  But  Idelnesse,  Dame 
Ogseuse,  is  the  Porter  of  the  Jar  din  de  DeduiU  Rom.  de 
|     la  R.  645. 

|  Ver.  1977*  I  shall  throw  together  a  few  lines  of  the 
Theseida,  which  Chaucer  has  plainly  copied  in  this  des- 
cription. 

Ne  v'era  bestia  aneora  ne  pastore — 
Cerri— Nodosi,  aspri,  rigid!  e  vetuati— 
E  le  porte  eran  de  eterno  adamant* 
Ferrato  d'ogni  parte  tutte  quante. 

Ver.  1999.  The  cruel  ire]  From  the  Theseida. 

Vide  vi  le  ire  rosse  come  focho 
E  la  panra  palida  in  quel  locho. 

The  pikepurse,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  Chaucer's  own. 

Ver.  2002.  The  shepen]  The  stable;  from  the  Sax.  scypen, 
which  signifies  the  same  thing.  The  translator  of  Rede 
renders  ad  stabula  jumentorum — to  neata  scypene.  B.  iv. 
c.  24. 

Ver.  2014.  outhees]  Outcry ;  from  Hutesium,  a  term 
well  known  in  our  Law.  This  line  has  usually  been 
printed — 

Armed  complaint  on  theft  and  fieri  corage, 

Ver.  2019.  the  shippes  hoppesteres]  It  is  needless  to 
trouble  the  reader  with  the  various  readings  and  inter- 
pretations of  this  passage.  To  hoppe,  in  Saxon  signified 
exactly  the  same  as  to  dance,  though  with  us  it  has  ac- 
quired a  ludicrous  sense;  and  the  termination  stre,  or 
iter,  was  used  to  denote  a  female,  like  trix  in  Latin.  As 
therefore  a  female  baker  was  called  a  bakester,  a  female 
brewer  a  brewester,  a  female  webbe,  or  weaver,  a  toebbester, 
so,  I  conceive,  a  female  hopper,  or  dancer,  wan  called  an 
hoppcster.  It  is  well  known  that  a  ship,  in  moat  languages, 
is  considered  as  a  female. 

Though  the  idea  of  a  ship  dancing  on  the  waves  be  not 
an  unpoetical  one,  the  adjunct  hopprsteres  does  not  seem 
so  proper  in  thie  place  as  tho  bellatrici  of  the  Theseida, 
Lvii. 

Vedevi  ancor  le  navi  bellatrici, 
In  voti  cam  e  li  volti  guastati. 

In  another  respect  Chaucer  has  improved  upon  his  original, 
by  representing  the  ships  on  fire.  It  should  be  observed 
that  the  principal  circumstances  in  Boccace's  description 
of  this  temple  of  Mare  are  copied  from  Statius,  L  vii. 

Ver.  2020.  The  hunte]  The  huntsman,  from  the  Sax* 
hunta.  See  before,  ver.  1680.  and  below,  ver.  2630.  1  know 
not  what  to  think  of  the  two  following  lines.  Was  Chaucer 
serious,  or  did  he  mean,  in  this  and  some  other  similar 
passages,  to  ridicule  the  minute  and  often  incongruous 
descriptions  of  the  old  Romancers  ?  The  lines  arc  in  all 
the  MSS. 

I  Ver.  2027.  Th'  armerer  and  the  bowyer]  The  Editions 
;  and  all  the  MSS.  except  Dr.  Askew's,  read— The  harbour 
and  tho  bocher.  I  was  glad  to  avail  myself  of  the  authority 
of  those  two  MSS.  to  insert  Th'  armerer  instead  of  The 
barbour,  and  in  consequence  of  that  emendation  I  have 
ventured,  from  conjecture  only,  to  substitute  the  bowyer 
for  the  bocher, 

Ver.  2031.  With  thilke  sharpe  swerd]  Thilke  is  from 
conjecture  only.  The  MSS.  read— the.  Sharpe  is  a  Dissyl- 
lable in  other  places.   See  v  r.  202&  2605.  9033. 

In  the  next  line  I  have  also  put  Y hanging  instead  of 
Hanging. 

Ver.  2128.  Armed  they  weren]  This  is  upon  the  authority 
of  Ed.  M.  The  MSS.  read— Armed  were  they — 

Ver.  2150.  alauns]  Alano  is  the  Spanish  name  of  a 
species  of  Dog,  which  the  Dictionaries  call  a  Mastiff.  Sir 


J.  Bouchier's  translation  of  Froiasart,  B.  iv.  c  24.  «  foam 
coursers  and  two  Allans  of  Spaygne,  fayre  and  good." 

Ver.  2154.  Torettes]  Rather,  toretes,  with  the  MSB.  from 
the  Fa,  ToureU  which  is  explained  by  Cotgrave  to  signify, 
among  other  things,  **  the  little  ring,  by  which  a  Hawkcs 
Lune,  or  Leash,  is  fastened  unto  the  Jesses."  Mr.Warton  bat 
shewn,  by  several  quotations,  that  toretes  were  affixed  to 
the  collars  of  dogs,  for  a  similar  purpose.  Hist,  of  Eng. 
Po.  p.  364.  Our  author  says,  that  <*  the  Ringe  (of  the 
Astrolabe)  renneth  in  a  manner  of  a  turet."  Tr.  of  Ast 
foL  291.  b. 

Ver.  2171.  fraknes]  The  Saxon  word  fur  what  we  call 
freckles. 

Ver.  2206.  What  haukes]  He  alludes  to  the  following 

description  in  the  Theseida,  1.  vii. 

L'aula  grande  d'alti  cavalieri 

Tutta  era  plena,  e  di  diverse  gente. 

Quivi  aveva  zugulari  e  ministrieri 

Di  divert!  atti  copiosamente,  I 

Zilfalchi.  astori,  falconi,  e  sparavieri, 

Brachi,  livreri,  e  nuutin  veramente, 

Su  per  le  stance  e  in  terra  a  giacere, 

Assai  a  quor  zentai  belli  a  vedere. 

Ver.  22ia  And  in  hire  houre]  I  cannot  better  flhistrate 
Chaucer's  Astrology  than  by  a  quotation  from  the  old 
Kalendrier  de  Bcryiers,  Edit.  1500.  Sign.  K.  li.  b.  Qui 
veult  savoir  oomme  bergiers  see  vent  quel  planete  regne 
chascune  heure  du  Jour  et  de  la  nuit,  doit  savoir  la  planete 
du  Jour  qui  veult  s'enquerir ;  et  la  premiere  heure  tern* 
porelle  du  soleil  levant  ce  jour  est  pour  celluy  planete.  la 
seconde  heure  est  pour  la  planete  email  van  t.  et  la  tierce 
pour  l'autre,  Ac  in  the  following  order,  via.  Saturn, 
Jupiter,  Mars,  Sol,  Venus,  Mercury,  Luna.  To  apply  this 
doctrine  to  the  present  case.  The  first  hour  of  the  Sunday, 
reckoning  from  sun  rise,  belonged  to  the  Sun,  the  Planet 
of  the  day ;  the  second  to  Venus,  the  third  to  Mercury, 
dec  and  continuing  this  method  of  allotment,  we  shall 
find  that  the  twenty-second  hour  also  belonged  to  the  Sua, 
and  the  twenty-third  to  Venus ;  so  that  the  hour  of  Venue 
really  was,  a*  Chaucer  says,  two  houres  before  sun-risB 
of  the  following  day. 

Accordingly,  we  are  told  in  ver.  2273.  that  the  third 
hour  after  Palamon  set  out  for  the  temple  of  Venus,  the 
Sun  rose,  and  Emelie  began  to  go  to  the  temple  of  Diane. 
It  is  not  said,  that  this  was  the  hour  of  Diane,  or  the 
Moon,  but  it  really  was ;  for,  as  we  have  just  seen,  the 
twenty-third  hour  of  Sunday  belonging  to  Venus,  the 
twenty-fourth  must  be  given  to  Mercury,  and  the  fin* 
hour  of  Monday  falls  in  course  to  the  Moon,  the  presiding 
Planet  of  that  day. 

After  this  Arcite  is  described  as  walking  to  the  temple 
of  Mars,  ver.  2369.  in  the  nexU  houre  of  Mars,  that  is,  the 
fourth  hour  of  the  day.  It  is  necessary  to  take  the<e 
words  together,  for  the  ncxte  houre,  singly,  would  signify 
tho  second  hour  of  the  day;  but  that,  according  to  the 
rule  of  rotation  mentioned  above,  belonged  to  Saturn,  as 
the  third  did  to  Jupiter.  The  fourth  was  the  nexie  hourt 
of  Mars,  that  occurred  after  the  hour  last  named. 

Ver.  °223.  Fayrest  of  fayre]  So  Palamon  in  the  Theseida- 

O  bella  dea.  del  bon  Vulcan  aposa. 
Per  cui  se  aliegra  il  monte  Citherone, 
Dee  i  ti  priego,  che  mi  sii  pietosa. 
Per  quello  aniore  che  portasti  ad  A  done. 

And  again.  See  below,  ver.  2240. 

lo  non  te  chegio  in  arme  aver  victoria — 
Io  ccrcho  sola  Emilia,  la  qua!  poi 
Donanni,  Dea,  se  donar  la  ml  voL 

11  modo  trova  tu,  ch'io  non  ne.curo 
O  ch'io  sia  vinto,  o  ch'io  sia  vine! tore. 

Ver.  2273.  The  thridde  hour  inequal]  In  the  Astrological 
system,  the  day,  from  sun-rise  to  sun-set,  and  the  night, 
from  sun-eet  to  sun-rise,  being  each  divided  into  xii  hours, 
it  is  plain,  that  the  hours  of  the  day  and  night  were  never 
equal,  except  Just  at  the  Equinoxes.  The  hours  attributed 
to  the  Planets  were  of  this  unequal  sort.  See  KaUndrur 
de  Berg.  loc.  cit.  and  our  author's  treatise  on  the  Astrolabe. 
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.  2283.  Fa  mundo  il  tempio  e  di  bei  drapi  ornato. 
L  rlL 

.  2291.  Hire  bright  hen]  So  Emilia  it  described  in 
LxiL 

Dicho  che  i  mo  erin  pareran  d'oro, 
Non  con  treixa  reatretti,  ma  Boluti 
Epetineti. 

.  2898.  A  coroune]  Corona  di  querela  cereale.  Thea. 

.  2358.  Rhal  thee  declaren]  This  is  improper,  as  the 
at*  already  declared  the  event  of  the  combat.  In 
riginal,  aa  I  remember,  the  appearance  of  Diana  is 
to  the  Omen. 

.  2372.  peyen]  This  French  word  is  constantly  used 
best  MSS.  instead  of  pagan, 

.  2375.  O  stronge  god]  The  prayer  of  Arcite  in  the 
da  begins  in  the  same  manner. 

A  forte  dio,  che  ne  i  regnl  nivoei 
Bistonii  servi  le  tue  sacre  case — 
8e  per  aho  voiere  la  mia  etate 
E  le  mie  fone  merltan,  che  io 
De  i  toi  lia  detto,  per  quella  pietate, 
Ch'ebbe  Neptuno,  alor  che  con  disio 
Di  Citharea  usaci  la  beltate, 
Rinchiuso  da  Vulcan,  ad  ogni  idio 
Facto  palese,  humflmente  te  priego, 
Che  a  a  miei  prieghi  tu  non  fazi  niego. 
Io  son  come  tu  vidi  giovinetto,  Ac 

.  2404.  Than  helpe  me]  So  in  the  Theseida. 

iqoe  me  ajuta  per  lo  santo  focho, 
te  arse  gia,  si  come  me  ante  hora. 


nptt  tool  eterni  soneranno 
'arm!  del  mio  vinto  cotnpagnone, 
Aoofm  le  mie  vi  penderano— 
mi  fochi  sempre  ri  arderano, 

,  barboa  [f.  barba]  e  i  met  con  [f.  crin]  che  offensione 
erro  non  sentiron  te  imprometto. 

.  2451.  out-rede']  Out-wit :  surpass  in  counsel.  The 
of  this  word  has  been  most  ridiculously  mistaken  by 
s. 

For  this  advantage  age  from  youth  has  won. 
As  not  to  be  out-ridden,  though  out-run. 

.  24fi&  Min  ben  also  the  maladies  oolde]  I  apprehend 
xalmd'us  in  this  Terse  is  to  be  pronounced  as  of  four 
tea. 

Min  ben  also  the  maladies  cdlde. 
tow,  ver.  2496. 

Tber  was  in  thlristelrfes  all  aboute. 
•er.2591. 

Ther  n'ere  swlche  compagnies  never  twey. 
rer.  If  any  one  should  prefer  a  hobbling  line  with 
»  syllable  in  it,  he  may  read  with  the  best  MS;, 
am  ben  also,  Accw 

.  2506.  Gniding  of  sbeldes]  Rubbing,  from  the  Sax. 
a ;  fricare.  I  havo  not  scrupled  to  insert  this  read- 
the  text  from  a  single  MS.  (NC.)  and  that  one  of 
sat  authority.  Indeed  both  Caxton's  Editions  sup- 
t,  for  they  read  gupdyng  f  and  n  in  many  MSS.  is 
tinguishable  from  u.  The  other  readings  are, 
W  Gigging,  Grigging,  Girding,  Gyding,  Gryding, 
.  251  &  Pipes,  trompesj  Theseida,  1.  iL 

A  una  hora  trombe,  nacharc,  e  tamburi 
Sonaron  forte. — 

a  Cange,  in  t.  Vacaua,  who  describes  it  to  be  a  kind 

aen  drum  used  in  the  cavalry. 

.  2516.  Here  three]  So  in  the  Theseida. 

Qui  trs,  la  quatro,  e  qui  sei  adunati, 
Tra  lor  mostrando  diTerse  ragione. 

.  2527-  Held  yet  the  chambre]  So  the  Theseida. 

Anchoi  le  riche  camera  tenea 
Dei  stio  palagio. 


Ver.  2535.  an  o]  It  may  be  doubted,  whether  this  be  an 
abbreviation  of  Oyez,  or  whether  the  Interjection  Ho  were 
used  to  command  a  cessation  of  noise,  as  well  as  of  fight- 
ing. <kc  For  the  bitter  use,  see  v.  1706. 2658.  and  Holinshed, 
p.  49ft.  The  duke  of  Norfolke  was  not  fullie  set  forward, 
when  the  King  cast  down  his  warder,  and  the  Horaldea 
cried,  Ho,  ha 

Ver.  2552.  himself  to  were]  To  defend.  It  is  a  Saxon 
word.  See  Chr.  Sax.  Gibs.  p.  57.  bine  w  erode,  te  de/endii. 
—and  p.  148.  See  also  Lydg.  Troy.  B.  iv. 

That  shelde  ne  plate  might  his  body  were. 

Ver.  2559.  ylast]  The  prepositive  y  is  an  addition  of  my 
own,  for  the  sake  of  the  metre ;  but  perhaps  we  might 
read  "  No  longer  shal  the  tourneyinge  last."  See  the  n.  on 
ver.  1638.  I  should  observe  that  some  MSS.  read  tourna- 
ment, and  MS.  D.  tourmentenge,  which  may  lead  us  to 
suspect  that  Chaucer  possibly  wrote,  tourneymenting. 

Ver.  2563.  The  vols  of  the  peple]  So  the  Theseida. 

Pi  nobili  e  del  populo  0  roniore 
Tocho  le  stelle,  si  fu  alto  e  forte, 
Li  del,  dicendo,  servi  tal  signore 
Che  de  gli  amid  suoi  fugle  ht  morte. 

Ver.  2606.  the  herte  spone]  This  part  of  the  human 
body  is  not  mentioned  in  any  Dictionary,  that  1  have  seen. 
The  following  passage  of  Jonson,  Sad  Shepherd,  A.  I. 
8.  vi.  would  incline  one  to  suspect,  that  it  means  the 
concave  part  of  the  breast,  where  the  lower  ribs  unite  with 
the  cartilapo  ensiformis. 

— ne  that  undoes  him,  (the  deer, I 
Doth  cleave  the  brisket  bone,  upon  the  tpoon 
Of  which  a  little  gristle  grows  — 

The  Gloss,  supposes  spon*,  to  be  a  Participle,  signifying 
Thrust,  driven,  pusht  ;  from  the  It.  Spingere. 

Yer.  2617*  He  foineth  on  his  foo]  I  have  ventured  to 
substitute  foo  instead  of  foot,  or  feet,  the  readings  of  the 
MSS.  Foot  seems  to  have  been  originally  introduced  by  a 
copyist  from  the  preceding  line,  and  to  have  been  after- 
wards altered  io  feet,  in  order  to  make  some  sense. 

Ver.  2628.  the  vale  of  Galaphey]  This  word  is  variously 
written;  Colaphey,  Galgaphey,  Galapey.  There  was  a 
town  called  Oalapha,  in  Mauritania,  Tingitana,  a\ton  the 
river  Malva  (Cellar.  Geog.  Ant  v.  ii.  p.  935.)  which  perhaps  | 
msy  have  given  name  to  the  vale  here  meant  For 
Belmarie,  ver.  2632,  see  the  note  on  ver.  57. 

Ver.  2673.  The  trompoures]  the  trumpeters.  So  the  best 
MSS.  If  the  learned  Editor  of  Ancient  Scottish  Poems  had 
found  this  word  in  this  sense  in  his  copy  of  Chaucer,  he 
would  not,  I  apprehend,  have  looked  sny  further  for  an 
explanation  of  it  in  The  Dance,  by  Dunbar,  St  2.  v.  10. 
p.  27. 

Ver.  2677.  Whicho  a  miracle]  It  is  scarce  necessary  to 
observe  that  which,  in  our  ancient  language,  was  often 
used  for  who  and  what.  It  is  used  for  what  here,  and 
again,  ver.  5621. 6075. 

Ver.  2685.  And  was  ail  his  in  chere,  as  his  in  herte]  I 
have  patched  up  this  verse,  as  well  as  I  coud,  out  of  the 
different  copies.  There  is  no  authority,  as  I  recollect,  for 
the  first  in,  except  Ca.  2.  but  it  seems  absolutely  necessary : 
and  all  the  copies  read— as  in  his  herte— whic. .  I  think,  is 
evidently  wrong. 

Ver.  2686.  a  fury]  Most  of  the  copies  have  a  fire.  MS. 
A.  reads  a  fuyr,  from  which  I  have  made  the  present 
reading,  as  in  the  Theseida  it  is  llerinis,  i,  e.  Erinnps,  one 
of  the  Furies. 

Ver.  2698.  corven]  Cut  out  of  his  harness.  I  suppose  to 
save  the  time  and  trouble  of  regularly  disarming  him,  the 
laces,  Ac.  were  cut 

Ver.  2715.  And  fermaciee]  Pharmacies,  I  hare  added 
the  and,  which  seenis  as  necessary  to  the  sense  as  to  the 
metre. 

Ver.  2735.  The  gree]  The  prise ;  the  honour  oj  the  dap. 
So  in  P.  P.  fol.  98. 

The gre  yet  hath  he  gotten,  for  al     grete  wound. 
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And  in  that  curious  old  Ballad,  The  tumament  of  Totten- 
ham, ver.  91.  Ancient  Poetry,  r.  ii. 

[To]  which  of  all  the  bachelery  granted  is  thegree. 
And  again,  ver.  186. 

They  gathered  Perkln  about  on  erery  side, 

And  grant  him  there  the  grce,  the  more  was  his  pride. 

It  waa  necessary  to  vindicate  thia  old  phrase,  as  the 
Editions  have  discarded  it  for  They  grete. 

Ver.  2740i  a  journee]  A  day's  work,  or  way.  Fa.  To 
make  this  still  clearer,  the  Editions,  in  general,  read— a 
da  yet  journey— and  spoil  the  verse. 

Ver.  2748.  bouke]  The  trunk  of  the  body,  probably ; 
from  the  Sax.  Buce,  venter. 

Ver.  2802.  overnome]  Overtaken  ;  from  overniman,  Sax. 

Ver.  2803.  And  yet]  So  in  the  Theseida,  1.  x. 

E  anchor  ne  le  braxza  era  perduta 
La  vital  forza,  sol  ne  lo  intelletto 
E  nel  core  era  anoora  sostenuta 
La  pocha  vita. — 

Ver.  2813.  Therfore  I  stint]  This  is  apparently  a  fling 
at  Boccace's  pompons  description  of  the  passage  of  Arcite's 
soul  to  heaven.  The*.  1.  xi.  It  should  be  observed  however, 
that  our  author  had  already  made  use  of  the  same  des- 
cription in  his  Troilua,  v.  1806,  seq.  It  is  not  in  the 
Philostrato. 

Ver.  2817.  ther  Mars  his  soul  gio]  The  force  of  ther  in 
this  passage  will  best  appear  by  a  collation  of  other  similar 
passages.  See  particularly  ver.  5022. 7143. 9182. 

Ver.  2856.  Be  casteth]  I  have  added  He,  to  complete  the 
verse.  The  use  of  pronouns  redundantly  is  common  in 
Chancer. 

Ver.  2862.  in  that  selve  grove]  In  the  Theseida,  Arcita 
is  buried— nel  bosoo,  ove  rancuna 

Aver  sovente  soleva  de  amore. 

Ver.  2866.  Of  funeral]  Of  is  a  conjectural  supplement. 
Or  the  verse  may  be,  perhaps  better,  completed,  by  taking 
in  the  word  fully  from  MS.  NC.  and  Ed.  Ca.  2.— in  which 
th'  office 

Funeral  he  might  all  fully  accomplice. 

Ver.  2872.  And  after  this]  The  second  this  is  from  con- 
jecture only.  Some  MSS.  read— And  after  this  Theseus 
hath  Yscnt — which  perhaps  is  right. 

Ver.  2879.  bare  the  visage]  If  this  expression  were  in 
Milton,  the  Criticks  would  not  fail  to  call  it  an  elegant 
Gracism.  In  Chaucer  we  can  only  hope  that  it  may  be 
allowed  to  be  an  elegant  Anglicism.  Froiseart  says,  that 
the  corpse  of  our  Edward  HI.  was  carried  v  tout  au  long  de 
la  ciU  de  Londret,  a  viaire  decouvcrt,  jutquet  a  Westmon- 
stier."  V.  J.C.32& 

Ver.  2885.  With  flotery  herd]  Thea.  1.  xi. 

i  Con  rabnffata  braza  [or,  barba]  e  tristo  crine 

E  polveroso. — 

Flotery  seems  literally  to  mean  Jloting  ;  as  hair  dische- 
velled  [rabbuffata)  may  be  said  to  flote  upon  the  air. 
Buggy  is  rough. 

Ver.  28K7-  And  passing  over]  According  to  this  reading, 
the  sense  is  plain,  that  Pal  am  on  was  the  reufullest,  dec. 
patting  over,  or  excepting,  Emelie.   But  all  the  MSB.  that 
1  have  seen,  read — other.  If  we  adhere  to  that,  we  must 
!    dispose  the  Parenthesis  thus : 

And  (passing  other  of  weping)  Emelie 

The  reufullest,  ic. — 

and  the  sense  will  be,  that  with  Palomon  came  also  Emelie 
(passing  others  of,  or  in  weping)  the  reufullest.  Arc  But 
suoh  a  construction  would  be  very  harsh  and  unlike 
Chaucer's  usual  facility ;  and  therefore  I  rather  believe 
we  should  read — over. — with  Ed.  Urr. 

Ver.  2807-  his  bow  Turkeis]  So  in  the  Rom.  de  la  R. 
Love  Is  said  to  have  deux  arct  Tur quoit,  ver.  924. 

|       Ver.  2904.  the  maister  strete]  The  principal  street  Le 

|    sourcrain  oarrefour.  Froiseart,  v.  iv.  c.  28. 


Ver.  2960.  the  liche-wake]  The  custom  of  watching  1 

with  dead  bodies  (lice.  Sax.)  is  probably  very  ancient  is  I 

this  country.  It  was  abused,  as  other  Wakes  and  V<gils  J 
were.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Vioills.    In  vigihis  ores 
corpora  mortuorum  vetantur  chorea  et  cantilena,  tee*- 

laret  ludi  et  alii  turpet  etfatui.  Synod.  Wigorn.  an.  1240.  i 
c  5.  Chaucer  seems  to  have  confounded  the  Wake-plays, 

as  they  were  called,  of  his  own  time  with  the  Funenl-  I 

games  of  the  Antiente.  So  in  Troilua,  v.  303.  Troilus  sap  , 

to  Pandarus,  I 

But  of  the  fire  and  ftsmbe  funeral 

In  which  my  body  brennen  shall  to  glede,  i 

And  of  the  fette  and  playtt  palettnal  \ 

At  my  vigile  I  pray  thee  take  good  beds.  j 

Ver.  2964.  in  no  disjoint]  With  no  disadvantage.  8o  I 

ver  13341.  in  swiche  disjoint ;  at  tuch  disadvantage.  J 

Ver.  2993.  that  fayre  chaine  of  love]  Our  author's  phflo- 

sophy  is  borrowed*  as  it  is  usually,  from  Boethius.  L»  &  ' 

Met.  a  ! 
Banc  rerum  seriem  ligat, 

Terras  ac  pelagus  regens,  ! 

Et  ctelo  imperitans,  amor.  | 

See  also,  for  what  foUows,  L.  iv.  Pr.  6.  I 

Ver.  3019.  Lo  the  oke]  So  in  the  Theseida.  \ 

Li  querd,  che  anno  si  lungo  nutrimesto  I 

E  tanta  vita  quanto  noi  vedemo, 

Anno  pur  alenn  tempo  flnimento. 

Le  dure  pietre  ancor  Ac  [ 

Ver.  3043.  Than  is  it  wisdom]  From  the  Theseida. 

E  pero  fare  de  la  necessitate  ! 
Virtu,  quando  bisogna,  e  sapientia, 
E  il  contrario  e  chiara  vanitate. 

Ver.  3056.  his  vassallage]  Valour,  prowess.  Froissart,  t.  I 
L  c.  271.  a  grand  honneur  et  vassallage.  See  Du  Caasje,  is  { 
v.  Vas&aticum. 

Ver.  3078.  With  all  th'  avys]  So  the  Statute  5  H.  IV.  fe  ' 
said  in  the  Preamble  to  be  made— <fr  r  advis  et  assent  del  1 
Seignurs,  Ac.  The  same  form  is  used  in  moat  of  the  Actt  ' 
of  that  reign. 

Ver.  3091-  oweth]  By  writing  this  word  so,  according 
to  some  MSS.  we  preserve  a  proper  distinction  between 
otceth,  the  third  person  Sing,  of  the  Present  Tense,  and 
Fight,  which  was  formerly  only  used  in  the  Past  Tense. 

Ver.  3109.  Thus  endeth  Palamon]  Before  I  quit  this  tale,  I  , 
will  Just  take  notice  that  the  same  subject  has  been  treated 
twice  in  French  verse,  many  years  since  Chaucer's  time, 
by  two  Ladies.  The  one.  Anne  de  Graville,  is  said  by  Ita 
Verdicr  (Bill.  p.  42.)  to  have  translated  de  ritU  langage  tt 
prote  Le  beau  Romant  det  deux  amants  Palamon  et  Arcita- 
It  began  thus: 

Victorieux  en  annes  et  amours 
Fut  Theseus,  apres  que  plusieurs  jours 
Eut  sejourne  en  l'Amazone  terre, 
Ou  Cupido  et  Mars  luy  firent  guerre, 
Les  quels  vainquit  et  Hypolite  au*i— 

The  other,  Jeanne  de  la  Fontaine,  is  mentioned  by  Lt 
Croix  du  Maine ;  and  it  was  most  probably  her  poem, 
that  Johannes  Seeundut  has  celebrated,  1.  iii.  Eleg.  xv.  a* 
he  appears  to  have  written  her  Epitaph  and  a  A'ania  upi«  I 
her  death.   V.  Lib.  Funer. — inter  Opp.  Secund.  , 
In  the  New  Edit,  of  Let  Bibliotheques  Franchises,  the  | 
Poem  of  Anne  de  Graville  is  said  to  be  titill  preserved  in 
the  Royal  Library  at  Paris ;  and  I  find  from  a  note  of  Ji- 
de  la  Monnoye  in  that  Edit,  that  he  was  well  apprixni 
of  our  Chaucer's  having  borrowed  this  tale  from  the 
Theseida. 

Ver.  3126.  in  Pi  la  tea  vois]  In  such  a  voice  as  Pilate 
was  used  to  speak  with  in  the  Mysteries.  Pilate,  being  no 
odious  character,  was  probably  represented  as  speaking 
with  a  harsh,  disagreeable  voice.  | 

Ver.  3156.  After  this  verse,  the  two  following  are  fouwl 
in  so  many  MSS.  that  perhaps  they  ought  to  have  bees 
inserted  in  the  text.  | 

And  ever  a  thousand  good  ageina  on  btvlde ; 
That  knowest  thou  wel,  but  if  thou  be  uuuidu. 
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3172.  as  deme  not]  This  phrase  has  occurred  before : 
04.  As  kepe  me.  Ver.  2319.  As  sende.  I  once 
t  that  at  in  these  cases  was  used  elliptically  for  do 
\  at ;  but  then  the  following  verb  must  hare  been 
infinitive  mood,  whereas  it  is  often  in  the  impera- 
Seo  rer.  5773.  As  taketh.  Ver.  0631.  As  doth. 
052.  As  beth.  I  am  therefore  rather  inclined  to 
Land  it  in  the  sense  of  so,  according  to  its  original 
ogj.  At  to  an  abbreviation  of  alt,  and  that  of  al 
ic  omnino.  See  ver.  5481. 6778.  7007. 
31991  bendy  Nicholas]  Hendy,  or  Hende,  as  it  was 
nmmonly  written,  signified,  courteous*    80  ver. 

— A,  sire,  ye  shuld  ben  hende, 
And  curteu,  as  a  man  of  youre  estat. 

3210.  angrim-stones]  Augrim  is  a  corruption  of 
Am,  the  Arabian  term  for  Numeration.  Augrim- 
therefore  were  the  pebbles,  or  counters,  which  were 
tly  used  in  Numeration. 

3217.  the  klnges  note]  What  this  note,  or  tune,  was 
leave  to  be  explained  by  the  Musical  Antiquaries. 
t  ad  virginem,  I  suppose,  was  Ave  Maria,  Ac 
3223.  Of  eightene  yere]  The  words— I  gesse— are 
the  MSB.  MS.  A.  reads,  teventene  ;  which  perhaps 
b  right  if  teventene  be  pronounced  as  of  four 
»  Ask.  1  and  2.  would  remove  all  difficulties 
ling,  Qf  eightene  yere  this  woman  teas  of  age. 
3227.  Be  knew  not  Caton]  The  calling  of  this 
Colon  shews,  that  he  was  more  studied  in  French 
a  Latin.  See  below,  ver.  9251.  14946.  16155.  Who 
,  or  of  what  age,  is  uncertain :  but  his  authority, 
*  five  hundred  years  ago,  seems  to  have  been  as 
1  if  he  had  really  been  the  famous  Censor  of  Rome, 
er,  the  maxim  here  alluded  to  is  not  properly  one 
»*s ;  but  I  find  it  in  a  kind  of  Supplement  to  the 
[Mstichs,  entitled  Faeetut  int.  Auctores  octo  morales. 
538.  cap.  iii. 

e  tibi  prole  parem  sponsam  moresque  venustam, 
nun  pace  Telia  vitam  deducere  justam. 

me  treatise,  or  at  least  one  with  the  same  begin  - 
id  on  the  same  subject,  is  mentioned  in  the  Cat. 
olL  Trin.  Dublin,  n.  275.  under  the  title  of  Urbanus. 
lere  attributed  to  Daniel  Eccletientis  (Churclie), 
ed  about  the  year  1180.  See  Bale.  Cent  iii.  17.  and 
Bib.  Med.  Mi.  in  v. 

3237.  many  a  gore]  This  word  is  used  again  in  ver. 
I  do  not  understand  it  in  either  place. 

3247.  blisful  for  to  see]  The  better  MSS.  rend— on 
-which  I  believe  is  right.  See  L  W.  2914.  Lydg. 
I.  iii.  ch.  xxiL 

His  brother  Tropins,  so  goodly  on  to  see— 
wer.  Con/.  Am.  fob  17.  b. 
Tbo  was  she  fouler  unto  [r.  on  to}  se. 

3248.  the  newe  perjenete  tree]  Some  of  the  MSS. 
terjonette,  as  if  the  word  were  derived  from  the 
wro  giovanetto,  rather  than  from  the  Fa.  poire,  or 
uneite.  In  either  case  it  signifies  a  young  pear. 
3231.  perled  with  latoun]  That  is,  I  believe,  orna- 
tcitk  latoun  in  the  shape  of  pearls.  It  is  probable 
me  very  elegant  purses  were  embroidered  with  real 

3254.  60  gay  a  popelof]  This  word  may  either  he 
•red  as  a  diminutive  from  Poujrfe,  a  Puppet;  or  as 
ptkm  of  Papillot,  a  young  butterfly. 
32*58.  a  primerole]  Old  Fa.  for  a  Primrose.  It  is 
r  Gower.  Conf.  Am.  fol.  148. 
a  piggesnie]  The  Romans  used  oeulus  as  a  term  of 
ment,  and  perhaps  piggesnie,  in  vulgar  language, 
leans  ocellus  ;  the  eyes  of  that  animal  being  remark- 
mall.  The  word  occurs  again  in  the  Remedie  of 
■er.  257.  though  I  do  not  believe  that  to  be  a  work  of 
sr. 

3286.  harow]  It  would  much  exceed  the  limits  of 


these  notes  to  recite  the  several  opinions  concerning  the 
original  of  this  word.  The  curious  reader  may  consult 
Du  Cange  in  v.  and  Hickes,  Gr.  Fr.  Theot  p.  98.  I  rather 
believe  it  to  have  been  derived  from  Har,  altut,  and  Op, 
clamor,  two  Islandio  words,  which  were  probably  once 
common  to  all  the  Scandinavian  nations.  See  Gudmund. 
And.  Lex.  Island,  by  Resenius.  Hafn.  1683.  In  support  of 
this  opinion,  it  may  be  observed,  that  the  very  word 
Haroep,  or  Harop,  was  used  by  some  of  the  inhabitants  of 
the  Low-countries  in  the  same  sense  in  which  Harou  was 
by  the  Normans.  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Harokp. 

Ver.  3308.  Of  Cristes]  Of  is  added  from  conjecture  only. 

Ver.  331R.  With  Poules  windows]  Perhaps  this  means, 
that  his  shoes  were  cut  in  squares  like  panes  of  glass. 
Bale  mentions  fenestratos  calceos  as  making  part  of  the 
habit  of  the  Franciscans.  Cent  iv.  27.  and  91.  They  also 
occur  in  the  Cistercian  Statutes  an.  1529.  and  the  Monks  are 
forbidden  to  wear  them.  Du  Cange  in  v.  Calcki  rspfxsnuTi. 

Ver.  3321.  of  alight  waget]  Or,  Watchet.  Skinner  explains 
Watchet  to  mean  a  colour,  a  whitish  blue ;  but  in  this 
place  it  seems  rather  to  mean  some  kind  of  cloth  ;  deno- 
minated, perhaps,  from  the  town  of  Watchet,  in  Somerset- 
shire. Instead  of  light,  some  MSS.  read  Jin  ;  and  MS.  A. 
whit.  This  last  epithet  would  be  quite  inconsistent  with 
Skinner's  explanation. 

Ver.  3329.  the  scole  of  Oxenforde]  The  school  of  Oxford 
seems  to  have  been  in  much  the  same  estimation  for  its 
dancing,  as  that  of  Stratford  for  its  French.  See  before, 
ver.  125.  Oxenforde  is  a  Quadrisyllable.  Oxnafurda. 
Sax. 

Ver.  3336.  tapstere]  A  female  keeper  of  a  tap  or  tavern. 
See  n.  on  ver.  2ol9  and  the  ProL  to  the  continuation  of  the 
C.  T.  Ed.  Urr.  p.  594. 

Ver.  3337.  squaimous]  Squeamish  ;  but  I  know  not  how 
to  make  that  sense  agree  with  what  follows.  Robert  of 
Brunne  (in  his  translation  of  Manuel  des  Pechees,  MS. 
Bod.  2078.  foL  46.)  writes  this  word,  esq  u  aim  out ;  which 
is  nearer  to  its  original,  exquamiare,  a  corruption  of 
excambiare. 

Ver.  3358.  a  shot  window]  That  is,  I  suppose,  a  window 
that  was  shut.  It  might  perhaps  be  better  to  write  this 
word,  with  some  of  the  MSS.  shet,  or  shette ;  as  Chaucer 
does  in  other  places,  ver.  16605. 16610.  MS.  A.  reads  shop; 
and  HA.  short. 

Ver.  3361,  2.]  These  two  lines,  containing  Absolon's 
Song,  were  meant,  I  apprehend,  to  be  broken  into  four 
short  verses,  whioh  will  rime  together  very  harmoniously, 
if  the  accent  be  laid  upon  the  last  of  lady,  as  it  often  is  in 
buch  compositions. 

Ver.  3382.  And  som  for  strokes]  In  the  margin  of  MS  C.  1. 
is  the  following  note.   "  Ovid.  Ictibus  agrestis  Ac." 

Ver.  3384.  Be  plaieth  H erode]  This  is  much  in  character. 
The  Parish-Clerks  had  always  a  principal  share  in  the 
representation  of  Mysteries.  See  the  Pref.  to  Dodsley's 
Old  Plays,  p.  xiL 

Ver.  3392.  the  ncighe  alio]  Gower  has  this  proverbe. 
Conf.  Am.  B.  iii.  f.  58. 

An  olde  sawe  is :  who  that  is  slygh 
In  place  wher  he  may  be  nyghe, 
lie  maketh  the  ferro  leef  loth. 

Ver.  3449.  Seinte  Frideswide]  Seint  is  one  of  the  very 
few  French  adjectives,  which,  after  their  naturalization 
here,  retained  for  a  considerable  time,  I  apprehend,  a 
distinction  of  Gender.  See  the  Kssay,  Ac.  p.  xxviii. 

Chaucer  always  writes  it  Seinte,  when  he  uj.es  it  in  the 
feminine  gender  ;  and  the  final  e  is  often  to  be  pro- 
nounced, as  in  this  place.  See  ver.  7106.  10292.  Seinte 
Marie.— ver.  74<«.  7701.  Seinte  Chsritee.  Of  the  same 
form  are  ExceJlentc,  ver.  10459.  and  Peregrine,  ver.  1074*. 

There  is  great  propriety  in  making  the  Carpenter  invoke 
St.  Frideswide,  who  was  Patroness  of  a  considerable  Priory 
at  Oxford,  and  in  high  estimation  there. 

Ver.  345".  another  clerk]  He  alludes  to  a  story,  which 
is  told  of  the  famous  Thole*  by  Plato  in  his  Thertctut, 
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P.  127.  Ed.  Fic  but  our  author  probably  read  it  in  the  Cento 
NoveUc  Antiche.  N.  96.  It  is  there  entitled,  D'uno  Strologo 
ch'ebbe,  nomc  Milensius,  chef*  ripreso  da  una  donna. 

Ver.  347a  wightes]  Witches.  In  the  Teutonic,  WiU- 
vrouwe;  but  whether  they  were  so  called  from  their 
wisdom,  or  from  their  being  supposed  to  be  clothed  in 
white,  is  not  clear.  A  widow,  in  that  language,  is  called  a 
wit-vrouwe,  from  the  latter  circumstance.  Kilian  in  v. 
Bee  Keysler's  Dissertation  de  Mulieribus  Fatidicts,  in 
which,  with  a  great  deal  of  learning  and  probability,  he 
has  traced  the  popular  notions  of  witches  and  witchcraft, 
in  the  northern  parts  of  Europe,  from  a  very  early  period. 
The  faculty  of  floating  upon  the  water,  so  as  not  to  be  1 
capable  of  being  drowned,  is  ascribed  by  Pliny  to  a  race  of  , 
male- witches  in  Pontua.  Nat.  Hist.  1.  vii.  c  2.  non  posse 
mergi,  ne  quidem  vestibus  degravatoa, 

Ver.  3480.  the  Night-spel]  The  charm,  which  follows, 
rer.  3483—6.  is  so  lamely  represented  in  all  the  MSS.  that 
I  hare  left  it  as  I  found  it  in  the  oommon  editions.  It 
might  perhaps  be  a  little  improved  by  reading  it  thus : 

Jesu  Crist  and  Seint  Benedight 
Blisse  this  hous  from  every  wight. 
Fro  the  nightes  mare.  Pater-noster. 
Wher  wonest  thou  Seint  Peter's  suster  ? 

In  ver.  2.  wicked  may  be  left  out  upon  the  authority  of 
MS.  A.  and  others.  It  is  certainly  an  unnecessary  epithet 

ver  3.  Pater-noster  was  often  repeated  in  the  middle,  as 
well  as  at  the  end,  of  charms. 

ver.  4.  Instead  of  wonest,  some  copies  read  wendesU 
I  do  not  understand  how  the  Night-mare  came  to  be  allied 
to  St.  Peter. 

To  say  the  truth,  I  suspect  this  charm  to  be  an  inter- 
polation. We  have  a  Night-spel  of  another  form  in 
Gervas.  Tilber.  Otia  Imper.  1.  ill.  c  93.  See  also  the 
Decameron.  D.  vii.  N.  1. 

Fantasima,  Fantasima, 

Che  di  notte  vai, 

A  coda  ritta  ci  venisti, 

A  coda  ritta  te  n'andrai,  &c 

Concerning  the  Night-mare,  see  Keysler,  Atitiq.  Septent. 
P-  4if7. 

Ver.  3509.  no  labbe]  No  blab.  Labben,  Holl.  Klappen, 
Bsxo.  blaterare.  Kilian. 

Ver.  3512.  harwed  helle]  Harried.  Sax.  harrassed,  sub- 
dued. Our  ancestors  were  very  fond  of  a  story  of  Christ's 
exploits  in  his  Descensus  ad  inferos,  which  they  called 
the  harrowing  of  Utile.  They  took  it,  with  several  others 
]  of  the  same  stamp,  from  the  Gospel  of  Nicodemus,  Fabr. 
I  Cod.  Apoc.  N.  T.  There  is  a  Poem  upon  this  subject  in 
Ma  Bod.  1G87. 

Hon  Jesu  Crist  hrrourd  helle 
Of  harde  gestes  ich  wille  telle. 

And  in  the  Chester  Whitsun-Playes,  MS.  HarU  2013.  the 
company  of  Cookes,  which  was  to  exhibit  the  17th  Pageant, 
or  the  Descensus  ad  infer na,  is  thus  addressed. 

You  Cookes  with  your  carriage  see  that  you  doe  well, 
In  pagente  sett  out  the  harrowinge  of  helle. 

See  also  P.  P.  pass.  xix.  f.  101-3. 

Ver.  3526.  for  God]  Pour  dieu.  Fr. 

Ver.  3539.  The  sorwe  of  Noe]  It  will  be  in  vain,  I  appre- 
hend, to  look  for  this  anecdote  in  Genesis  even  in  Dr. 
Kennicot's  edition.  Nicholas  probably  quoted  it  from  the 
Mysteries,  with  which  the  Carpenter  was  better  acquainted. 
The  dispute  between  Noah  and  his  wife  upon  this  occasion 
makes  a  considerable  part  of  the  3d  Pageant  of  the  Chester 
Whitsun-Playes  above-mentioned.  MS.  Ilarl.  2013.  The 
following  lines  will  shew  the  grounds  of  her  refusal  to 
embark. 

Nok.   Wife,  come  in,  why  standes  thou  there  ? 
Thou  art  ever  froward,  that  dare  1  swere. 
[  Come  in  on  Godes  halfe  :  tvrae  it  were, 

!  For  fear  lest  that  wee  drowne. 

J        Wife.   Yea.  Sir,  set  up  your  saile, 
I  And  rowe  forth  with  evil  liaile, 

For  withouten  anie  faile 
i  I  wil  not  oute  of  tlus  touue ; 


But  I  have  my  gossepes  everich  one, 
One  foote  further  1  will  not  gone : 
They  shal  not  drown  by  St.  John, 

And  I  may  save  ther  life. 
They  loved  me  full  well  by  Christ. 
But  thou  will  let  them  into  thie  chist, 
Ellis  rowe  forth,  Noe,  when  thou  list, 

And  get  thee  a  newe  wife. 

At  last  Sem,  with  the  assistance  of  his  brethren,  fetch* 
her  on  board  by  force,  and  upon  Noah's  welcoming  h 
she  gives  him  a  box  on  the  ear. 

These  Playes  are  said,  perhaps  truly,  to  have  been  fir 
written  in  1328,  but  the  Harleian  MS.  represents  them,  1 
they  were  to  be  exhibited  in  1600.  There  is  a  better  co\ 
of  the  same  Playes  in  the  Bodl.  Lib.  E.  N.  1 15.  transcrilx 
by  one  William  Bedford,  1604,  but  even  in  that  we  see  b> 
small  remains  of  the  original  diction  and  orthography. 

Ver.  3624.  His  owen  hond]  With  his  own  hand,  i 
Gower,  Conf.  Am.  fol.  76.  b. 

The  crafte  Mynerve  of  wolle  fonde. 
And  made  cloth  her  owen  honde. 

See  also  foL  113.  a. 

Thyng  which  he  sayd  his  owne  mouth. 

Ver.  3625.  the  stalkes]  The  steps.  Gloss.  Urr.  but 
rather  believe  the  renges  to  mean  the  steps,  and  the  stalk 
the  upright  pieces  of  a  ladder. 

Ver.  3638.  clum]  From  the  Sax.  clumlan,  mussitar 
murmurare. 

Ver.  3692.  a  trewe  love]  What  kind  of  thing  this  was 
be  borne  under  the  tongue,  I  do  not  understand.  [See  tl 
Gloss,  in  v.  Trewe-Love.— Add.  note,  Ed.  1798.] 

Ver.  3703.  I  swelte  and  swete]  Sweltan,  Sax.  slgnifi 
to  die.  Chaucer  uses  swelte  to  signify  the  effect  of  a  grc 
oppression  of  spirits.  See  ver.  1358.  9650.  R.  R.  24! 
Hence  our  word  sultry  (swcltry)  to  express  a  suffocati 
heat. 

Ver.  3709.  it  wol  not  be,  compame]  So  Ma  C.  1.  It 
put,  for  the  sake  of  the  rime,,  instead  of  the  Fa.  Compati 
compagnon.  We  use  friend  in  the  same  sense.  In  SI 
C.  it  is  written  compaine  ;  in  some  of  the  best  MS&  a 
bame.  The  Editions  read — 

As  helpe  me  God  and  sweet  Saint  Jame. 
Ver.  3724.  thyn  ore]  The  Editt.  have  made  it  thy  na 
:  But  ore  is  the  right  word.    It  signifies  grace,  favvt 
!  protection.  See  R.  G.  p.  381,  myloe  and  ore,  mercy  a 
grace.— p.  475.  in  was  ore  ich  am  ido,  in  whose  protective 
am  put.   And  Li  beaus  dtsconus.  MS.  Cotton.  CaL  A. 
fol.  49.  b. 

Syr  Ly  beaus  thurstede  sore. 
And  seyde ;  Maugys,  thyn  ore. 
To  drinke  lette  me  go. 

Where  thyn  ore  must  be  understood  to  mean  with  t 
favour,  as  in  this  passage  of  Chaucer. 

Ver.  3768.  the  viretotej  This  is  the  reading  of  the  bi 
MSS.  The  explanation  of  the  word  I  leave  to  the  reade 
sagacity. 

Ver.  3772.  more  tawe  on  his  distaf]  So  in  Fmtssart 
iv.  p.  92.  Ed.  1574.  II  aura  en  bref  temps  autres  atom 
en  m  quenoille. 

Ver.  3809.  an  hondbrcde  al  aboute]  Al  has  been  add 
for  the  sake  of  the  metre,  but.  I  believe,  nnnecessari 
The  original  phrase  was  an  hondes  brede,  an  ban 
breadth  ;  so  that  hondebrede,  as  it  is  written  in  some  Ml 
would  naturally  continue  to  be  pronounced  us  a  trbyllat 

Ver.  3819.  he  fond  ncyther  to  sellc]  This  is  a  Fren 
phrase.   Fabliaux,  t.  ii.  p  282. 

Ainc  tant  come  il  mist  a  detcendre 
Ne  trouva  point  de  pain  a  vendre. 

In  the  next  verse,  selle,  for  the  sake  of  the  rime,  is  put 
sille.  Sax.  Syl.  Fa.  sueil.  Lat.  solum. 

Ver.  3853.  Whan  folk  han  laughed]  The  better  Mi 
read— laughen,  which  therefore  is  probably  right  Chaw 
sometimes  forms  the  Participle  of  the  past  time  in 
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even  in  those  verbs,  of  which  he  also  uses  the  Participle 
in  sa\  See  ver.  3311.  washen :  7354. /arm;  for  washed, 
and  fared, 

Ver.  3862.  So  the  Ik]  80  the  1 1  to  may  I  Me,  or  tariee. 
This  ancient  phraae  is  terribly  corrupted  in  moat  of  the 
3163.  and  Edlrt.  It  occurs  again  below,  rer.  12881.  16307. 

Ver.  5863.  With  blering]  With  a  trick  put  upon  a  proud 
Miller.  80  rer.  17201.  blered  is  thyn  eye ;  thou  mrt  ch>  aUd. 
And  R.  R.  rer.  3912.  almost  blered  is  mine  eye ;  /  am 

Ver.  38T7-  As  hath  a  leke]  Bocoace  has  the  same 
allusion.  Decam.  Introd.  to  D.  iv.  Et  qvegli,  che  contra 
all*  mla  eta  parlando  vanno,  mostran  male  che  conoscano, 
the  per  che  il  porro  habbi  il  capo  bianco,  che  la  coda  sia 
xerde, 

Ver.  3880.  Yet  in  our  ashen]  There  is  so  great  a  resem- 
!  blance  between  this  line  and  the  following  of  the  Church- 
1     yard  Elegy,  Dodsley's  Coll.  vol.  4. 

Ev"n  in  our  ashes  lire  their  wonted  fires — 

that  I  should  certainly  hsre  considered  the  latter  as  an 
imitation,  if  Mr.  Gray  himself  had  not  referred  us  to  the 
169  (17D)  Sonnet  of  Petrarch,  as  bis  original.  Ch'  f  veggio 
net  pansier  $c 

Ver.  3893.  the  chimbe]  Kime,  Tkut.  means  the  pro- 
minency  of  the  staves  beyond  the  bead  of  the  barrel.  The 
hnsfery  is  very  exact  and  beautiful. 

Ver.  3902.  of  a  souter  a  shipman,  or  a  leche]  The  pro- 
verbial expression.  Ex  tutor e  tnedicut,  was  perhaps 
derived  from  the  fable  of  Phcdrus  with  that  title.  L.  1. 
Fab.  14.  The  other,  Ex  sulore  nauclerus,  is  alluded  to  by 
Pyason  the  printer,  at  the  end  of  his  Edit,  of  Littleton's 
Tenures,  1585.  Ames,  p.  486.  8peaking  of  one  Redman, 
printer,  he  saysy— "  Mlror  profeoto  undo  nunc 
at  fsteatur  typographum,  nisi  forte  quum  Diabolus 
mtsrem  nauelerum,  et  ilium  caloographum  fecit" 

Ver.  3904.  it  la  half  way  prime]  In  the  Discourse,  Ate. 
I  xhr.  I  have  supposed  thai  this  means  half  tcay  past 
prime,  about  half  hour  after  seven  A.M.  the  half  way 
hXween  Prime  and  Terce.  In  the  fictitious  Modut  tcnendi 
Pariiamrntum,  a  book  not  much  older  than  Chaucer, 
Mora  medies  prima  seems  to  be  used  in  the  same  sense,  c 
<**  dUebvs  et  horis  Parliament.  MS.  Cotton.  Nero.  D.  vi. 
On 

common  days  Parliament um  debet  inchoari  hor4 
■■•due  prims*-—  in  diebut  festivis  horA  prima  propter 
servitium.  In  a  contemporary  French  trant»la- 
^n  of  this  treatise,  MS.  Harl.  305.  hora  media  prima  is 
^■••lered  a  la  my  heure  le  prime ;  in  an  old  English 
MS.  Harl.  930.  the  oure  of  myd  pryme ;  and  in 
MS.  Harl.  1309.  midde  prime  ttme.  Our  author 
".^a*  prime  large  ver.  10674.  to  signify  that  prime  was  con- 
0«Wj»bly  past. 

^•r.  3909.  set  his  howve]  His  hood.  80  in  Tr.  B.  ili. 
,7  ^  an  howve  above  a  call  signifies  a  hood  over  a  cap. 
****t  in  P.  P.  fol.  4.  Serjeants  at  Law  are  described  in 
°*e*/f  of  Silk  ;  but  in  foL  16.  it  is  said, 

Baal  no  sergeant  for  his  service  were  no  silke  hode. 

,  **°*h  words  seem  to  be  derived  from  the  Tkut.  II oof d ; 
\  *  *»ead. 

;  Hood  and  Cap  being  equally  coverings  for  the  head,  to 
\  ***  a  man's  hotcve  is  the  same  as  to  set  his  cap.  See  n. 
\  ^ver.587. 

^      ^sr.  3927.  a  long  parade]  It  appears  from  ver.  39' 8,  that 
\   **•  pmvade  wss  a  weapon  of  offence.  Of  what  sort  I  cannot 
,    **U.  as  I  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  the  word  any 
*bere  else.  Pavois,  Fa,  in  those  times  signified  a  long 

.  I 

ver.  3929.  A  Joly  popper]  A  bodkin,  according  to  Sp. 
*&4  8k.  who  however  produce  no  authority  for  such  an 
interpretation.  The  name  seems  to  be  fitter  for  a  pistol ; 
though  I  sro  not  prepared  to  prove  that  pistols  were  car- 
ried in  the  pocket  in  Chaucer's  time. 

Ver.  3934.  a  market-be ter]  One  that  makes  quarrels  in 
markets,  says  the  Glossary.  But,  according  to  Mr.  Upton, 


Pref.  to  Observ.  on  Shakes^  p.  xx.  «  A  market  beter 
1*  one  wh»  raises  the  price  of  the  market- To  lent  the 
Jtre  Chaucer  uses  is  the  Knigbta  Tale,  ver,  2S5&.  2294, 
for-lo  rouse,  to  stir  up"  Though  thts  explanation  of  Mr. 
Upton'H  bo  not  quite  imtlsfsctory,  1  think  it  far  prefe/nhle 
to  thus  other.  [Soe  the  fiM*e»  la  v,  Market- lie  ter*  In  a 
more  modem  author  to  beat  the  market  seems  to  signify 
merely  t®  go  up  and  dotm  the  market.  Promo*  and 
Cassandra,  by  Whttst.nu.-,  Aft  iv.  s  Hi.  .1  servant  miys, 

*'  WtM  foule,  A  e.  are  so  deere,— 
That  this  hour*  /  haw  the  market  bett. 
To  drlta  a  bargayne  to  uty  niunt  prof) -it," 

Add.  note,  Ed.  1798.] 

Ver.  3R39,  delnoita  Simekln)  II ii  name  wss  Simon,  rer. 
4s>2»i,  4.  of  whieh  Stmekin  H  the  diminutive;  and  from  his 
disdainful,  insolent  man  iters  he  had  acquired  the  surname 
or  Heinous,  jitst  as  Nicholas,  In  the  further  Ule,  re?<  1 199. 
"Was  clcped  ttendy,"  from  the  very  opposite  behaviour. 
A  jneat  number  of  our  surname*  hare  been  derived  from 
qualities  of  the  mind,  and  It  U  reasonable  to  suppose  that 
at  the  beginning  they  were  merely  personal,  like  what  we 
call  nicknames,  It  is  probable  that  the  use  of  hereditary 
kurnsme*  wna  not,  even  in  Chaucer'*  time,  fully  ebtabli.-hed 
amung  tbu  lower  cUssc*  of  people. 

Ver  39H8L  the  Boler  hall]  This  fa  the  true  reading.  It 
means  the  Halt  with  the  Srfer.  Bcfonj  the  students  in 
nur  Unl  vet-sit  Irs  were  incorporated »  they  lived  iu  lodging- 
houses,  called  Inns*  Halli,  and  IJOblel*.  which  were  often 
distlOKul»hed  by  namvs  taken  from  homo  peculiarity  in 
their  construction.  One  at  Cantbrtdse  was  calleti  Tjiled 
Osiie.  Parker's  Hevl.  run  tab.  ap.  tel.  Collect.  t_  v.  ]>.  189. 
And  at  (Jxfi>ni  Oriel-Coll- ge  probably  Junts  it>  inxme 
tnuw  a  hinro  Mrt-uiiBo,  1  ul^irly  koown  i>y  tlie  nfinift  of 
Le  Qriete,  upon  the  »ite  of  which  it  stands.  Aylifle'a  Hist, 
v,  L,  p.  m*  An  Oriel,  or  Oriot,  wss  a  Porch  ;  (l>u  Conne,  in 
V.  ORttJLtrii)  oa  a  Soler  seems  originally  to  have  hlgni  Bed 
an  open  aallsry,  or  balcony,  at  the  top  of  the  house; 
though  latterly  It  has  been  used  for  Any  upper  room,  toft, 
or  garret-  (Idem,  in  v.  So<a«ttu»k  Wafts.  (Hobs,  ad  Mat. 
Par-)  Frotifeort,  v,  L  c  £34.  Lee  femracs  tie  Li  ville 
townterent  en  leurs  logia  et  en  tittlUr**  In  the  description 
of  Cambridge  above  cited,  p.  198.  there  In  mentioned  a 
(;<rrrr tattle.  Mr.  WarUm  strongly  conflrma  this  rcaJ  [ng. 
Ht»t.  of  ting.  Po-  p.  43i.  note  m 

Ver.  4(Uit  Strath er]  t  cannot  nod  any  place  of  ibis  name 
in  England ;  there  is  a  btruthers,  or  Struu titer r  in  the 
I  Mjiruof  rife- 

Ver.  iOti.  How  fares)  It  may  be  observed,  that  Chaucer 
I  lina  given  bis  Northern  Clerks  a  Northern  Dialect.   I  will 
,  junt  point  out  a  few  particulars  in  which  their  language 
1  differs  from  that  used  in  the  rest  of  his  work. 
I     1.  They  terminate  the  third  person  Singular,  and  the 
wlh.le  Plural  number  of  their  verbs  in  es,  instead  of  eth, 
or  en.  So,  in  the  present  instance,  we  have—; fares  ;  and 
in  the  lines  immediately  following— has  ;  behoves  ;  has  ; 
ufirkes ;  gas  ;  wagges  ;  falles. 

2.  They  use  a  in  a  great  number  of  words,  which  Chaucer 
in  other  places  writes  with  0  ;  as  swa  for  so  ;  hame  for 
home fra  for  fro.  ver.  4071,  2.  banes  and  ones  for  bones 
and  ones,  &c.  That  this  was  the  Northern  practice  appears 
from  the  following  note.  Hist.  Abbat.  Pipe  well.  Monast. 
Ang.  v.  i.  p.  816.  Et  sciendum  quod  Monachi  borcales 
scripserunt  in  cartis  nostris  Rahage,  pro  Rohatee. 

3.  Many  of  their  words  are  of  the  obsolete  Saxon  form  ; 
as  ver.  4<*31.  henen  for  hennes;  ver.  4076.  whilke  for  whiche,- 
ver.  4083.  cdswa  for  also;  ver.  4128.  slike  from  swilkc, 
instead  of  swiche    ver.  4130.  gar  for  make,  or  let  ;  Sec. 

4.  If  I  am  not  mistaken,  he  has  designedly  given  them  a 
vulgar,  ungrammatical  phraseology.  I  do  not  remember 
in  any  other  part  of  his  writings  such  a  line  as  ver.  4043. 

1  is  as  ill  a  miller  as  is  ye. 
See  also  ver.  4084. 1  is  .-  ver.  4067.  Thou  is. 

Ver.  4027. 1  hope]  /  expect.  It  signifies  the  mere  expec- 
tation of  a  future  event,  whether  good  or  evil,  as  (\xi(* 
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Gil  and  spero  Lat.  often  do.  So  in  Shakespeare,  Ant. 
and  CI. 

I  cannot  hope 
Cesar  and  Anthony  shall  well  greet  together. 

Ver.  4038.  answered]  Bax.  andswarode  is  a  compound 
word  of  and,  contra,  and  swaran,  whioh,  in  the  Islandfc, 
signifies  dicere.  BarthoL  Ant.  Dan.  p.  690.  Thorbiorg 
svarar.  Thorbiorga  diciU  This  etymology  accounts  for 
its  being  accented  upon  the  middle  syllable— answered 
See  ver.  4126. 

Ver.  4063.  to  the  wolf  thus  spake  the  mare]  The  story 
alluded  to  is  told  of  a  mule  in  Cent.  Nov.  Ant.  N.  91.  The 
Mule  pretends,  that  his  name  is  written  upon  the  bottom 
of  bis  hind-foot.  The  Wolf  attempting  to  read  it,  the 
Mule  gives  him  a  kick  on  the  forehead  and  kills  him. 
Upon  which  the  Fox,  who  was  present,  observes,  Ogni 
huomo,  ehe  sa  letter  a,  non  i  savio.  There  is  a  similar 
story  of  a  Wolf  and  a  Mare,  in  the  most  delectable  History 
of  Reynard  the  Fox.  'Edit.  1701.  ch.  xviii.  but  whether  that 
story  be  in  Caxton's  edition  ;  whether  it  be  in  the  Dutch 
book  from  which  Caxton  translated  ;  whether  the  Dutch 
book  be  an  original  composition  or  a  translation  ;  when 
it  was  written,  &c,  are  all  points,  upon  which  I  wish 
to  be  informed  by  some  more  knowing  Antiquary.  I  will 
just  observe  that  one  of  the  foxes  tricks,  ch.  xiv.  seems  to 
be  alluded  to  by  Richal  de  Berbeiffeil  (Richard  de  Berbe- 
zieux)  a  Provencal  poet,  who  died  in  1383.  Quadrio,  t.  ii. 
p.  144.  I  will  cite  the  passage  from  MB.  Crofts.  foL  cxoL 
though  I  do  not  understand  the  last  clause. 

Anc  Ranart  dlsengrin 

Tan  gen  no  sap  venjar, 

Qan  lo  fix  eseorzar, 

Ell  dit  per  eschirnir 

Chapels  et  gan  Com  eu  fas  no  mair. 

Reynard  here  seems  to  have  procured  Iaegrim's  skin  to  be 
stript  off,  to  make  him  a  hood  and  gloves.  In  the  English, 
he  procures  the  Wolfes  shoes  to  be  pulled  off  and  put  upon 
his  own  feet. 

Ver.  4059.  a  levesell]  This  word  is  plainly  derived  from 
the  Sax.  lefe,  folium,  and  sctl,  sed>s.  Metesel  is  a  word  of 
the  same  form.  Peter  of  ljingt,  p.  334.  "It  neghed  nere 
metesel."  It  was  near  the  time  of  sitting  down  tv  dinner. 
A  levesell  therefore  signifies  a  leafy  seat,  an  arbour.  It 
may  be  understood  in  the  same  serine  in  the  Person  es  Tale, 
p.  155.  "  right  as  the  gay  levesell  at  the  Taverne  is  eigne  of 
the  win  that  is  in  the  celler." 

Ver.  40<I4.  make  a  clerkes  berde]  i.  e.  cheat  him.  Faire  la 
barbe,  Fb.  is  to  shave,  or  trim  the  beard  ;  but  Chaucer  trans- 
lates the  phrase  literally,  at  least  when  he  uses  it  in  its  me- 
taphorical sense.  See  ver.  5943.  and  II.  of  F.  ii.  181.  Roccace 
has  the  same  metaphor.  Decam.  viii.  10.  Speaking  of  some 
exorbitant  cheats,  he  says,  that  they  applied  themselves — 
M  non  a  radere  ma  a  scorticare  huomini : "  and  a  little  lower 
— **si  a  soavemente  la  barbicra  saputo  menare  il  rasoio." 

Ver.  4138.  chalons]  Whatever  they  were,  they  probably 
were  so  called  from  their  being  made  at  Chalons.  The 
Glossary  interprets  them  to  be  blankets  ;  but  a  passage  in 
the  Monast.  v.  ii.  p.  720.  would  rather  lead  one  to  suppose 
them  coverlets  ,— aut  pannos  pictos,  qui  vocantur  Chaluns, 
loco  lectihternii. 

Ver.  420&  a  cokenay]  That  this  is  a  term  of  contempt, 
borrowed  originally  from  the  kitchen,  is  very  probable.  A 
Cook,  in  the  base  Latinity,  was  called  Coqiiinator  and 
Coquinarius,  from  either  of  which  Cokenay  might  easily 
be  derived.  In  P.  P.  foL  xxxv.  b. 

And  yet  I  say  by  my  soule  I  have  no  salt  bacon, 
Ne  no  cokeney  by  Christe  coloppes  to  make. 

It  seems  to  signify  a  Cook.  And  so,  perhaps,  in  the  Tur- 
nament  of  Tottenham.   Anc.  Poet.  t.  il.  p.  24. 

At  that  feast  were  they  served  in  rich  array  ; 
Every  five  and  five  had  a  cokeney. 

That  is,  I  suppose,  a  cook,  or  scullion,  to  attend  them. 

In  those  rimes  ascribed  to  Hugh  Bigot,  which  Camden 
h:is  published,  Brit.  col.  451.  (upon  what  authority,  1 
know  not) 


"  Were  I  in  my  castle  of  Bungey 

44  Upon  the  river  of  Waveney, 

"  I  would  ne  care  for  the  long  of  Cockeney." 

I  The  author,  in  calling  London  Cockcney,  might  possibly 
allude  to  that  imaginary  country  of  idleness  and  luxury,  , 
which  was  anciently  known  by  the  name  of  Cokaigne,  or 
Coeagne ;  a  name  which  Hickea  has  shewn  to  be  derived 
from  Coquina.  Gr.  A.  8.  p.  931.  He  has  there  pnblisbid 
an  excellent  description  of  the  country  of  Cokaigne,  in  old 
English  verse,  but  probably  translated  from  the  French. 
At  least  the  French  have  had  the  same  fable  among  them, 
for  Boileau  plainly  alludes  to  it.  Sat  vi. 

Paris  est  pour  nn  riche  un  pals  de  Coeagne. 

The  festival  of  La  Cocagna  at  Naples,  described  by  Keyefer, 

v.  ii.  p.  369.  appears  to  have  the  same  foundation.  It  pro- 
i  bably  commenced  under  the  Norman  government.  There 

is  a  mock-heroic  poem,  in  the  Sicilian  dialect,  entitled  Is  I 
|  Cuccagna  eonquistata,  by  Gio.  Battista  Basiil,  Palerav 

1674.  in  which  the  description  of  talma  citta  di  Cuccagna  ' 

begins  thus: 

Bed!  Cuccagna  sutta  una  montagna 
Di  furmaggiu  grattatu,  et  havi  in  dos 
Di  maccaruni  una  caudara  magna. 

\    Ver.  4318.  Him  thar  not]  I  have  restored  this  old  word, 
upon  the  authority  of  the  beat  MBS.  in  this  and  other 
places.  See  ver.  5911. 5918. 8947- 17301.  It  is  derived  from 
the  Bax.  thearfian,  neeesse  habere  »•  and  is  generally  used  ! 
as  an  Impersonal.  M  Him  behoveth  not  to  triune  or  acquire  < 
good,  that  doth  evil."  I  have  ventured  to  substitute  arias*  . 
instead  of  the  common  reading  wens,  of  which  I  coed  ' 
make  no  sense.  MS,  B.  8.  reads.  He  may  nought  wilne  v. 

Ver.  4345.  a  Jacke  of  Dover]  The  general  purport  of  this 
phrase  is  sufficiently  explained  in  the  following  line ;  bat 
the  particular  meaning  I  have  not  been  able  to  investigsta  , 

Ver.  434a  of  thy  perselee]  an  old  Boke  of  Kokery,  which  1 
I  have  consulted  upon  this  occasion,  MS.  HarL  4016.  hsit  1 
receipt  for  "  Gose  or  capon /a  rerd,H  but  it  does  not  men  tin 
parseley.  It  only  says  in  general  terms,  M  Take  yollntef  | 
eyeron  (egges)  hard  ysodde  and  hew  hem  amale  with  the 
herbs*— and  caste  therto  pouder  of  ginger  peper  canell  sad 
salt  and  grapes  in  tyme  of  ycre."  I  have  lately  met  with 
another,  I  suppose,  the  true,  receipt  for  stuffing  a  Goose  is  ; 
MS.  Harl.  279.  It  begins—"  Take  perctly  and  swynis  greet 
or  sewet  of  a  shepe  and  parboyie  hem,  Sec" 

Ver.  4.355.  soth  play  quade  spel]  As  this  is  said  to  hits 
been  a  Flemish  proverb,  I  have  inserted  spel  from  JfiS, 
Ask.  1.  2.  instead  of  the  common  reading  play.  Spel,  in 
Tkut.  is  ludus,  as  quade,  or  quaed,  is  malus.  Sir  John  : 
Harrington,  in  his  Apologie  of  Poetrie,  quotes  an  old sayiflf  j 
of  the  same  import.  Soth  bourde  is  no  bourde. 

Ver.  4375.  riding— in  Chepe]  There  were  sometfancf 
Justs  in  Cheapside.  nollings.  v.  ii.  p.  348.  But  perbspi 
any  procession  may  be  meant.  MBS.  Ask.  1.  2.  read  rttd. 

Ver.  4377.  And  til]  And  is  added. 

Ver.  4394.  they  play]  So  MS.  C.  All  the  rest  read  he. 

Ver.  4413.  a  louke]  A  receiver  to  a  thief.  Bp.  Sk.  This  , 
explanation,  I  believe,  is  a  mere  fancy,  but  I  have  nothing 
better  to  propose.  1 

Ver.  4421.  Our  Iloste  saw  wel]  Concerning  the  time  of  j 
day  meant  to  be  pointed  out  in  the  following  lines,  see  the 
Discourse  &c  $.  v.  j 

Ver.  4430.  Malkins  maidenhede]  A  common  phrsea 
P.  P.  fol.  viL  a.  b. 

Ye  have  no  more  merit  of  masse  ne  of  houres 

Than  Malkin  of  hire  maydenhood,  that  no  man  dasirtth. 

Ver.  4467.  But  Chaucer]  So  MSS.  C.  1.  Ask.  1.  8.  In  the 
Editt.  it  had  been  strangely  corrupted  into  That  | 

Ver.  4477-  In  youtho  he  made  of  Ceys]  The  story  of  j 
Ceyx  and  Alcyone  is  related  in  the  introduction  to  the  ; 
poem,  which  was  for  some  time  called  "  the  Dreme  of 
Chaucer,"  but  which,  in  the  MSS.  Fairf.  16.  and  Bod. «» 
is  more  properly  entitled  "  the  booke  of  the  Duchesse."  The 
following  note,  which  has  been  prefixed  to  it  in  all  the  1 
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later  Millions,  1*  in  MS.  Fafrf.  lb  the  hand- writ lng  if  John 
Stowew  "By  the  pertftn  of  a  mourning  Knight  fitting 
*jm£ct  mm  *k€t*  meant  John.  G#«nf,  DtiAs  c/  Lancatter, 
\  i/yfK  A«  eidtrtip  lowed, 

Duchaet.  I  belkVB  John  is 
|  fek  his  conjecture,  Chaucer  himself,  in  hist  Leg* 
of  tl  W  4)01  hji,  that  he  made  lArdWA  of  Blaunche 
ike  D*c*€*n  -  *1  and  In  the  poem  now  under  consideration 
1m  plainly  alludes  to  her  name,  rer.  948. 

Andfalre  -wAtte.  she 
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On  the  other  hand, 


rer.  455,6. 


whereas  John  of  Gaunt,  at  the  death  of  Blanche  in  130% 

4  twfity  years  of  age.  But  this  perhaps 


e  at  the  time  of  thia  composition.  1§  a 
cfmtSnriation  of  whet  has  been  suggested  in  the  Discourse 
4tc  cl  3.  that  the  Canterbury  Talcs  were  the  work  of  bis 
latest  years.  When  the  Dutchess  Blanch  died,  he  was 
erne  and  /(nip  ;  a  time  of  life,  which,  I  believe,  a  man 
ssldom  calls  his  youth,  till  he  is  advanced  at  least  twenty 
years  beyond  it. 

Tee.  44HJ-  the  Beta  tea  legende  of  Cuplde]  In  the  Eilitt 
11  Is  called  fA*  Legende  vf$aod  mmm  .  in  MR  Fairf.  lfl. 
far  Lependie  a/  ix  fiodt  teamen.  According  to  Lydgate, 
Pn»L  to  Uoocace^  the  number  was  to  bate  been,  mntleen 
sad  psrhapa  the  Legend*  itself  affords  some  ground  fir 
Ibis  notion.  See  tot.  183.  and  C.  L_  nan  108.  But  this 
anmbsr  was  probably  nevur  completed,  and  the  last  story 
of  Hypennnestrn  la  seemingly  unfinished. 

In  an  imperfect  copy  of  the  Matter  of  the  flame,  dedi- 
cated f«  Henry,  eldest  son  of  Henry  IV.  i  M&  Hart.  6824.) 
ft  On  itWiislin  passage,  *  As  Chancer  *elthc  in  hit 
Fnlof .  af  kxv,  good  wymmen,  fay  writing  have  men 
mjode  at  tb yngn  passed See  vcr,  1 B, 

la  this  passage  the  Man  of  Laws  omits  two  Ladies,  vis. 
Ckojiatra  and  Philomels,  whoso  histories  are  in  the 
Lqtnde  and  be  enumerates  eight  others,  of  whom  there 
»* no  factories  in  the  Legend e,  a*  we  have  It  at  present, 
,  that  they  have  been  lost  ? 
i  the  time  of  Chaucer's  writing  the 
Discount*  Ac  o,  3. 
Vsr.        The  plaint  of  Delanire]  This  reading  is  sup- 
ported by  several  MSS-  of  miditlim;  authority;  but  the 
Wttsr  e?ait*  read  Dian*f  and  MS.  A.  Sj/ane.   There  is  a 
ftJ^ph  Cyan*  In  Ovid,  Metam.  1.  v.  who  weeps  herself 
ato  a  fountain;  but  not  for  love. 

Vsr.  4512.  To  M usm,  that  men  elep*.1  Pierides]  He  rather 
n***»,  think,  the  daughter*  w{  Picrua.  who  contended 
with  the  Muses,  and  were  changed  into  Pics.  Ovid, 
**sm,  L  v. 

v«  4$15.  with  hawebake]  8o  MS.  A.  The  other  read- 
iie^bawe  h:.Liv  MSS.  Ask.  1.  2.-hawke  bake, 
&  C— hery  bake.  B.  e.  i. — have  wee  baukc  E.— have 
*•  take.  B.  8.  JTA.-hawe  ybake.  Ca,  2.— tho  whiche 
****  so  lak.  Ca.  1.— The  reader  ntay  tako  his  choice  of 
thea. 

v«t.  4534.  Bet  is  to  dien]  This  saying  of  Solomon  is 
^totai  in  Rom.  de  la  Ko.  8573.  Mieux  vault  mourir  que 
»tttvnaestre. 

Vw.48l7.  In  *iff«a]  Thl-i  pasnnpe  h  imitated  from  the 
Htyacotmut  of  ttmturdue  Eytvejtritt  an  eminent  phileso- 
l*«f  iad  pott  about  the  middle  of  the  xitth  Century. 
**toc  BlfaJ.  Med-  ^Etat.  In  t.  BrrnnntHt  Cafvoten$te  ct 

l*«rrf*.  I  will  transcribe  here  the  original  lines  from 
Sa.Bod.lS65. 


In  tteUit  Prtami  tperiet.  ftudacia  Turn*, 

Snisjte  Utyxeue,  flerruUHwju*  fiftcr. 
In  p|sjtti  pmjfj  sal  lv.il  n  \  v\  iNtv.u  l  \  jJii.1? 

Et  Cicero  rfaelor  ct  geometra  Thaies, 
In  stvTlla  lcptduui  dlctat  Mare,  Mlh>  itgurat. 

Ful curat  in  Latla  nohilitnla  Nero, 
Astra  notat  Persia  <  jfcgyptua  parturll  artes, 

liritTia  docta  le^ll,  pra-Ua  Homa  gerlL 

The  four  lines  in  Italics  are  quoted  in  the  Margin  of 

MS.  C.  1. 

Ver.  4709.  Or  II  ion  brent]  There  is  great  confusion 
among  the  M88.  in  this  line.  I  have  made  the  best  senso 
that  I  ooud,  without  departing  too  far  from  them.  MS. 
A.  reads. 


which  i 


t  hi  steal*  series,  <|uam  lomrior  a?tas 
ExpUrct  ct  «]mtiin  ten>rH>dfl  ordo  si]ls4 
Kceptra  ('t™.tr<mtL,  frutnim  discard  in  Thrbit. 

las 


'  Or  whanne  Ilion  brende  Thebes  the  dtee," 


l  Thebes  the  citee." 


This  last  phrase  is  French.  See  Froissart,  v.  L  c  225. 
dedans  Rtiies  fo  fHt  et  environ. 

V«,  4725,  Q  Mars  o  Atytar]  So  A.  Other  MSS. 
read,  Athasir,  AUftttr,  Atltztr,  A  tnsir.  I  am  not  Astro- 
loger enough  to  determine  whioh  is  the  right  word. 
Atisar,  Span,  and  alttier,  Fa.  signify  to  light  a  fire,  to 
in  flomf*  But  whether  that  sense  can  have  any  place  here, 
I  am  doubtfuL 

Ver,  4732.  li  thernon  electioun]  In  the  margin  of  MS. 

C-  |. «  t 


in  itinore,  ftc   It  la  taken  fro 
Zuci.  MS.  UarU  8».  Bad.  1648. 

Ver,  484  L  O  sod  en  wo]  I  shall  transcribe  the  following 
passage  from  the  Margin  of  MS,  0,  1.  though  know  not 
fruiu  what  author  it  is  bormwed,  as  it  confirm ■  the 
readings  adopted  In  tile  text.  Semper  mundanar  itrHUrt 
trlttitte  rtpentina  tvcctdiK  JHvmlana  t&H*r  ftltcitat 
tit  retptrta.  Exir*m<%  ptiudii 
Audi  ergo  salubre  ^ontUmm  /  in  die 


bonorum  ne  imt*em&r  tie  muxlorum.  The  Editt.  read 
O  Si»udan,  wo  Ac- 

Ver.  4858.  fote-hot]  Hastily,  with  all  expedition.  See 
Oower,  Conf.  Am.  foh  816. 

And  forth  with  all  anone  fote  hote 
lie  stale  the  cowe — 

See  also  R.  R.  3827-  IJaut  le  pied,  In  French,  has  the  same 
signification.  Cutgrave.  in  v.  So  that  I  should  suspect 
hot,  in  o lit  \>  •'■       li )  U'  a  corruption  of  haut. 

Ver.  ma.  The.  fullnwitsg  pint  of  the  Knight  against 
Constance.  Irrm  this  Yer  to  vef,  and  al*.  her  adven- 
ture with  the  Steward,  from  WW  to  Tcr.  5344.  arc 
bolh  to  ho  found,  with  some  emnll  varinHnus.  in  a  Slnry 
in  the  G<*U  Rrmawrum,  ch.  10L  MS.  if  art.  IQ| 
Occlcve  has  versified  the  whole  story  as  he  has  anuther 
from  the  same  c<pl]ectianr  D*  Jokf*atkn  et  nuiltr*  m«l&y 
ch.  54.  Ibid,  {ix*  KtiL  See  an  eactllent  MS.  of  Occlcve  a 
works,  Bib.  Hfff.  1 7  !>■  vi.  The  flrfti  poem  bs«1la\ «'.  *  In 
the  Roma  in  Jeates  ^ritcn  Is  ttmfl  the  second,—"  St»mo 
time     EtnpenjUF  pmden  and  wise, 

Ver.  5004.  how  he  might  quit*  ln>  while]  7/rr  time, 
labtmr  Ac.  So  in  the  Leg.  of  Ariadne,  v.  ult.  "  the  dive! 
qt'iti  >tim  hit  irh'ti. 

Ver*  5191  O  jnosaaacr}  Quid  turpins  cbrioso,  cui  fs?tor 

iq  ore,  tremor  in  corp^re  ;  qui  |-v  it  ^lulta,  prodit 

Ot^ulU  euini- -rMflllenniur,  fuck*  inu^f ..rmiiiur 7  nuUum 
cnlm  luttt  secreLum  ufaf  regnat  ebrirln*.  Marg-  C.  1. 

Ver.  O  fouU?  lust]  O  e stroma  llbfdlnis  turpitudo, 

qwn?  non  ^dnm  mcntem  efFLiulnat^  nut  etiam  corpus 
enervat :  semper  secuntur  dulor  et  pomltenUu  post,  Ac 
Marg.  C  1. 

Ver.  55<6.  Som  men  wold  sayn]  See  Oower,  Con/,  Am. 
B  ii.  fol.  35.  b.  2.  and  the  Discourse  Ac  §.  xv. 
In  another  circumstance,  which  has  been  introduced 


188 


NOTES  ON  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 


with  the  Bame  words,  ver.  642ft  our  Author  agrees  with 
Gower,  ibid.  foL  3ft.  a  1. 

Ver.  5527.  your  Custauce]  I  have  added  pour,  for  the 
sake  or  the  metre* 

Ver.  tint  litel  while]  In  Marg.  C.  L  A  mane 

usque  ad  vespeiam  tuutabitur  tcmpus-  teuent  tympanum 
et  Baudent  ad  boh  urn  organ*,  a& 

Ver,  5M5.  Who  lived  ever]  Ibid.  Q.u1»  unqnam  unl- 
earn d  lem  to  tarn  In  sua  dilectiooe  dumit  jocundata  quean 
In  nUqtiA  parti?  diet  fwtni  cimseientS*,  via.  Impetus  in*, 
V*l  motUi  concupisoentia?  noil  tirbavU  quem  Uvor+  vel 
ardor  avarttbe,  vel  tumor  superb!  a?  turn  vexavit,  quern 
aliqua  Jactura.  tqI  otfensii,  vcl  pasnin  non  comnioverlt,  dec 

Ver.  <U83L  I  have  already  given,  my  reasons  for  following 
tbtf  Ust  In  plating  this  Prologue  of  the  Wife  of 

Hathe  nexf,  to  the  Man  of  Lave*  Tale.    Discourse,  Ac* 

ivi.  TIid  want  of  a  few  veraes  to  cmnect  th  In  Proloffue 
*  i  Ih  tlie  prottHl  i  ng  Tate  wo*  perceived  I  >*n%  &  go    a  rid  t  h  e 

following  lines,  which  in  MS.  B.  are  prefixed  to  the  com- 
mon Prologue. 

Oure  Goat  gun  tho  Tn  Ui\i>-  up  ;innu. 
1 1 ode  men,  quod  hot  hcrkiuielh  everichone, 
As  evere  mote  I  drynke  wyu  or  ale, 
Thin  nuMThaat  bath  Hold  a  mery  tale, 
Howe  Jsnuarie  bod  Jo  a  lltber  }u]»e. 
Ilia  wyf  put  in  his  hood  an  ape. 
Hut  hereof  I  wfl  Igve  off  as  nowt 
I  tamo  ayf  uf  Ihilliu,  t\am[  he,  I  pray  v\m 
Telle  ub  a  tale  now  neite  after  th  it- 
Sir  oofit.  quod  ike,  10  god  my  snule  blis, 
Ail  fully  thereto  wil  consente, 
And  also  it  is  myn  hole  entente, 
To  dose  yow  alle  disport  at  that  I  sun. 
But  holde  me  escused  :  1  am  a  woman, 
I  can  not  rehuros  ha  thetu  rlerket  kuw- 
And  rijl  anon  abe  bath  hit  tale  bygunne. 

Experience  &c. 

The  samo  lines  are  in  MS8.  Bod.  C  and  (.  I  print  them 
here,  in  order  to  justify  myself  for  not  Inserting  them  in 
the  text 

Ver.  5628  I  hare  wedded  live]  After  this  Terse,  the 
six  following  are  in  MSS.  C.  1.  II A.  C.  2.  and  in  Edit. 
Ca.2. 

Of  whlche  1  hare  pyked  out  the  be*te 
]  (tithe  of  here  nether  purl  and  uf  here  cheste. 
Diverse  scolea  waken  parfyt  clerkcs. 
And  diverse  pmclyk  in  many  Hindry  werkes 


nan  parfyt  tn 
s-M-olurma: 


If  these  lines  are  not  Chaucer's,  they  are  certainly  more 
in  his  manner  than  the  generality  of  tbo  Imitations  of 
him.  Per  hap*  be  wrote  them,  and  afterward*  blotted 
them  out.  They  coma  in  but  awkwardly  here,  and  he 
has  used  the  principal  idea  in  another  place.  March.  T. 
ver.  9301. 

Ver.  5657.  The  dart  is  sette]  See  Lydg.  Boo.  fol.  xxvi. 
And  oft  it  happens,  he  that  hath  hart  ron 


See  another  quotation 


I  have  been  able  to  meet  with, 
frum  him,  ver.  5jJt<6\. 

Ver.  5799.  The  bacon— at  Donmow]  See  Blount's  Ant 
Tenures,  p.  162.  and  P.  P.  446.  This  whimsical  io-thu- 
tion  was  not  peculiar  to  Dun  mow.  There  was  the  same  la 
Hretajme.  A  I'Abhai*  Seines  Mesnme,  pre*  B*m*±y± 
plus  do  six  miii  ana  son t,  un  comedo  lard  t 
et  non  *■•  rrompu  et  oeantmoins  mue  et  o 
mien,  qui  par  an  et  jwnr  g 
debet,  grondement,  et  sane  s  en  repcnUr,  ConU*  4* Em- 
trap,  t  ii.  p.  161. 

Ver.  5810.  Sweren  and  lien]  Rom.  dela  R.  ver.  19013. 

Car  plus  hardimeat  que  null  boms 
Cennitiemvut  j ureal  et  mentent 

Ver.  5811,  if  say  not  this]  Thl*  parenthesis  seems  to  be 
rather  belonging  to  Chaucer  himself  than  to  the  Wile  of 
Bathe. 

Ver.  $914,  Shal  beren  hem  on  hond]  Shal  make  then 
believe  falsely,  the  cow  Is  trotfd.  The  latter  words  may 
either  signify  that  the  cow  Is  mul,  or  mwtt  ttf  *xk*L 
Whioh  of  the  two  Is  the  preferable  interpretation.  It  wul 
be  safest  not  to  detemtbie,  till  we  cart  dlaoover  the  uli 
story  to  which  this  phrase  teents  to  be  a  proTerbial 
allusion. 

Ver.  581  ?,  Sire  olde  Kaynard]  Canard,  tit  Caignard, 
was  a  French  term  of  repmach,  which  wtm  to  hate  been 
originally  derived  from  Ca*U.  Men  Age,  in  r.  In  the  N- 
lowing  speech  It  would  be  endless  tn  prwduee  all  Chaucer"* 
inuuaionx  Tbe  beginning  ia  from  the  fragment  of  Th«v 
plimitut,  quoted  by  £L  Jerome,  c.  Jorln.  L  i~»  and  by  J«b* 
of  SalUbvrtf,  potycrat  1.  TiiL  c.  xi.  See  also  Rom.  aV  I* 
JL  ver,  B067.  et  sutr. 

Ver.  5892.  chamberere]  A  chamber-maid.  Fr.  Set 
8695.  8853. 

Son  varlet  et  sa  chamberiere, 
Aussi  sa  seur  et  sa  nourrice 
Et  sa  mere,  si  moult  n'est  nice. 

Rom.  dela  R.  14480. 

Ver.  5923.  in  the  apostles  name]  See.  1  Tim.  ii.  9. 

Ver.  6042.  HetoUius]  This  «ory  is  told  by  Pliny,  5*t 
Hist  1.  xiv.  c.  I*  Of  one  H*m*$  but  Chaucer  probabij 
followed  Valnrius  Maiimus,  LtUI 

Ver.  6049.  In  woman  vlnolent]  Rom.  delaR.  14222. 

Car  puisque  femme  est  enyrree 
El  n'a  point  en  soy  de  defiance. — 

Ver.  6065.  Seint  Joce]  or  Jii&*e„  Santlui  JuJoeit**  wu  a 
Saint  of  Ponthieu.    Vocab.  Hagiol.  prefixed  to 
Etymol.  Fr. 

Ver.  6137.  visitations]  Rom  de  la  R.  12492. 


Ver,  5flT7-    proimt  It  wel,    ha*e  non  envk1. 

1  iHiuj^b  nuiLdftibtHl  preftire  LitrairHe]  £o  these  two 
verses  stand,  without  any  material  difference,  In  »]\  the 
31 SH  If  thoy  are  right,  wo  mu»t  underfctHhd  j^/trre  tn 
sign  I  fy  the  earn  e  as  be  y  rrfttrrt  t& ,  Know  in  g  no  example 
of  such  a  construction ,  have  rentured  at  an  alteration  of 
the  t*st  It  might  have  been  as  well,  perhaps,  to  have 
left  the  first  line  untouched,  and  to  have  corrected  the  se- 
cond only  thus : 

Though  maidenhed  be  prefer' d  to  bigamie. 

Ver.  5681.  a  lord  in  his  houshold]  See  2  Tim.  ii.  20. 

Ver.  5764.  wrttttli  Ptbotmneej  In  the  Margin  of  MS  C. 
1.  is  the  following  quotation  Qui  per  alios  non  corrigitur, 
alii  per  ipsum  corrigentur.  But  I  cannot  find  any  such 
passage  in  the  Almageete.  I  suspect  that  the  Wife  of 
Bathes  copy  of  Ptolemy  was  very  different  from  any  that 


Et  faoe  Ybdtatlott.* 
Am  nopces1  aus  profession s, 
A  ax  joux  T  aux  f  eates,  uux  namles, — 

Ver.  6151.  bobance]  Baaiting,  pridt.   Fa,  en  orguefl  «t 
en  bobans.   Froi**artr  v.  iv,  t.  7'^  in  the  Editt  it  is 
tance.   The  thought  in  the  next  lines  is  taken  from 
dela  R.  13914. 

Moult  a  somis  poire  rmun, 
Et  met  en  trrund  peril  la  druge. 
Qui  na  qu  ung  partuya  a  refuse* 

Ver.  6191—4.  These  four  lines  are  wanting  in  MSB.  A 
Ask.  1.  2.  and  several  others.  And  so  are  the  eight  lioea 
from  ver.  6201.  to  ver.  6208.  inch  They  certainly  might 
very  well  bo  spared. 

Ver,  0?lrv  with  his  fist]  MS.  A.  reads— on  tke  /y«fe— and 
so  does  Ed.  CV  L  with  the  addition  of  (what  was  at  first  a 
marginal  glo**)  on  tbe  Chckf*  In  support  of  this  reading 
It  may  be  observed,  that  Sir  Thomas  More,  among  maav 
Chaucerian  phrases,  has  this,  in  his  Merry  Jest  of  a  Ser. 
Jeant  Ac 

And  with  his  fist 
Upon  the  ly*t 
He  gave  him  such  a  blow. — 
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'.  open-heded]  This  is  literally  from  Yal.  Max. 
uxorem  dimisit,  quod  earn  capite  aperto  foris 
ognoverat  lie  gives  the  reason  of  this  severity, 
tibi  meos  tan  turn  prefinit  oculos,  qui  bus  for- 
i  approbea,  His  deooris  instrumenta  compara : 
sciosa,  fcc 

I  a  sommer-gsme]  This  expression,  I  suppose, 
e  from  the  Summer  being  the  usual  season  for 
t  is  used  in  P.  P.  fol.  xxvii. 

lever  here  an  harlotry,  or  a  Somen  game — 

is  also  from  Val.  Max.  1.  vlcl  P.  Sempronius 
mjugem  repudii  nota  affecit,  nihil  aliud  quam 
te  ludos  ausam  spec  tare. 

L  Valerie,  and  Theophrast]  Some  account  has 
of  these  two  treatises  in  the  Discourse  5zc  n.  19. 
est  of  the  contents  of  this  volume,  Hieronyraus 
vinianum,  and  Tertullian  de  Pallio  are  suffl- 
jwu ;  and  so  are  the  letters  of  Eloisa  and  Abe- 
parables  of  Solomon,  and  Ovid's  Art  of  Love.  I 
10  Trotula,  but  one,  whose  book  Curandorum 
urn  muliebrium,  ante,  in,  et  post  partum,  is 
.  Medicos  antiquos,  Yen.  1547.  What  is  meant 
us  I  cannot  guess. 

I.  Which  book  was  ther]  I  have  here  departed 
MSS.  which  all  read,— In  which  book  ther  was 
aps,  however*  it  might  be  sufficient  to  put  a  full 
Jovinian. 

I.  exaltation]  In  the  old  Astrology,  a  Planet  was 
in  its  Exaltation,  when  it  was  in  that  sign  of 
,  in  which  it  was  supposed  to  exert  its  strongest 
The  opposite  sign  was  called  its  Dejection,  as 
as  supposed  to  be  weakest.  To  take  the  instance 

•  the  Exaltation  of  Venus  was  in  Pisces,  (see  also 
,  and  her  Dejection  of  course  in  Virgo.  But  in 
the  Exaltation  of  Mercury. 

She  is  the  welthe  and  the  rygynge 
The  lust  the  joy  and  the  lykynge 
Unto  Mercury.— 

\f.  Am.  1.  vii.  foL  147.  So  in  ver.  1009a  Cancer 
yves  exaltation. 

.  Tho  redde  he]  Most  of  the  following  instances 
ned  in  the  Epistola  Valerii  ad  Rufinum  de  non 
tore.  See  also  Rom.  de  la  R.  9140.  9615.  etsuiv. 
9.  Of  Lima  — and  of  Lucie]  In  the  Epistola 
c  MS.  Reg.  13.  D.  iil.  the  story  is  told  thus : 
m  suum  interfecit  quern  nirois  odivit :  Lucilia 
a  nimis  amavit  Ula  sponte  miscuit  aconita : 
ta  furorem  propinavit  pro  amorls  poculo.  Lima 
in  many  MSS.  are  only  distinguishable  by  a 
tee  over  the  i,  which  may  be  easily  overlooked 
,  and  supposed  where  it  is  not 
>.  Latumeus]  In  MSS.  Ask.  1.  8.  it  is  Latynius: 
istola  Valerii  Just  cited,  Pavorinus  fiens  ait 

».  mo  proverbes]  For  the  following  aphorisms 
cxi.  9.  19.  and  xi.  22.  The  observation  in  ver. 
Herodotus.  R  I.  p.  5.  Ed.  Wesseling. 
L  The  Sorapnour  herd  the  Frere  gale]  The  same 
-s  below,  ver.  6918. "  and  let  the  Sompnour  pale." 
ices  it  seems  to  be  used  metaphorically.  Galan, 
ies  canere.  It  is  used  literally  in  the  Court  of 
1347-  where  the  nightingale  is  said— to  crie  and 
oc  its  name,  Nightegale,  or  Nightengale,  In  the 
f  gala  is  ululare,  Galti  more  exclamare ;  and 

•  OaUicinium.  Gudm.  And.  Lex.  Island. 

L  King  Artour]  I  hope  that  Chaucer,  by  placing 
me  in  the  dayes  of  King  Artour,  did  not  mean 
5  that  the  two  monarchies  were  equally  fabulous 
ary.  Master  Wace  has  judged  more  candidly 
luita  of  our  British  hero. 

Ne  tut  mensonge,  ne  tut  veir  ; 
Ne  tut  folie,  ne  tut  saveir. 
Tant  unt  U  conteor  coute, 
E  11  fableor  tant  fable, 


Pur  les  contes  enbeleeer, 
Ke  tut  unt  fait  fable  sembler. 

Le  Brut  MS.  Cotton.   Vitell.  A.  7. 

Ver.  6441.  faerie]  Fierie.  Fa.  from  Fie,  the  French  name 
for  those  fantastical  beings  which  in  the  Gothic  languages 
are  called  Alfs,  or  Elves.  The  corresponding  names  to  Fie, 
in  the  other  Romance  dialects,  are  Fata,  Ital.  and  liada, 
Span,  bo  that  it  is  probable,  that  all  three  are  derived 
from  the  Lat.  Fatum,  which  in  the  barbarous  ages  was 
corrupted  into  Fatus  and  Fata.  Bee  Menage,  in  v.  Fib. 
Du  Cange,  in  v.  Fadus. 

Our  system  of  Faerie  would  have  been  much  more  com- 
plete, if  all  our  ancient  writers  had  taken  tho  same  lauda- 
ble pains  to  inform  us  upon  that  head,  that  Gervase  of  TI1- 
bery  has  done.  Ot  Imp.  Dec  iiL  c.  61, 2.  He  mentions  two 
species  of  Demons  in  England,  which  I  do  not  recollect  to 
have  met  with  in  any  other  author.  The  first  are  those, 
quos  Oalli  Neptunos,  Angli  Portunos  nominanL  Of  the 
others  he  says—  Est  in  Anglid  quod  dam  damonvm genus* 
quod  suo  idiomate  Grant  nominant.  adinstar  pulli  equini 
anniculi,  tibiis  ertctum,  oculis  scintillantibus  Ac 

This  last  seems  to  have  been  a  Demon  sui  generis,  but 
the  Portunvs  appears  to  have  resembled  the  Gobelin,  as 
described  by  Orderic.  Vital.  1.  v.  p.  556.  Speaking  of  the 
miracles  of  St.  Taurinus  at  Evreux  in  Normandy,  he  says 
—Demon  enim,  quern  de  Diane  phano  expullt,  adhuc  in 
eadem  urbe  degit,  et  in  variis  frequenter  formis  apparent 
netninem  ledit.  Hunc  vulgus  Oobelinum  *  appellat,  et  per 
merita  Sancti  Taurini  ab  humans  lesione  ooercituxn  usque 
hodie  affirmat 

In  the  same  manner  Gervase  says  of  the  Portuni.  Id 
illls  insitum  est,  ut  obsequi  possint  et  obesse  non  possint 
ne  adds  indeed  an  exception.  Verum  unicum  quasi  modu- 
lum  nooendi  habent  Cum  enim  inter  ambiguas  noctis 
tenebras  Angli  solitarii  quandoque  equitant,  Portunus  non- 
nunquam  invisus  equitanti  se  oopulat,  et  cum  diutius 
comitatur  euntem,  tandem  loris  arreptis  equum  in  Iutum 
ad  manum  ducit,  in  quo  dum  infixus  volutatur,  Portunus 
exiens  caehinnumfacit,et  sic  hujuscemodi  ludibrio  huma- 
nam  simplicitatem  deridet — This  is  exactly  such  a  prank 
as  our  Hob,  or  Hop,  goblin  was  used  to  play.  See  the  Mid- 
summer Right's  Dream.  A.  2.  8.  1.  and  Drayton's  Nym- 
phidia  f. 

It  should  be  observed,  that  the  Portuni,  according  to 
Gervase,  were  of  the  true  Faery  size,  staturd  pusilli  dimi- 
dlum  poUicis  non  kabentes.  But  then  indeed  they  were 
senili  vultu,  facie  corrugatd.  In  Dec  i.  o.  18.  he  describes 
another  species  of  harmless  Demons,  called  Folleti.  Esprits 
Follets.FR.  Foletti.  Ital. 

The  Incubus  mentioned  below,  ver.  6462.  was  a  Faery  of 
not  quite  so  harmless  a  nature.  He  succeeded  to  the  ancient 
Fauni,  and  like  them  was  supposed  to  inflict  that  oppres- 
sion, which  goes  under  the  name  of  the  Ephialtes,  ot  Night- 
mare. Pliny  calls  the  Ephialtes  Faunorum  in  quiets 
ludibrla.  N.  II.  1.  25.  x.  The  Incubus  however,  as  Chaucer 
insinuates,  exerted  his  powers  for  love  as  well  as  for  hats* 
Gervas.  Tilber.  Dec.  I.  c.  17*  Vidimus  quosdam  Demonee 
tan  to  zelo  mulieres  amare  quod  ad  inaudita  prorumpunt 
ludibria,  et  cum  ad  concubitum  earum  accedunt  mira 
mole  eas  opprimunt,  nec  ab  aliis  videntur. 

Ver.  6457.  undermeles]  The  undermele,  i.  e.  undem- 
melt,  was  the  dinner  of  our  ancestors.  See  the  note  on 
ver.  8136. 

Ver.  6466.  came  riding  fro  river']  Or,  fro  the  river,  as  it 
is  in  some  MSS.  It  means  from  hawking  at  water-fowl. 
Fmissart,  v.  i.  c  140.  Lc  Comte  de  Flandres  estoit  tousjoura 
en  riviere— un  jour  advint  qu'il  alia  voller  en  la  riviere— *t 
getta  son  fauconnier  un  faucon  apres  le  heron,  et  le  Comte 
aussi  un— So  in  c.  210.  he  says,  that  Edward  IIL  had  with 
him  in  his  army— trente  fauoonniers  a  cbeval,  charges 

*  Oobelinum.  v.  Du  Cange.  Gloss.  Gr.  v.  KoCoKot. 
t  I  shall  here  correct  a  mistake  of  my  own  in  the  Dis- 
course &c.  n.  23.  1  hare  supposed  that  Shakespeare  might 
hare  followed  Drayton  in  his  Faery  system,  i  have  since 
observed  that  Don  Quixot,  which  was  not  published  till  IflHfi, 
is  cited  in  the  Nymphidia,  whereas  we  have  an  Edition  of  the 
Midsummer  Night's  Dream  in  1600.  So  that  Drayton  un- 
doubtedly followed  Shakespeare. 
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d'oiaeaux,  et  bien  soixante  oouples  de  forts  chiena  et 
autant  de  terriers :  dont  11  allolt,  chacun  jour,  ou  en  chace 
ou  en  riviere,  ainai  que  11  luy  plaisoit.  Sire  Thopas  is 
described  as  following  this  knightly  sport,  ver.  13665. 

lie  coude  hunte  at  the  wflde  dere, 
And  ride  on  hauking/w  the  rivere 
With  grey  goshauk  on  honde. 

Ver.  6710.  Ful  selde  up  risetb]  Dante,  Purg.  vIL  121. 
Bade  volte  riaurge  per  li  rami 
L'humana  probitate :  et  questo  vuole 
Quel  che  la  da,  perche  da  se  si  chiami. 

Ver.  6741.  For  gentillesse]  A  great  deal  of  this  reasoning 
Is  copied  from  Boethius  de  Consol.  1.  iii.  Pr.  6.  See  also 
R.  R.  8180.  &  seq. 

For  vUlanie  maketh  villeine, 

And  by  his  dedes  a  chorle  is  seine,  &c 

Ver.  6777.  Poverte  is  hateful  good]  In  this  commendation 
of  Poverty,  our  author  seems  plainly  to  have  had  in  view 
the  following  passage  of  a  fabulous  conference  between  the 
Emperour  Adrian  and  Secundus  the  philosopher,  reported 
by  Vincent  of  Beauvais,  Spec  Histor.  1.  x.  c  71.  Quid  est 
Paupcrtas  ?  Odibile  bonum ;  sanitatis  mater ;  remotio 
ourarum;  sapiential  repertrix /  negotium  sine  damno; 
possessio  absque  calumnia,-  sine  sollicitudine  felicftas. 
What  Vincent  has  there  published  appears  to  have  been 
extracted  from  a  larger  collection  of  Onoma  under  the 
name  of  Secundus,  which  are  still  extant  in  Greek  and 
Latin.  See  Fabric.  Bib.  Gr.  L  vt  c  x.  and  MS.  Hark  399. 
The  author  of  Pierce  Ploughman  has  quoted  and  para- 
phrased the  same  passage,  fol.  75. 

Ver.  6781.  elenge]  Strange  ;  probably  from  the  old  Fr. 
csioingnt.  So  in  the  Cuckow  and  Nightingale,  ver.  115. 

Thy  songes  ben  so  elenge  in  good  fay. 
And  in  P.  P.  fol.  3.  b. 

Where  the  cat  is  a  kiten,  the  court  is  full  elenge. 

See  also  fnL  46.  b.  [See  the  Gloss,  in  v.  Elenge.  Add.  note. 
Ed.  1798.] 

Ver.  6797-  For  filthe,  and  elde  also,  so]  Though  none  of 
the  MSS.  that  1  have  seen,  authorize  the  insertion  of  the 
second  so,  it  seems  absolutely  necessary. 

Ver.  6858.  auc  tori  tees]  Auctorilas  was  the  usual  word 
for  what  we  call  a  text  of  Scripture.  MS.  IlarL  106.  10. 
Expositio  auctoritatis,  Majus  gaudium  super  uno  pecca- 
tore.  Ibid.  21.  Expositio  auctoritatis,  Stetit  populus  de 
longe  Ac 

Ver.  6931.  the  nale]  the  Ale-house.  P.  P.  fol.  32.  b. 
And  than  sat  ten  some  and  songe  at  the  nale. 
Skinner  supposes  it  to  be  a  corruption  of  in  n-ale,  wh  ich  is  not 
impossible.  [See  the  Gloss,  in  v.  Nale.  Add.  note.  Ed. 1798.] 

Ver.  6959.  an  old  ribibe]  He  calls  her  below,  ver.  7155. 
an  olde  rebekke.  They  were  both  names  for  the  same 
musical  instrument.  See  Menage,  in.  v.  Rebec.  Ribeba,  in 
the  Decameron  Ix.  5.  is  rendered  by  Macon,  the  old  French 
translator,  Rebec  and  Guiteme.  Chaucer  uses  also  the 
diminutive  Ribible,  ver.  3331.  4395.  How  this  instrument 
came  to  be  put  for  an  old  woman,  I  cannot  guess,  unless 
perhaps  from  its  shrillness.  An  old  writer,  quoted  by  Du 
Cange,  in  v.  Haudoba,  has  the  following  lines  in  his  descrip- 
tion of  a  Concert. 

Quidam  rebeccam  arcuabant 
Muliebrem  vocem  conjiivjentes. 

Ver.  6990.  wariangles]  I  have  nothing  to  say  either  in 
|  refutation  or  support  of  Mr.  Speght's  explanation  of  this 
word — "  A  kind  of  birds  full  of  noise,  and  very  ravenous, 
preying  upon  others,  which  when  they  have  taken,  they 
uue  to  hang  upon  a  tborne  or  pricke,  and  teare  them  in 
peeces,  and  devour  them.  And  the  common  opinion  is, 
that  the  thorne,  whereupon  they  thus  fasten  them  and 
eat  them,  Is  afterward  poisonsome.  In  Staffordshire  and 
Shropshire  the  name  is  common."— except  that  Cotgrave, 
in  his  Fr.  Diet,  explains  Arneat  to  signify  The  ravenous 
bird  called  a  Shrike,  Nynmurder,  Warianghv—[8oe  the 
Gloss,  in  v.  Wariangles.  Add.  note,  Ed.  1798.] 


Ver.  7018.  to  bevy  or  to  bote]  We  have  nearly  the  same 
expression  in  Froiasart,  v.  L  c  229.  ne  laissoient  liens  a 
prendre,  sll  n'estoit  trvp  ehaud,  trap  froid,  ou  trap  ptsmat 

Ver.  7092.  As  to  the  Phitonesse  did  Samuel]  So  MS.  A 
The  Editt.  read, 

As  the  Phitonesse  did  to  Samuel— 

which  is  certainly  wrong.  See  1  Sam.  xxviiL  Our  an  that 
uses  Phitonesse  for  Pythonesse.  H.  F.  iii.  171*  And  to  dosi 
Gower,  Con/.  AmanU  fol.  140. 

The  Phitonesse  in  Samary.— 
Ver.  7145.  liard]  A  common  appellative  for  a  bona,  iron 
its  grey  colour,  as  bayard  was  from  bay.    Sea  before,  ver. 
4113.   P.  P.  fol.  92. 

He  lyght  do  wne  of  Horde  and  ladde  him  in  his  hand. 

Bp.  Douglas,  in  his  Virgil,  usually  puts  liart  for  albus, 
incanus,  &o. 

Ver.  7164.  thou  olde  very  trate]  So  MflS.  C.  1.  Ask.  1. 1 
and  Ed.  Ca.  2.  The  later  Editt  read  viritraU  in  one  word, 
j  We  may  suppose  trate  to  be  used  for  troL,  a  common  tens 
for  an  old  woman.  Kcysler,  Antlq.  Sept.  p.  503.  refers  it 
to  the  same  original  with  the  German  Drud,  or  Drwt; 
Saga. 

Ver.  7869.  And  now  hath  Sathanas,  smith  he]  So  MA 
C.  1.  Ask.  1.  2.  I  have  put  these  two  lines  in  a  parenthent 
ae  he  refers  to  the  narrator,  the  Sompnour. 

Ver.  7277*  A  twenty  thousand]  I  nave  added  A  for  tta  I 
sake  of  the  verse.    Chancer  frequently  prefixes  it  to 
Nouns  of  number.  See  ver.  10697. 

And  up  they  risen,  wd  a  ten  or  twelve. 
Ver.  7299.  To  trentals]  Un  trentel,  Fr.  was  a  service  of  j 
thirty  Masses,  which  were  usually  celebrated,  upon  m 
many  different  days,  for  the  dead.    Da  Cange,  in  t. 

Tkkntalr.  j 

Ver.  7327.  Askaunce  that  he  wolde  for  hem  preye]  Tot 
Glossary  interprets  ascaunce  to  mean  askew,  aside,  side-  I 
ways  ;  in  a  side  view  ;  upon  what  authority  I  know  not  I 
It  will  be  better  to  examine  the  other  passages  in  whieh 
the  same  word  occurs,  before  we  determine  the  sense  of  it 
See  ver.  16306.  | 

Ascaunce  that  craft  is  so  light  to  lere. 

Tro.i.285. 

Ascaunce,  lo !  is  this  not  wisely  spoken  ? 

Ibid.  292. 

Ascaunce,  what,  may  I  not  stonden  here? 
Lydg.  Trag.  fol.  136.  b. 

Ascaunce  I  am  of  manors  most  channgeable.  ■ 
In  the  first  and  last  instance,  as  well  as  in  the  text,  | 
ascaunce  seems  to  signify  simply  as  {f;  quasi.  In  the  two 
others  it  signifies  a  little  more ;  as  if  to  say.  This  latter 
signification  may  be  clearly  established  from  the  third  i 
line,  which  in  the  Italian  original  (Filostrato  di  Boccaccio. 
1.  i.)  stands  thus: 

Quasi  dicesse,  e  no  d  si  puo  stare? 

So  that  ascaunce  is  there  equivalent  to  quasi  dicesse  In 
Italian. 

As  to  the  Etymology  of  this  word  I  most  confess  myself 
more  at  a  loss.  I  observe  however  that  one  of  a  similar 
form  in  the  Teutonic  has  a  similar  signification.  Als- 
kacks;  Quasi,  quasi  vero.  Kilian.  Our  as  Is  the  same 
with  ait.  Tkut.  and  Sax.  It  is  only  a  further  corroptfca 
of  al  so.  Perhaps  therefore  ascaunce  may  have  been  origi- 
nally als-kansse.  Kansse  in  Tkut.  is  Chance  Fr.  and  Rao. 

I  will  just  add,  that  this  very  rare  phrase  was  also  need, 
as  I  suspect,  by  the  Author  of  the  Continuation  of  Ou 
Canterbury  Tales,  first  printed  by  Mr.  Urry.  ProL  ver.3fi. 

And  al  ascaunce  she  loved  him  wel,  she  toke  him  by  the  swot. 
It  is  printed  a  staunce. 

Ver.  7329.  A  Goddes  kichel]  « It  was  called  a  Goddes 
kichel,  because  Godfathers  and  Godmothers  used  earn* 
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•  one  of  them  to  their  Godchildren,  when 
»lessing."  Sp.  And  so  we  are  to  suppose  a 
>eny,  in  ver.  7331,  was  called  for  the  same 
Bat  this  is  all  gratis  dictum,  I  believe.  The 
•nch,  and  the  true  meaning  of  it  is  explained 
Monnoye  in  a  note  upon  the  ConUs  de  B.  D. 
p.  107.  Belle  serrure  de  Dieu]  Expression 
iple,  qui  raporte  pieusement  tout  a  Dieu. — 
is  commun  dans  la  bouche  dcs  bonnes  vieilles, 
ces  d'Hebralsmes :  II  m'en  coute  un  bel  ecu 
ne  me  reste  que  ce  pauvre  en/ant  de  Dieu  / 
%e  benite  aumdne  de  Dieu. 
ifty  yere]  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  8rmpbct«. 
ours  and  immunities  were  granted  by  the 
Benedict  to  those  Monks,  qui  quinquaginta 
ine  exegerant,  quos  annum  jubiUzum  exegitte 
1.  It  is  probable  that  some  similar  regulation 
he  other  Orders. 

nendiants]  In  MS.  A.  it  is  mendinants,  both 
low,  ver.  7494.  which  reading,  though  not 
inalogy,  is  perhaps  the  true  one,  as  1  find  the 
itly  so  spelled  in  the  Stat  12  R,  IL  c.  7,  8, 

loviniau]  Against  whom  St  Jeromo  wrote; 
the  supposed  Emperour  of  that  name  in  the 
arum,  c  lix.  whose  story  was  worked  up  into 
inder  the  title  of  Vorgueil  et  prdsomption  de 
tovinien — a  19  personages.  It  was  printed  at 
tvo.  sur  une  vieille  copie.  Du  Yerdier,  in  v. 
he  same  story  is  told  of  a  Robert  King  of 
old  English  poem.  MS.  Harl  1701.  Mr. 
riven  large  extracts  from  an  Oxford  MS.  as  I 
ie  same  poem.  Hist  of  Eng.  Po.  p.  184. 
f  ful  gret  reverence]  The  Editt.  have  changed 
tl ;  but  the  reading  of  the  MSS.  may  stand,  if 
>od  ironically. 

As  saith  Senek]  This  story  is  told  by  Seneca, 
xvi.  of  Co.  Pisa  It  is  also  told  of  an  Em- 
ius,  Gtsta  Romanorum,  cap.  cxL 
rous  Cambyses]  This  story  is  also  in  Seneca, 
It  differs  a  little  from  one  in  Herodotus,  L  iii. 
ingeth  Placebo"}  The  allusion  is  to  an  Anthem 
h  church,  from  Psalm  cxvi.  9.  which  in  the 
is  thus :  Placebo  Domino  in  regione  vivorum. 
tmplacent  brother  in  the  Merchant's  Tale  is 

<K 

the  river  of  Gisen]  It  is  called  Gyndes  in 
it  c.  xxL  and  in  Herodotus,  L  i. 
rhat  wimmen]  So  the  best  MSS.  agreeably  to 
ost  quoted.  The  Editt  have— 

"hat  men  might  ride  and  wade  &c 

iderile  tells  the  story  of  the  Euphrates  ;— 
it  he  had  sworn,  that  he  sholde  putte  tho 
:he  poynt  that  a  womman  myghte  wel  passe 
1  ten  castynge  of  of  hire  clothes."  p.  49. 
be  letter  of  our  sele]  There  is  a  letter  of  this 
rens»  8upp.  to  Dugd.  vol.  ii.  A  pp.  p.  370. 
iicatores,  Warwicc.  admittunt  Thomam  Can- 
em  ejus  Agnetem  ad  participationem  omnium 
'um  convents  rjusdem.  It  is  under  seal  of 
Jon.  Octob.  An.  Dom.  1347. 
rhe  remainder  of  this  tale  is  omitted  in  MSS. 
d.  0.  and  instead  of  it  they  give  us  the  fol- 
ind  impotent  conclusion. 

tad  nost  ellis  for  his  sermon 
among  his  brethren  when  he  cam  home, 
as  is  this  tale  idon. 
were  almost  att  the  toun. 

tiou  this  to  shew  what  liberties  some  Copyists 
1th  our  author. 

Were  newe  spoused]  It  has  been  observed  in 
>.  812.  that  Chaucer  frequently  omits  the  1 
oooun  before  his  Verbs.  The  instances  there  | 


cited  were  of  Personal  Pronouns.  In  this  line  and  some 
others,  which  I  shall  point  out  here,  the  Relatives  who  or 
which  are  omitted  in  the  same  manner.  See  ver.  7411. 
13035. 16049. 

Ter.  7910*  Lynyan]  or  Linian.  The  person  meant  was 
an  eminent  Lawyer,  and  made  a  great  noise,  as  we  say,  in 
his  time.  His  name  of  late  has  been  so  little  known,  that 
I  believe  nobody  has  been  angry  with  the  Editt  for  calling 
him  Livian.  There  is  some  account  of  him  in  Panzirolus, 
de  CI.  Leg.  Interpret  L  iii.  o.  xxv.  Joannes,  a  Lignano,  agri 
Mediolanensis  vico,  oriundus,  et  ob  id  Lignanus  dictus 
Ac.  One  of  his  works  entitled,  "  Tractatus  de  Bello,"  is 
extant  in  MS.  Reg.  13.  B.  ix.  He  compiled  it  at  Bologna 
in  the  year  1360. 

He  was  not  however  a  mere  Lawyer.  Chaucer  speaks  of 
him  as  excelling  also  in  Philosophic,  and  so  does  his  epi- 
taph, ap.  PanziroL  1.  c 


Gloria  Lignani,  titulo  decoratus  utroque, 

Legibus  et  sacro  Canone  dives  erat 
Alter  Aristo  teles,  Hippocras  erat  et 1 

The  only  specimen  of  his  Philosophy  that  I  have  met 
with  is  in  MS.  Harl.  1006.  It  is  an  Astrological  work, 
entitled,  "  Conclusions  Judicii  composite  per  Domnum 
Johannem  de  Lyviano  (1.  Lyniano)  super  coronacione 
Domni  Urban!  Pape  VI.  A.  D.  137a  xvm  April,  Ac.  cum 
Diagram  mate,"  He  also  supported  the  election  of  Urban 
as  a  Lawyer.  Panzirol.  1.  c.  et  Annal.  Eccles.  a  Raynaldo, 
torn.  xvii.  He  must  therefore  have  lived  at  least  to  1378, 
though  in  the  printed  epitaph  he  is  said  to  have  died  in 
1368,  xn  Febr. 

Yer.  7927.  To  Emelie  ward]  One  of  the  regions  of  Italy 
was  called  JSmilla,  from  the  Vta  JBmilia,  which  crossed 
it  from  Placentia  to  Rimini.  Placentia  stood  upon  the 
Po.  Pitiso.  Lex.  Ant  Rom.  in  v.  Via  JEuxua.  Petrarch's 
description  of  this  part  of  the  course  of  the  Po  is  a  little 
different  He  speaks  of  it  as  dividing  the  J£miUan  and 
Flaminian  regions  from  Yen  ice— JBmiliam  atque  Fla- 
miniam  Venetiamque  discriminates.  But  our  Author's 
Emelie  is  plainly  taken  from  him. 

As  the  following  Tale  is  almost  wholly  translated  from 
Petrarch,  (see  the  Discourse  Ac  §.  xx.)  it  would  be  endless 
to  cite  particular  passages  from  the  original,  especially  as 
it  is  printed  in  all  the  Editions  of  Petrarch's  works.  It  is 
there  entitled,  De  obedientid  et  fide  uxorid  Mythologia. 

Yer.  8136.  The  time  of  underne]  The  Glossary  explains 
this  rightly  to  mean  the  third  hour  of  the  day,  or  nine  of 
the  clock.  In  ver.  8857,  where  this  word  is  used  again,  the 
original  has— hora  tertia.  In  this  place  it  has— hora 
prandii.  From  whence  we  may  collect  that  in  Chaucer's 
time  the  third  hour,  or  underne,  was  the  usual  hour  of 
dinner. 

1  have  never  met  with  any  Etymology  of  this  word 
underne,  but  the  following  passage  might  lead  one  to  sus- 
pect that  it  had  some  reference  to  undernoon.  "  In  the 
town-book  belonging  to  the  Corporation  of  Stanford,  28  E. 
IY.  it  is  ordeyned,  that  no  person  opyn  ther  sack,  or  set 
ther  corn  to  sale  afore  Hour  of  Ten  of  the  Bell,  or  els  the 
Undernone  Bell  be  rongyn."  Peck's  Desid.  Cur.  vol.  i.  B. 
vi.  p.  36.  In  the  Islandic  Diet  Ondveme  is  rendered  Mane 
diei. 

Yer.  8258.  ful  of  nouches]  The  common  reading  is 
ouches  ;  but  I  have  retained  the  reading  of  the  best  3188. 
as  it  may  possibly  assist  somebody  to  discover  the  moaning 
of  the  word.  I  observe  too  that  it  is  so  written  in  the 
Inventor}'  of  the  effects  of  Henry  V.  Rot  Pari.  2  H.  VI. 
n.  31.  "  item  6  Broches  et  nouches  d'or  garnix  de  divers 
garnades  pote  31  <■  d'or  pris  35*. 

Yer.  8466.  of  Pavie]  When  the  text  of  this  tale  was 
printed,  I  had  not  sufficiently  adverted  to  the  reading  of 
the  best  MSS.  which  is  uniformly  Panik.  I  have  little 
doubt  that  it  should  be  Panik  both  here  and  below,  ver. 
8640.  8814.  as  in  Petrarch  the  Marquisses  sister  is  said  to 
be  married  to  the  Count  de  Panico.  In  Boocace  it  is  de 
Panago. 

Yer.  8614.  his  message]  His  messenger.  See  below,  ver. 
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NOTES  ON  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 


8823.  Menage  was  commonly  used  for  Messager  by  the 
French  Poets.   Du  Cange,  In  v.  Mbs&aqasius. 

Ver.  8915.  as  ye  nan  do  mo]  For,  me.  This  is  one  of  the 
most  licentious  corruptions  of  Orthography,  that  I  remem- 
ber to  have  observed  in  Chaucer.  All  that  can  be  said  in 
excuse  of  him  is  that  the  old  Poets  of  other  countries  have 
not  been  more  scrupulous.  Quadrio  has  a  long  chapter, 
L.  li.  Dint  iv.  cap.  iv.  upon  the  Licences  taken  by  the 
Italian  Poets,  and  especially  Dante,  the  most  licentious 
as  he  says,  of  them  all,  for  the  take  of  Rime.  As  long  a 
chapter  might  easily  be  filled  with  the  irregularities  which 
the  old  French  Poets  committed  for  the  same  reason.  It 
should  seem,  that,  while  Orthography  was  so  variable,  as 
it  was  in  all  the  living  European  languages  before  the 
invention  of  Printing,  the  Poets  thought  it  generally  ad- 
viseable  to  sacrifice  propriety  of  Spelling  to  exactness  of 
Riming.  Of  the  former  offence  there  were  but  few 
judges ;  the  latter  was  obvious  to  the  eye  of  every  reader. 

Ver.  9064.  Lest  Chichevaohe]  This  excellent  reading  is 
restored  upon  the  authority  of  the  best  MSS.  instead  of 
the  common  one,  Chechiface.  The  allusion  is  to  the  sub- 
ject of  an  old  Ballad,  which  Is  still  preserved  in  M8.  Ilarl. 
2251.  fol.  270.  b.  It  is  a  kind  of  Pageant,  in  which  two 
Beasts  are  introduced,  called  Bycorne  and  Chichcvache. 
The  first  is  supposed  to  feed  upon  obedient  husbands,  and 
the  other  upon  patient  wives :  and  the  humour  of  the 
piece  consists  in  representing  Bicome  as  pampered  with  a 
superfluity  of  food,  and  Chichcvache  as  half  starved. 

In  Stowe*s  Catalogue  of  Lydgate's  works,  at  the  end  of 
Bpeght's  Edit,  of  Chaucer,  there  is  one  entitled  "of 
two  monstrous  beasts  Bicorne  and  Chichefache."  It  is  not 
improbable  that  Lydgate  translated  the  Ballad  now  extant 
from  some  older  French  Poem,  to  which  Chaucer  alludes. 
The  name  of  Chichevache  is  French ;  Vacca  parca. 

Ver.  9080.  aventaille]  The  forepart  of  the  armour.  8k. 
He  deduces  it  from  avanL  But  ventaille  was  the  common 
name  for  that  aperture  in  a  close  helmet  through  which 
the  wearer  was  to  breathe,  Nicot,  in  v ;  so  that  perhaps 
aventaille  meant  originally  an  helmet  with  such  an  aper- 
ture ;  un  heaume  d  ventaille. 

Ver.  908a  and  wringe,  and  waille]  Beside  the  MSS.  C. 
1.  Ask.  1.  2.  and  others,  we  have  the  authority  of  both 
Crx ton's  Editt.  for  concluding  the  Clerkes  Tale  in  this 
manner.  I  say  nothing  of  the  two  Editt.  by  Pynson,  as 
they  are  more  copies  of  Caxton's  second.  But  I  must  not 
conceal  a  circumstance,  which  seems  to  contradict  the 
supposition  that  the  Merchant's  Prologue  followed 
immediately.  In  those  same  MSS.  the  following  Stanza  is 
interposed. 

This  worthy  Clerk  whan  ended  was  his  tale, 

Our  Hoste  saide  and  swore  by  cockes  bones, 

Me  were  lever  than  a  barrel  of  ale 

My  wif  at  home  had  herd  this  legend  ones  ; 

This  is  a  gentil  tale  for  the  nones, 

As  to  my  purpos.  wiste  ve  my  wille, 

But  thing  that  wol  not  be,  let  it  be  stffle. 

i        Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  genuineness  of  these 
|     lines,  they  can  at  best,  in  my  opinion,  be  considered  as  a 
i     fragment  of  an  unfinished  Prologue,  which  Chaucer  might 
once  have  intended  to  place  at  the  end  of  the  Clerkes  tale. 
When  he  determined  to  connect  that  tale  with  the  Mar- 
chant's  in  another  manner,  he  may  be  supposed,  notwith- 
standing, to  have  left  this  Stanza  for  the  present  uncan- 
|     celled  in  his  MS.   lie  has  made  use  of  the  thought,  and 
some  of  the  lines,  in  the  Prologue  which  connects  the 
I     Mt>nkfs  Tale  with  Me.libte,  ver.  13095—13900. 
|        The  two  additional  Stanzas,  which  were  first  printed  in 
Ed.  Crr.  from  MS.  F.  (II.  1.  in  Urry's  List)  and  which 
serve  to  introduce  the  Frunkelein's  tale  next  to  the 
Clerkes,  are  evidently.  I  think,  spurious.   They  arc  not 
found,  as  I  recollect,  in  any  MS.  except  that  cited  by  Mr. 
Urry  and  MS.  B.    If  thet-c  two  MSS.  were  of  much 
greater  ago  and  authority  than  they  really  are.  they  would 
weigh  but  little  in  opposition  to  the  number  and  character  of 
those  MSS.  in  which  these  Stanzas  are  wanting,  and  in 
which  the  Marcnant's  tale  stands  next  to  the  Clerkes. 
Another  proof  of  the  spuriousness  of  these  Stanzas  is, 


that  they  are  almost  entirely  made  up  of  lines  taken 
from  the  Prologue,  which  in  this  Edition,  upon  the 
authority  of  the  best  MSS.  is  prefixed  to  the  SquieresTsb. 
See  below,  ver.  10901. 

Ver.  9172.  Ne  take  no  wif]  What  follows  to  ver.  91» 
inch  is  taken  from  the  Liber  aureolus  Theophrasti  dt  \ 
nuptiis,  as  quoted  by  Hieronymus,  contra  Jovinfanum,  1 
and  from  thence  by  John  of  Salisbury,  Polycrat  L  viii.  c  | 
xi.   Quod  si  propter  dispensation**  domus,  el  lamgusris  \ 
solatia,  et  fugam  solitudinis,  ducunlur  uxores,  mrnlts 
melius  dispensat  servus  Jldeiis,  Ate,     Assidere  autem 
crgrotanti-  magis  possunt  amici   et  vernuUr  bentjUiis 
obligati  quam  ilia*  qua  nobis  imputet  lachrymas  suas,  Ac. 

Ver.  9180.  many  a  day]  After  this  verse  in  the  common 
Editt.  are  these  two, 

And  if  thou  take  to  thee  a  wife  untrew 
Full  oftentime  it  shall  thee  sore  rew. 

In  MSS.  A.  C.  and  B.  a.  they  stand  thus— 

And  if  thou  take  a  wif  be  wel  ywar 
Of  on      which  I  declare  ne  dar. 

In  MSS.  C.  1.  HA.  D.  thus—  i 

And  if  thou  take  a  wif  of  heye  lynage 
She  ahal  be  hauteyn  and  of  gret  cottage. 

In  MB.  B.  8.  thus— 

And  if  thou  take  a  wif  in  thin  age  olde 
Ful  lightly  mayst  thou  be  a  cokewokL 

In  MSS.  Ask.  1.  2.  E.  DL  B.  f  N.  c.  and  both  Caxtonl 
Editt.  they  are  entirely  omitted,  and  so  I  believe  they 
should  be.  If  any  one  of  these  couplets  should  be  allovei 
to  be  from  the  hand  of  Chaucer,  it  can  only  be  consideni 
as  the  opening  of  a  new  argument,  which  the  author,  far  j 
some  reason  or  other,  immediately  abandoned,  ts4 
consequently  would  have  cancelled,  if  he  had  lived  to  pas*  • 
lish  his  work. 

Ver.  9295.  Lo  how  that  Jacob]  The  name  instances  sn 

quoted  in  Melibeus,  p.  83. 

Ver.  9250.  As  saith  Senek]  In  Marg.  C.  1.  Sicut  nihil  sit 
su  peri  us  benigna  conjuge,  ita  nihil  est  crudelius  inferfs  | 
muliere.  Senoca.  '  ■ 

Ver.  9251.  as  Caton  biQ  L  e.  biddeth.  See  the  a  an  I 
ver.  187-  The  line  referred  to  is  quoted  in  Marg.  C  I. 

Uxoris  linguam,  si  frugi  est,  ferre  memento.  | 

It  is  in  L.  iii  Dist.  25. 

Ver.  9if-9.  If  thou  lovest  thyself  ]  The  allusion  i*  to 
Ephes.  v.  Cft.  Be  that  loveth  his  wife,  loveth  himself.  Tbc 
MSS.  read— If  thou  lovest  thyself  thou  lovest  thy  wif- 
which,  I  think,  is  certainly  wrong.  I  have  printed,  from 
conjecture  only— tore  Viou  thy  wif.  But  upon  reconsidsr* 
ing  the  passage,  I  think  it  may  be  brought  still  nearer  to 
the  Apostles  doctrine  by  writing— Thou  lovest  thyself,  if 
thou  lovest  thy  wif. 

Ver.  9298.  Wades  bote]  Fpon  this  Mr.  Speght  remarks 
as  follows :  "  Concerning  Wade  and  his  bote  called  Qntass* 
lot,  as  also  his  straunge  exploits  in  the  same,  because  the 
matter  is  long  and  fabulous,  I  pass  it  over." — TantsmM 
rem  tarn  negligentcr  t  Mr. Speght  probably  did  not  foresee, 
that  Posterity  would  bo  as  much  obliged  to  him  for  a  little 
of  th\s  fabulous  matter  concerning  Wade  and  his  bott,u 
for  the  gravest  of  his  annotations.  The  story  of  Wadt  is 
mentioned  again  by  our  author  in  his  Troll  us,  iii.  615. 

He  songe,  she  playede,  he  tolde  a  tale  of  Wade.  \ 

It  is  there  put  proverbially  for  any  romantic  history  ;  set  | 
the  allusion  in  the  present  passage  to  Wade*  bote  esa  , 
hardly  bt>  explained,  without  a  more  particular  knowledjs 
of  his  adwutures,  than  we  arc  now  likely  ever  to  attain- 
Ver.  9348.  disputison]    Disputation.    So  ver.  IKsf 
15244.   See  Grower,  Conf.  Am.  fol.  15.  b. 

In  great  desputeson  they  were. 

and  foL  150.  b.  151.  b. 


NOTES  ON  THE  CANTERBURY  TALES. 


103 


►         A  ehi  clatter]  So  MS.  A-  See  the  note  on  ver. 

•.  341  o.  a  man  It  wood)  In  MR  A*  rnoNnfrArfcwd'  ;  la 

.  9S&4*  Ne  be  Theodomas]  Till*  person  it  mentioned 
as  a  famous  trumpeKr  In  tbe  H-  of  F.  fiL  ]£fL  but 
what  authority  I  really  do  not  knew,  ]  should  sua- 
that  our  author  met  with  hiror  and  this  anecdote 
id  to*  Is  tome  Romantic  ffittory  of  Thebes, 
Is  prefixed  to  propei'  name*  emphatically,  ajcc*uding 

Of  Aire  PmTologJeand  Mm  Mercury. 

( Jtfa*.  As  that  she  bare  It]  As  this  line  is  not  only  hi 
I  beat  M3&  hut  also  In  Edit.  Cft.  %  it 
Hoary  that  the 
the  following. 

So  fresh  sho  wu  and  thereto  to  Heard 

SSjfl,  bi*  nervice  bedeth]  fVtfj'WWA.  So  thuj  word  la 
rod  In  another  passage,  tcr, 

Ix>r  how  this  thefe  ceqde  Mi  H-rvtcc  bed*  f 
I  1 1  sfit  ii  i I  u ,  tl  inl  fu  i  .7n-  /  tj  ■/;  i-,  f j 

■0  M  r.  B33fc 

false  of  holy  bewe}  I  hare  added  o/  from 
See  below.  ver.  )m  usdrr  Sew  Q/holints*c. 
.  vcrnage]  rVMtrfe  It iu   «  Credo  sic  diet  urn 

quad  J  r  j -  7.-.      ab  agro  Ftran'JiJn',  In 

i*timum  vi  hoe  Rcnerc  vinum  creaelt-"  Hui  the 
go,  whatever  may  have  been  tbe  reason  of  its  name* 
f  a  wine  of  Crate,  or  of  tbe  nel  abbourlng  eon- 
.  *,  It.  a  181  Be  l'isle  de  Candle  11  leur 
r  at  grenaehes  (r«  teniae  Atff) 
nt  servls  ot  confortex.  Our  author 
^  ver.  13000.  1.  joirjH  together  the  wines  of 
rfe  and  Frra^e  Malvasia  was  a  town  upon  the 
i  ooawt  of  the  More*,  near  the  site  of  the  ancient 
urus  LI  mem,  within  a  small  distance  from  Crete* 
9684*  Ban  CotistAnUne]  Dart,  a  corruption  of  JJrh«r- 
«a  a  title  of  honour  usually  (riven  to  Monke,  as  Dom 


Whether  (dial  1  tall  you  my  lord  Dan  John, 
Ot  Ikw  Thomas,  or  elles  Iktn  Albou  ? 

ottstsntiae,  according  to  Fabric*  BE  hi.  Med-  JEt.  I.  1. 
Ed.  Pat.  4to»  wrote  about  the  year  lu&O.  Hi*  work i, 


.11  ,  1536.  foL 

And  they  ban  don]  This  line  has  also  been 
it  of  the  later  Edict,  though  it  is  in  all  the  bent  MSA 
■  Edit-  Ca.  %■  To  supply  Its  place  the  following 


Tcr,  °09l'  and  the  four  linos  hare 
by  adding  son*  at  tbe  end  of 


)  H 


Let  voideu  all  this  hous  In  curtehv  wise  font* 

N»  hurt  bimnel  ven]  In  the  Periontw  TaU  wo 
"  Ood  wote,  a  man  may  slee 
If,  and  make  himself  dronken 

p.  166. 

*    In  ten  of  Taure]  The  greatest  number  of 
f*ro,  Hw„  fa*  or  Ift   But  the  time  given  \ftturt 
ver  07670  la  not  sufficient  i*  tbe  Moon  to 
id  degree  of  Taurus  Into  Cancer.   The  mean 
of  the  Moon  being  ~  13*.  If/.  33".  her  motion 
E*i        4?'-  or  not  quite  M  dejtrees  :  so  that, 
to  set  out  from  the  3d  of  ;  aurua,  she  would 
c  i me,  be  advanced  beyond  the  2Mb  degree  of 
let  out  from  tbe  Kith  degrc*  of  Taunw,  n*i 
the  text,  the  might  property  enough  be 


V-r,         a  dogge  ftir  the  bo  we]  a  dog  uu-d  rft  ihootfng. 

Sec  before,  vur.  f^&L 
Ver  £BW7.  eo  brenninpilv]  Vulg,  b»Pih7»r*.   MS&  Ask.  1, 
read,/™*%  t  which  it  probably  a  aloes  for  the  true 

word,  Inau^  Sec  before,  vcr.  156&  MS.  A-  reads, 

Vet.  9093  Per  as  good  W]  The  reading  in  the  test  la 
from  MB.  Ask.  L  MS.  A.  reads  thus- 

For  at  good  H  al  blind  deceived  be, 
t  should  not  dislike 

A(taa     _  Is  ■!  blind  deceived  to  to. 


What  sleEghte  It  tt,  thovgk  U  be  Idrig  and  hots. 
That  ^>ir  n'il  And  it  out  in  torn  rnaners? 

Ver.  J  01 04,  MTiioh  that  be  ravished  out  of  Ethna)  So  M6e 
A.  In  sfJitietither  M88,  Eikna,  by  a  man  if  eat  error  of  the 
copyist*  baa  been  changed  into  Pr<i4tryi»a.  The  paawge 
being  thus  msdec 


"  Echs  after  other  right  at  ony  tine." 

Ver.  I  AMI.  Among  a  thousand]  Eccleslastcs  HI  29. 
This  arguniont  it  treated  in  mueh  the  some  manner  in 
MeJltou**  p.  108—  IWA 

VeTn  101 M,  The  Romabj  gestee]  He  means  the  collection 
of  stories  enlled  Qetta  Romanfirum  j  of  which  I  once 
thought  to  say  a  few  words  here,  in  order  to  recommend  it 
to  a  little  more  attention  than  It  hat  hitherto  met  with 
from  those  who  have  written  upon  tbe  poetical  inventions 
of  the  middle  ages;  hut  at  many  of  the  rtories  in  that 
collection  are  taken  from  a  treatise  of  PVtrus  A I  ph  on  sua, 
lh  UUriitili  dliciplindi  an  older  .m.t  f*1  ill  more  f-  rgotten 
work.  1  Khali  reserve  what  I  have  to  offer  upon  this  sub- 
ject till  I  come  to  the  TaU  of  NtWxm,  p.  IA&  where 
Fitr*  Alphontc  Is  quoted. 

Ver,  mi7>  Qua  pullen]  After  this  verse,  the  Edltt  rex. 
cept  Ca.  S  and  Pyns.  Mj  hove  eight  others  of  tbe  lowest 
and  most  superfluous  ribaldry  that  can  well  be  oeahoeJved. 
It  would  be  a  mere  lo*t  of  time  to  argue  from  the  linos 
themselves,  that  they  were  not  written  by  Chaucer,  a»  w<j 
ban  this  short  and  decisive  reawm  for  rejecting  them,  that 
they  are  not  found  in  any  one  116.  of  authority*  They  are 
not  found  In  MSSL  A*  C.  1.  Ask.  I.  S.  HA-  Ik  C.  Th  C  l.hid. 
a ■  £■  y.  t  u  3.  Te  Ne  Ob.  In  MS&  B-  tie  L  W.  either  the 
wiiole  tale*  or  that  part  where  they  might  be  looked  for. 
Is  wanting-  The  only  tolerable  MJs  In  which  I  nave  area 
them  is  ft.  and  there  they  hare  been  added  in  the  margin, 
by  a  later  hand,  perhaps  not  older  than  Can  tone  first  Edit. 

Ver.  10*40.  Out  I  helpe «]  Two  lines,  which  fellow  this 
In  the  common  EdltL  are  omitted  for  the  reaaeas  stated 
In  the  note  upon  ver,  IttaUt?,  And  t  shall  take  tbe  some 
liberty,  upon  exactly  the  same  grounds,  with  four  more, 
which  ha vp  been  inserted  In  thoao  EditU  after  ver*  102504 

Ver,  Jhatl.  o  strooge  lady  store]  As  all  the  b^st  MBS. 
support  this  reading,  I  have  not  departed  from  It,  for  fear 
tfere  should  have  some  nigninoation  that  I  am  not  aware 
of,  bonis  MH&  have  -tfoicrfe  IfJi.  G*  tamrt.  Bdit*  Ca,  %, 
kort.   H6ra,  mcrttrix*  I 

Ver.  10M1. 
wilheut  1 

oddly  written  in  U£&  Ask.  I.  2 

Yaiaajjaraajvaouod  she. 
V,.r.  tOSSO.  It  hat  been  said  in  tho  Discourse  Ac,  f - 1 
that  this  new  Prologue  has  been  pretiaed  to  the  Bquitrci 
tale  ujnm  tht  authority  q/  the  be rf  They  are,  as 

follows;  A-  C,  i*  Ask,  1.  2.  HA.  D,  Bod.  a*      &  Tba 


Ye  mase.  yemosen]  Thr  final  n  has  been  added 
lority.  and  unncees&arily.   This  line  Is  very 


uu>tv  Dinn  suffii  Lent  to  luitwcigli  ihe  wutbufstiea  in  f 
of  the  other  Frologwe.  Edit*  Ca.  fc,  {though  it  hat  not  thfa 
Pndognel  ligreea  with  lha*  MSS.  m  placing  tl 
tale  it  fur  the  1' 

Vote 

a 
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tively;  to  wave,  to  relinquish  a  thing.  But  it  has  also  a 
neater  signification ;  to  depart as  here.  Bee  also  ver. 
4798.9357. 

Ver.  10312.  Bin  women  oonnen  utter]  MS.  A.  reads, 
oute but  others  hare  utter;  which  I  believe  is  right, 
though  I  confess  that  I  do  not  clearly  understand  the  pas- 
sage. The  phrase  has  occurred  before,  ver.  6103. 

With  danger  uttren  we  all  our  chqffarc. 

Ver.  10344.  Of  whiche  the  eldest  sone]  I  have  added  tone, 
for  the  sake  of  the  metre. 

Ver.  10364.  and  in  hit  mansion]  Hit  refers  to  Mars,  and 
not  to  the  Sun.  "  Aries  est  V exaltation  du  Soldi  ou  xU. 
degre.  et  si  est  Aries  maiaon  de  Man.**  Calend.  des  Berg. 
Sign.  I.  ult  Leo  was  the  Mansion  of  the  Sun.  Ibid.  Big. 
K.  1.  Aries  is  there  also  said  to  be  signs  chault  et  sec 

Ver.  10381.  strange  sewes]  A  sewer  was  an  officer  so 
called  from  his  placing  the  dishes  upon  the  table.  Atseovr, 
Fa.  from  eustoirt  to  place.  In  the  establishment  of  the 
King's  household  there  are  still  four  Gentlemen  Sewers. 
Sewes  here  seem  to  signify  dishes*  from  the  same  original ; 
as  assiette  in  Fa.  still  signifies  a  little  dish,  or  plate.  8ee 
Gower,  Con/.  Am.  fol.  115.  b. 

The  fleshe,  whan  it  was  so  to -he  we. 
She  taketh,  and  maketh  therof  a  sew — 

Ver.  10382.  heronsewes]  Heronctaux.  Fa.  according  to 
the  Glossary.  At  the  Intronization  of  Arch  bp.  Nevil,  6 
Edward  IV.  there  were  Heronshawes  iiii  C.  LeL  Collect 
vol.  vL  2.  At  another  feast  in  1630  we  read  of  "  18  Heron- 
toes,  every  one  12d."  Peck's  D.  C  vol.  ii.  12. 

Ver.  10509.  a  gen  til  Poileis  courser]  A  horse  of  Apulia, 
which  in  old  Fa.  was  usually  called  Poille.  The  horses  of 
that  country  were  much  esteemed.  MS.  Sod.  James  vi. 
142.  Richard,  Archbp.  of  Armagh,  in  the  xivth  Century, 
says  in  praise  of  our  Bt  Thomas,  "  quod  neo  mulus 
Hispanic,  nec  dextrarius  Apulia,  nee  repedo  ./Ethiopia?, 
nec  elephantus  Asia?,  neo  camelus  Syria?  hoc  asino  nostro 
AngHs?  aptior  sive  audentior  invenitur  ad  praslia."  He 
had  before  informed  his  audience,  that  Thomas,  Anglice, 
idem  est  quod  Thorn.  Asinus.  There  is  a  Patent  in  Rymer, 
2  E.  II.  De  dextrariis  in  Lumbardia  emendis. 

Ver.  10523.  the  Grekes  bora  Sin  on]  This  Is  rather  an 
awkward  expression  for — the  horse  of  Sinon  the  Greek  ; 
or,  as  we  might  say,  Sinon  the  Grrek't  horte. 

Ver.  10546.  Alhazen  and  Vitellon]  Alhazeni  et  Vitellonis 
Optica  are  extant,  printed  at  Basil,  1572.  The  first  is 
supposed  by  his  Editor  to  have  lived  about  A.  D.  1100,  and 
the  second  to  A.  D.  1270. 

Ver.  10561.  Canacces]  This  word  should  perhaps  have 
had  an  accent  on  the  first  e— Canacees,  to  shew  that  it  is 
to  be  pronounced  as  of  four  syllables.  So  also  below,  ver. 
10945. 

And  iwouneth  eft  in  Canacees  barme. 

Ver.  10570.  yknowen  it  so  feme]  Known  it  so  be/ore.  I 
take /erne  to  be  a  corruption  of  /orne  (foran,  Sax.).  So  in 
Tro.  v.  1 176.  /erne  pere  seems  to  sign  if  y /or  m«r  pears.  In 
P.  P.  foL  lxxx.  b./erne  ago  is  used  as  long  ago. 

Ver.  10583.  chambre  of  parements]  Chamhre  de  pare- 
ment,  is  translated  by  Cotgrave,  the  presence-chamber ; 
and  Lit  department,  a  bed  of  state.  Parements  originally 
signified  all  sorts  of  ornamental  furniture,  or  clothes, 
from  parer,  Fa.  to  adorn.  See  ver.  2503.  and  Leg.  of  G.  W. 
Dido,  ver.  lbl. 

To  dauncing  chambres,  ful  of  parementes, 
Of  riche  beddes  and  of  pavementes, 
This  Eneas  is  ledde  after  the  mete. 

The  Italians  have  the  same  expression.  1st.  d.  Cone. 
Trident.  1.  Hi.  II  Pontefice— ritornato  alia  camera  de' 
par  amen  ti  co'  Cardinal! — . 

Ver.  10587.  in  the  fish]  See  the  note  on  ver.  6284. 
Ver.  1066a  Til  that  wel  nigh]  That  has  been  added  for 
the  sake  of  the  metre.  We  might  read  with  some  MSB. 

TO  wel  nigh  the  day  began  for  to  spring. 


Ver.  10663.  That  mochel  drinke,  and  labour]  So 

1.  HA.  In  MS.  A.  it  is,  That  mirthe  and  labour.  It 

2.  That  a/ter  moche  labour.  In  several  other  M 
Editt  Ca.  1.  2.  That  moche  mete  and  labour.  M 
search  further,  I  apprehend,  for  the  true  reading. 

Ver.  10666.  bloud  in  domination]  V.  Lib.  Galen 
de  natura  Ac.  Ed.  Charter.  T.V  p.  327.  8anguiti  doi 
horis  septem  ab  hora  noctis  nona  ad  horam  diei  to 

Ver.  10742.  A  faucon  peregrine]  This  species  of 
is  thus  described  in  the  Tresor  de  Brunei  Latin,  1 
Des  Faucons.  MS.  Reg.  19-  C.  X.  "La  seooode  li 
/aucont,  qui  horn  apele  pelerine,  par  oe  que  nus  i 
son  ni.  ains  est  pris  autresi  come  en  pelerinage.  et  < 
legiers,  a  norrir,  et  mult  cortots,  et  vaillane,  et 
maniere."  Chaucer  adds,  that  this  Falcon  waa  of 
or  /remedy  lond  ;  from  %/oreign  country. 

Ver.  10749.  leden]  Language.  Sax.  a  corruption  c 
Dante  uses  Latino  in  the  same  sense.  Canx.  ]. 

E  cantine  gli  augelli 
Ciascuno  in  suo  latino. 

Ver.  10840.  crowned  malice]  The  reader  of  taste 
be  displeased,  I  trust,  at  my  having  received  this 
upon  the  authority  of  MS.  A.  only.  The  common 
is  cruel. 

Ver.  10921.  thilke  text]  Boethius,  1.  iiL  met  t, 

Repetunt  proprios  qucque  recunus, 
Redituque  suo  singula  gaudent — 

.  which  our  author  has  thus  translated :  M  All  thynj 
I  ayen  to  hir  propre  course,  and  all  thyngea  rejoyse 
■  retourninge  agayne  to  hir  nature.**  The  otnnpariso 

Bird  is  taken  from  the  same  place. 
I     Ver.  10958.  velouettes  blew]  Velvets*  from  the  Fi 

Velouette.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Villosa,  Vbixust 

Baintre,  t  Hi.  p.  664. 
I  will  just  add,  that  as  blew  was  the  colour  of  fr 

C.L.  ver.  248)  so  green  belonged  to  inconstancy.  H< 
,  Ballade  upon  an  inconstant  lady  (among  Stowe's  A 
I  to  Chaucer's  works,  p.  551.  Ed.  Urry),  the  burden  i 

|  Instede  of  blew  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 

!  Ver.  10962.  thise  tidifes]  The  tidife  is  mention 
.  inconstant  bird  in  the  Leg.  of  G.  W.  ver.  154. 

|  As  doth  the  tidi/lor  newefangelnesse. 

,  Skinner  supposes  it  to  be  the  Titmouse but  ho  i 
no  authority  for  his  supposition ;  nor  have  I  any  ti 
to  it 

Ver.  10963,  4.  are  transposed  from  the  order  t 
tbey  stand  in  all  the  Editt.  and  MSS.  that  I  ha 
Some  of  the  best  MSS.  however  read — And  pie* 
rather  countenances  the  transposition.  My  onlj 
for  such  a  liberty  must  be,  that  I  cannot  make  a 
sense  of  them  in  the  common  order. 

Ver.  10977, 8.  are  also  transposed ;  but  upon  the  at 
of  MSS.  A.  C.  1,  and,  I  believe,  some  others ;  thoug 
satisfied  of  the  certainty  of  the  emendation,  I  have 
to  take  a  note  of  their  concurrence.  Ed.  Ca.  2.  agrt 
those  MSS.  According  to  the  common  arrangem 
Cambuscan  is  to  inn  Theodora  to  his  wi/,  and  we 
told  what  is  to  be  the  object  of  Algarsif  *s  adventui 

Ver.  10981.  of  Camballo]  MS.  A.  read*  Caball 
that  is  not  my  only  reason  for  suspecting  a  mis 
this  name.  It  seems  clear  from  the  context,  t 
person  here  intended  is  not  a  brother,  but  a  t 
Canace, 

Who  fought  in  listes  with  the  brethren  two 
For  Canace,  or  that  he  might  hire  winne. 

The  brethren  two  are,  obviously,  the  two  bret 
Canace,  who  have  been  mentioned  above,  Algai 
Camballo.  In  MSS.  Ask.  1.  2.  it  is— hir  brelkn 
which  would  put  the  matter  out  of  all  doubt.  G 
coud  not  fight  with  himself. 

Again,  if  this  Camballo  be  supposed  to  be  the 
of  Canace,  and  to  fight  in  defence  of  her  with  to 
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to  might  be  sultan  to  her.  according  to 
on,  he  coud  not  properly  be  said  to  toinne  hia 
le  only  prevented  others  from  winning  her. 
i  therefore  of  the  unfinished  part  of  this  tale, 
ny  idea,  is  nearly  this ;  the  conclusion  of  the 
aucon, 

"  By  mediation  of  Camballus," 

>  of  the  Ring  ;  the  conquests  of  Cambusean  ; 
if  Theodora  by  Algarsif,  with  the  assistance 
f  trait ;  and  the  marriage  of  Canace  to  some 
ras  first  obliged  to  fight  for  her  with  her  two 
method  of  courtship  very  consonant  to  the 
nt  Chivalry. 

and  ther  I  left]  After  this  verse,  in  Ma  C. 
,  is  the  following  note :  M  Here  endeth  the 
as  meche  as  Chauoer  made."  The  two  lines, 
Bditt  and  some  MSS.  are  made  to  begin  a 
e  wanting  in  all  the  best  MSS. 

i  polio  whirleth  up  his  chare  so  hie 
that  the  god  Mercurius  house  the  slie." 

y  have  not  the  least  appearance  of  belonging 
I  should  guess  that  they  were  originally 
ome  vacant  reader  in  the  blank  space,  which 
left  at  the  end  of  this  tale,  and  afterwards 
is  Chaucer's,  by  some  copyist  of  more  dili- 
gacity. 

[n  faith,  Squier]  The  authorities  for  giving 
to  the  Frankelein,  and  for  placing  his  tale 
luieres.  are  MSS.  A.  Ask.  1.  2.  UA.  Bod.  a.  y. 
lere  is  a  blank  of  near  two  pages  at  the  end  of 
ale,  but  the  Frankelein 's  tale  follows,  begin- 
1066.  This  arrangement  isalso  supported  by 
ir  the  rest,  see  the  Discourse,  Ac.  §.  xxv. 
Thise  olde  gentil  Bretons]  Of  the  collection 
ft  by  Marie  something  has  been  said  in  the 
n.  24.  I  will  here  only  quote  a  few  passages 
ilection,  to  anew  how  exactly  Chaucer  and 
heir  manner  of  speaking  of  the  Armorican 
ay  of  Elidut  concludes  thus:  MS.  HarL  978. 

De  raventure  de  ces  treis 
Li  auntien  Bretun  curteis 
Pirent  li  lai  pur  remembrer, 
Qe  hum  nel  deust  pas  oblier. 

tiguemar  thus :  fol.  146. 

De  cest  cunte.  ke  oi  avex, 
Fu  Guiguemar  le  lai  troves, 
QTmm  fait  en  harpe  e  en  rote, 
Dont  est  a  oir  la  note. 

evrefoil  begins  fol.  17 1. 

Asez  me  plest,  e  bien  le  vofl, 
l>u  lai  qe  hum  nume  chevrefoil 
QTa  verite  vus  encunt, 
Pur  quoi  il  fu  fet  e  dunt. 
Plusun  le  me  unt  cunte  e  dit, 
E  Jeo  l'ai  trove  en  etcrit, 
De  Tristram  e  de  la  reine, 
De  lur  amur  qui  tant  fu  fine, 
Dunt  il  eurent  meinte  dolur, 
Puis  mururent  en  un  Jur. 

icular  Chaucer  goes  further,  as  1  remember, 
rhen  he  says,  that  these  Lays  were 

imeyed  in  hir  firste  Breton  tonge," 

understood  to  mean  written  in  Rime.  But 
ell  signify  only  versified.  Indeed  the  Editor 
naire  de  la  langue  Bretonne  by  Dora  Pel  letter 
bt,  whether  the  Armorican  language  be 
ly  sort  of  poetical  harmony.  "  Nous  ne 
e  nos  Bretons  Armoricains  ayent  cultivee  la 
langue  telle  qulls  la  parlent,  ne  parol t  pas 
sr  a  la  mesure,  a  la  douceur  et  a  la  harmonie 
f.  p.  ix.  A  strange  doubt  in  him,  who  might 
1  the  Dictionary,  which  he  has  nblished, 
m  two  Armorican  poems,  vis.  let  prophet iet 
wad  to  destruction  de  Jerusalem,  both  in 


Rime.  See  Arabat.  BagaU  And  he  himself  speaks  in  the 
same  preface,  p.  viiL  of  la  vie  de  8.  Gtcenole",  premier  Abbi 
de  Landevenec,  ierite  en  vert.  The  oldest  MS.  however 
now  known  in  the  language,  according  to  his  account,  it 
that  containing  let  prophetiet  de  Owinglajf,  written  in  1450. 

Ter.  lllia  Not  fer  fro  Penmark]  The  best  MSS.  have 
blundered  in  this  name.  They  write  it  Pedmark.  But 
MSS.  Bod.  a.  c.  and  Ed.  Ca.  S.  have  it  right— Penmark. 
The  later  Editt.  have  changed  it  ridiculously  enough  into 
Denmark. 

Penmark  is  placed  in  the  maps  upon  the  western  coast 
of  Bretagne  between  Brest  and  Port  L'Orient  Walsing- 
ham  mentions  a  descent  of  the  English  in  1403,  apud 
Penarch  (r.  Penmarch)  p.  369.  See  Lobineau,  H.  de  Bret, 
fc.  i.  p.  603.  In  the  same  history,  de  Penmarc  occurs  very 
frequently  as  a  family-name.  The  etymology  of  the  word, 
from  Pen  (caput,  mont)  and  Mark  (limet,  regio)  is  evi- 
dently British. 

Ver.  1 1 12a  Cairrud]  This  word  is  also  of  British  original, 
signifying  the  Red  dtp  ;  as  Cair  guent  in  this  island  signi- 
fied the  White  city.  Arviragua  is  a  known  British  name 
from  the  time  of  Juvenal. 

Ver.  11127.  Dorigene]  Droguen,  or  Dorguen,  was  the 
name  of  the  wife  of  Alain  L  Lobineau,  t.  L  p.  70.  See 
also  the  index  to  t.  il. 

Ter.  1125a  Aurelius]  This  name,  though  of  Roman 
original,  was  common,  we  may  presume,  among  the 
Britons.  One  of  the  princes  mentioned  by  Gildas  was 
called  Aureliut  Conanut.  Another  British  king  is  named 
Aureliut  Ambrotiut  by  Geffrey  of  Monmouth.  It  may  be 
remarked  of  this  last  author,  that  although  he  has  not 
paid  the  least  regard  to  truth  in  his  narration  of  facts,  he 
has  been  very  attentive  to  probability  in  his  names  both 
of  persons  and  places. 

Ver.  11262.  as  doth  a  furle  in  helle]  It  is  "a  fire,"  in 
MSS.  C.  1.  Ask.  1.  2.  HA.  which,  perhaps,  ought  to  have 
been  followed :  though  I  cannot  say  that  I  well  understand 
either  of  the  readings.  Fury  and  fuyr  have  been  oon- 
founded  before,  ver.  2686. 

Ver.  11317-  Is  ther  non  other  grace]  I  have  inserted 
these  two  lines  in  this  place  upon  the  authority  of  MS.  A. 
supported  by  MSS.  E.  Bod.  (.  They  have  usually  been 
placed  after  ver.  11310. 

Ver.  11422.  Pamphilus  for  Galathee]  Mr.  Urry,  misled 
by  his  classical  learning,  has  altered  this  mobt  licen- 
tiously— 

"  Than  Polyphemus  did  for  Galathee." 
But  the  allusion  is  plainly  to  the  first  lines  of  u  Latin 
Poem,  which  was  very  popular  in  the  time  of  Chaucer, 
in  which  one  Pamphilus  gives  a  history  of  his  amour  with 
Galatea. 

The  poem  begins  thus :  MS.  Cotton.  Titus  A.  xx. 

Liber  PamphUi. 
Vulneror  et  clausum  porto  sub  pectore  telum, 

Crescit  et  assidue  plaga  dolorque  mini. 
Et  ferientis  adhuc  non  audeo  dicere  nomen, 

Nec  sinit  aspectus  plaga  videre  suos. 

This  poem,  by  the  name  of  Pamphilus,  is  quoted  in  our 
author's  Melibeus,  p.  1 16.  It  is  extant  in  MS.  in  many 
libraries,  and  it  has  altto  been  printed  more  than  once. 
Leyser.  Hist.  Poet.  Medii  jEvi,  p.  2071.  (1171.)  CataL  Gaignat. 
n.  2233,  2234. 

Ver.  11453.  tregetoures]  The  profession  of  a  Joculatoror 
Juggler,  was  anciently  very  comprehensive,  as  appears 
from  this  passage  of  the  Breviari  d'  Amort.  See  the  Dis- 
course Ac.  n.  25. 

Altressi  pecean  lijoglar, 

Que  ssabo  cantar  e  balar, 

E  ssabo  tocar  est  rumens, 

O  ssabon  encantar  las  gens, 

O  fiar  autra  joglayria— 

In  the  time  of  Chaucer,  the  persons  who  exercised  the 
first  mentioned  branches  of  the  art  were  called,  generally 
Minstrels ;  and  the  name  of  Jogelour  was,  in  a  manner, 
appropriated  to  those,  who,  by  sleight  of  hand  and 
o  2 
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machines,  produced  such  Illusions  of  the  sense*  as  are 
usually  supposed  to  be  effected  by  enchantment:  see 
above,  ver.  7049.  This  species  of  Jog  clour  is  here  called  a 
Tregetour.  They  are  joined  together  in  company  with 
Magicians.  H.  of  F.  iii.  169. 

Thersaw  I  playing  Jogelourt, 
Magicimt  and  Trapetours, 
And  Phiton  esses,  Channeresses— 
And  Clerkes  eke  which  connewel 
All  this  magike  natureU.  

8ee  also  the  following  ver.  187—191. 

If  we  compare  the  feats  of  the  Tregetours,  as  described 
In  this  passage,  with  those  which  are  afterwards  per- 
formed by  the  Clerkes  magike,  for  the  entertainment  of 
his  guests,  ver.  11501—11519,  we  shall  find  them  very 
similar ;  and  they  may  both  be  Illustrated  by  the  fol- 
lowing account  which  Sir  John  Mandevile  has  given  of 
the  exhibitions  before  the  Orete  Chan.  •*  And  than  comen 
Jogulours  and  Enchantoures,  that  don  many  marvaylles  : 
for  they  tnaken  to  come  in  the  ayr  the  Sonne  and  the 
Mono,  be  seminge,  to  every  mannes  sight.  And  after  they 
maken  the  nyght  so  derk,  that  no  man  may  see  no  thing. 
And  aftre  they  maken  the  day  to  come  ayen  fair  and 
plesant  with  bright  Sonne  to  every  mannes  sight.  And 
than  they  bringcn  in  daunees  of  the  fairest  damyselles  of 
the  world  and  richest  arrayed.  And  aftre  they  maken  to 
oomen  in  other  damyselles,  bringinge  coupes  of  gold,  fulle 
of  mylk  of  dyverse  bestes,  and  yeven  drynke  to  lordes  and 
to  ladyes.  And  than  they  make  Knyghtes  to  Jovsten  in 
arm  as  fnlle  lustyly ;  and  they  rennen  togidre  a  gret  ran- 
doum ;  and  they  frasschen  togidere  fulle  fiercely ;  and  they 
breken  here  speres  so  rudely,  that  the  tronohouns  flen  in 
sprotes  and  peces  alle  about©  the  Halle.  And  than  they 
make  to  come  In  huntyng  for  the  Hert  and  for  the  Boor, 
with  houndes  renning  with  open  mouthe.  And  many 
other  thlnges  they  don  be  craft  of  hir  enchauntementes, 
that  it  is  raarveyle  for  to  see.  And  suche  plnyes  of  despoil 
they  make,  ti  I  the  taking  up  of  the  Doordes."  Mand.  Trav. 
p.  285, 6.  See  also  p.  961.  "and  wher  it  be  by  craft  or  by 
nygromancye,  1  wot  nere.** 

The  Glossary  derives  Tregetour  from  the  Barb.  Lat. 
Tricator  ;  but  the  derivatives  of  that  family  are  tricheur, 
tricherie,  triek,  Ac.  Nor  can  I  find  the  word  Tregetour  in 
any  language  but  our  own.  It  seems  clearly  to  be  formed 
from  treget,  which  in  frequently  used  by  Chaucer  for 
deceit,  imposture.  R.  R.  6267-  6312. 6825.  and  so  is  tregetry, 
ibid.  6374.  &T82.  From  whence  treget  itself  may  have  been 
derived  is  more  difficult  to  say;  but  I  observe,  that 
trebuchet,  the  French  name  for  a  military  engine,  is  called 
by  Chaucer  trepeget.  R.  R,  6279.  and  by  Knighton.  2672. 
trepget ;  and  that  this  same  word  trebuchet,  in  French, 
signified  also  a  machine  for  catching  birdt.  Du  Cange,  in 
v.  Trbpobt.  Hinc  appellatio  mansit  apud  nos  instru- 
ments, aut  machinulis,  suspensis  et  lapsilibus,  ad  captan- 
das  aviculas.  Has  enim  etiamnum  trebuchete  appellamus. 
Muratori,  in  his  Antiq.  Med.  M.  Diss.  xxvi.  p.  473,  informs 
us,  that  traboccheUo,  or  trabocchetto,  in  Italian  (which  he 
explains  to  be  the  same  as  trebuchet  in  French)  signified 
also  another  instrument  of  fraud,  which  he  describes 
thus :  Saeculis  Italia:  turbatissimis— in  usu  fuere  teterrima 
insidiarum  loca,  id  est,  in  cubiculis  pavimentum  perfora- 
tum, ac  linea  tabula  (Riballa  appellabant)  ita  caute  co- 
opertum,  ut  qui  improvide  alteram  tabulae  partem  pedibus 
premeret,  cedente  ipsa  in  Ima  rueret.  This  was  clearly  a 
species  of  trap  door.  The  reader  will  judge  whether  the 
Tregetour  may  not  possibly  have  been  so  called  from  his 
frequent  use  of  these  insidious  machines  in  his  operations. 

That  a  great  deal  of  machinery  was  requisite  to  produce 
the  apparences,  or  illusions,  enumerated  by  Chaucer  in 
this  passage,  is  very  certain  ;  but  not  long  after  the  art  of 
a  Tregetour  seems  to  have  been  reduced  to  that  of  a 
modern  Juggler,  mere  sleight  of  hand.  In  Lydgate's 
translation  of  The  Dance  of  Macabre,  MS.  HarL  116.  he 
has  introduced  a  Tregitour  speaking  thus : 

What  may  avafle  mankynde  [f.  magike]  naturale, 
Or  any  crafte  shewed  by  apparence, 
Or  course  of  sterres  above  celestiale, 
Or  of  heven  all  the  influence, 


Ayenst  deth  to  stand  at  defence  ? 

Lygardt  de  mapne  now  helpith  me  right  nought. 

Farewell  my  craft  and  all  such  sapience. 

For  deth  hath  more  maistries  than  I  have  wrought 

He  has  also  the  following  speech  of  Death  to  a  fanea 

Tregitour  .- 

Mairter  John  Rykell,  somtime  Tregitour 

<  f  »o><  e  Henri  kinge  of  Englelond, 

And  of  France  the  mighty  conquerour. 

For  all  the  slelghtes  and  turnyng  of  thyne  honde, 

Thou  must  come  nere  this  dance  to  understonde : 

Nought  may  avail  all  thy  conclusions. 

For  deth  shortly,  n other  on  see  nor  londe, 

Is  not  dysceyved  by  noon  illusions. 

Ver.  1 1567-  And  nowel  crieth]  Noil,  In  French,  b  de- 
rived from  Nat  alii,  and  signified  originally  a  cry  of  joy  st 
Christmas,  lejour  natal  de  notre  Seigneur.  Menage  in  v. 
Nouax.  It  was  afterwards  the  usual  cry  of  the  people 
upon  all  occasions  of  joy  and  festivity.  Hist,  de  Chsrlei 
VII.  par  Chartier,  p.  &  at  the  proclamation  of  Henry  VL 
f ut  cril  sur  la  fosse  de  son  pare  a  haute  voix,  Vive  le  Roy 
Henry.  Roy  de  France  et  d'Angleterre ;  et  aveo  eels  fat 
crie  Noil,  des  assistans,  oonfortana  leadita  Anglois. 

Ver.  11585.  His  tables  Toletanes]  The  Astronomical 
Tables,  composed  by  order  of  Alphnnso  X,  king  of  Castile, 
about  the  middle  of  the  xmth  Century,  were  called  m» 
times  Tabula  Toltlarux,  from  their  being  adapted  to  tbt 
city  of  Toledo.  There  Is  a  very  elegant  copy  of  then  n 
MS.  Hart.  3647.  I  am  not  sufficiently  skilled  in  the  ancient 
Astronomy  to  add  any  thing  to  the  explanation  of  ths 
following  technical  terms,  drawn  chiefly  from  those  tables, 
which  has  been  given  in  the  Addit  to  Gloss.  TJrr.  v.  Kx- 

PANS  VBBB8,  p.  81. 

Ver.  11679.  thise  stories  here  witness*)  They  sit  ill 
taken  from  Uieronymus contra  Jovinlanum, LLa& 

Ver.  11766.  To  alle  wives]  After  this  Tern  the  two  M 
lowing  are  found  in  several  M8S. 

The  same  thing  I  say  of  Bflia, 
Of  Rhodogone  and  of  Valeria. 

But  as  they  are  wanting  in  MSB.  A.  C.  1.  Ask-  1.  t  HA. 
I  was  not  unwilling  to  leave  them  out. 

Ver.  11802.  She  n'oldc]  After  this  verse   Ed.  Ca.  1  dm 
the  six  following : 

Peraventure  an  hope  of  you  I  wis 
Will  holden  him  a  lewed  man  in  this. 
That  he  woll  put  his  wife  in  jeopardie. 
Herkneth  the  tale,  er  ye  upon  him  crie. 
She  may  have  better  fortune  than  you  semeth ; 
And  whan  that  ye  ban  herde  the  tale  demeth. 

These  lines  are  more  In  the  style  and  manner  of  Chanosr 
than  interpolations  generally  are ;  but  as  I  do  not  remem- 
ber to  have  found  them  in  any  MS.  I  coud  not  receive  them 
into  the  text  I  think  too,  that,  if  they  were  written  by 
him,  he  would  probably,  upon  more  mature  ooosideratkm. 
have  suppressed  them,  as  unnecessarily  anticipating  tbs 
catastrophe  of  the  tale. 

Ver.  11807.  As  she  was  boun"]  Read*.  This  old  word  b 
restored  from  MSB.  A.  Ask.  1.2.  See  P.  L.  p.  256. 291. 

Ver.  11926.  Which  was  the  moste  free]  The  same  ques- 
tion is  stated  in  the  conclusion  of  Boccace's  Tale.  Philoc. 
1.  v.  Dubitasi  ora  qual  di  costoro  fusee  maggtor  liberslit* 
<kc-  The  Queen  determines  in  favour  of  the  husband. 

Ver.  11929.  Ye,  let  that  passen]  I  have  said  all  that  I 
have  to  say,  in  favour  of  this  Prologue  to  the  Doctour*s 
tale,  in  the  Discourse  etc.  $.  xxvill.  It  is  only  found  in 
MS.  A.  In  M8S.  C.  1.  HA.  the  following  note  is  at  the  end 
of  the  Frankelein's  tale:  "Here  en  deth  the  Fr.  T.  and 
biginneth  the  Phisiciens  tale  without  a  Prologe." 

Ver.  11993.  For  wine  and  youthe]  The  context,  I  think, 
requires  that  we  should  read. 

For  wine  and  tloulhe  don  Venus  encreee. 

He  Is  giving  the  reason,  why  she  avoided  Slogmrdie,  and 
did  not  permit  Bacchus  to  have  maistrie  of  hire  month ; 
because  wine  and  slouthe  encreaee  the  amorous  inrinis 


NOTES  ON  THE  CANTERBURY  TALE8. 


197 


1  and  grese  do  fire.  I  can  make  no  tense  of 
unsgkte,  as  some  MSS.  read. 
.  The  doctour]  Over  against  this  line  in  the 
MS.  C  1.  is  written  "  August  in  us which 
ppose,  that  this  description  of  Envy  is  taken 
tin.  But  I  doubt  whether  Chaucer  meant  to 
Saint  by  the  title  of  Tbe  doctour.    It  rather 
on  idle  parenthesis  like  that,  ver.  7269. 
.  a  cherl]  So  the  best  MSS.  and  Ed.  Ca,  2.  The 
litt  have  clicnL  In  the  Horn,  de  la  R.  where 
s  told,  ver.  5815—5894,  Claudius  is  called  Ser- 
tius :  and  accordingly  Chaucer  a  little  lower, 
alls  him  "  servant — unto— A  ppius." 
iscourse  Ac.  $.  xxtx.  I  forgot  to  mention  the 
Rose  as  one  of  the  sources  of  this  tale ;  though, 
nation,  I  find  that  our  author  has  drawn  more 
',  than  from  either  Gower  or  Livy. 
.  For  love]  Rom.  de  la  R.  5871. 

Car  par  amour  et  sans  haJne 
A  »  belle  fille  Virgine 
Tantost  a  la  teste  couple, 
Et  puis  au  Juge  presentee 
Devant  tous  en  plain  Consistoire, 
Et  1e  Juge,  selon  lliystoire, 
Le  commands  tantost  a  prendre 

.  19190—3.  The  speeches  of  Virginius  and  his 
b  of  Chaucer's  own  Invention. 
.  8eeP.L.18. 

.  Of  bothe  yeftes]  This  line  Is  restored  from 
I  A.  It  had  been  supplied  In  the  common 
e  following : 

tit  hereof  wol  I  not  proceed  as  now. 

.  a  pitnus  tale]  This  is  the  reading  of  two  good 
1  HA.  but  I  believe  it  to  be  a  gloss.  The  other 
tme/ul,  which  is  near  the  truth.  It  should  be 
uroe,  Sax.  signifies  miter.  Hence  earmelice, 
r.  Sax.  65.  earmthe,  miteria,  ibid.  141.  And  a 
ver.  12346,  to  erme  is  used  for  to  grieve  as  the 
n  is,  Chr.  Sax.  188.  14. 

.  thy  Jordanes]  This  word  is  In  Walsingham, 
t  oils,  qua*  Jordanes  vocatnus,  ad  ejus  collum 
'  This  is  part  of  the  punishment  of  a  pre- 
tieus  et  astro! opus,  who  had  deceived  the 
i  false  prediction.  Hollinshed  calls  them  ttco 

p.  44a 

.  Thin  ypocras]  Ypocrat,  or  Hippocras,  and 
>ould  both  have  been  printed,  as  proper 
great  initial  letters.    See  the  note  on  ver. 

.  Said  I  not  wel  ?]  All  the  best  MSS.  agree  in 
phrase  to  the  Host  in  this  place.  It  must 
I  the  similar  phrase,  said  I  well  9  which  occurs 
y  in  the  mouth  of  Shakespeare's  Host  of  the 
1  may  be  sufficient,  with  the  other  circum- 
sneral  resemblance,  to  make  us  believe,  that 
,  when  he  drew  that  character,  had  not  for- 


.  To  saffron]  So  MS.  A.  and  Ed.  Ca.  2.  I  have 
to  the  common  reading  savor,  as  more  expres- 
ss  likely  to  have  been  a  gloss.  Saffron  was 
colour  as  well  as  flavour, 
ines  are  thus  read  in  MSS.  C.  1.  Ask.  I.  2.  HA. 

every  village  and  in  every  toun, 
is  is  my  teme,  and  shal  and  ever  was  ; 
dix  malorum  est  eupiditas. 
Fhan  shew  I  forth,  &c 

•  I  ought  to  have  followed  them. 

.  Fasting  ydrinken]  The  prepositive  particle 

dded  for  the  sake  of  the  metre. 

.  gon  a  blake  beried]  So  all  the  MSS.  I  think, 

2.  which  reads  "on  blake  be  ryed."  Skinner 

iketeried  to  mean  in  nigras  el  inauspieatas 

is.  I  really  cannot  guess  what  it  means 


Ver.  12341.  For  certes]  See  R.  R.  ver.  5763. 

For  oft  gode  predicadoun 
Cometh  of  evil  entencioun. 

Ver.  12409.  Hem  thought  the  Jewes]  The  same  thought 
Is  repeated  in  the  Persones  Tale,  p.  150. 

Ver.  12411.  tombesteres]  Women-dancers,  from  the  Sax. 
lumban,  to  dance.  He  uses  the  word  again  in  the  Test,  of 
L.  B.  2.  The  Editt.  read  tomblesleres  ;  which  is  a  later 
word,  formed,  like  our  tumbler,  from  tumbelan,  the  fre- 
quentative of  tumban. 

With  respect  to  the  termination  in  ttere,  see  the  note  on 
ver.  2019.  and  in  the  next  line  fruitesteres  are  to  be  under- 
stood to  he  female  sellers  offruiL 

Ver.  12417.  The  holy  writ]  In  marg.  C  I.  Nolite  inebriarf 
vino,  in  quo  est  luxuria. 

Ver.  12426.  Seneca]  Perhaps  he  refers  to  Eptst  Lxxxm. 
Extende  in  plures  dies  ilium  ebrii  habitum  :  nunqnid  de 
furore  dubitabis  ?  nunc  quoque  non  est  minor  sed  brevior. 

Ver.  12442.  For  while  that  Adam]  At  this  line,  the 
margin  of  MS.  C.  1.  quotes  Hieronym.  o.  Jovinian.  Quam 
diu  jejuna  vit  Adam  in  Paradiso  fuit.  Comedit  et  eject  us 
est.  Statim  duxit  uxorem. 

Ver.  12456.  Mete  unto  wombe]  In  marg.  C  1.  Earn 
ventri,  Ac 

Ver.  12463.  The  Apostle  saith]  Philippians,  ill.  18. 

Ver.  124G8.  stinking  is  thy  cod]  So  MS.  C.  Or  wo  may 
read  with  MS.  B.  5.  o/oult  stinking  cod. 

Ver.  12471.  to  find]  to  supply.  So  ver.  14835. 
She/ound  hireself  and  eke  hire  doughtren  two. 
See  also  P.  P.  foL  lxxx. 

For  a  frend,  tbsAJlndeth  him,  faileth  him  never  at  nede. 

Ver.  12473.  V.  D'Artigny.  Vol.  vi.  p.  399. 

Ver.  12497-  the  white  wine  of  Lepe]  According  to  the 
Geographers,  Lepe  was  not  far  from  Cadiz.  This  wine,  of 
whatever  sort  it  may  have  been,  was  probably  much 
stronger  than  the  Gascon  wines,  usually  drunk  in  England. 
La  Rochelle  and  Bourdeaux,  ver.  12505,  the  two  chief 
ports  of  Gascony,  were  both,  in  Chaucer's  time,  part  of 
the  English  dominions. 

Spanish  wines  might  also  be  more  alluring  upon  account 
of  their  greater  rarity.  Among  the  Orders  of  the  Royal 
Household,  in  1604,  is  the  following.  (MS.  HarU  293. 
fol.  162.)  "  And  whereas,  in  tymes  past,  Spanish  wines, 
called  Sacke,  were  little  or  noe  whit  used  in  our  courte, 
and  that  in  later  years,  though  not  of  ordinary  allowance, 
it  waft  thought  convenient,  that  noblemen,  Ac.  might  have 
a  boule  or  glass,  dec.  We  understanding  that  it  is  now 
used  as  common  drinke,  Ac.  reduce  the  allowance  to  sit 
Gallons  a  day  for  the  court,"  &c. 

Ver  12520.  Redeth  the  Bible]  Proverbs,  xxxL  4. 

Ver.  12537  Stilbon]  John  of  Salisbury,  from  whom  our 
author  probably  took  this  story  and  the  following,  calls 
him  Chilon.  Polycrat.  L.  1.  c  5.  Chilon  Lacedsnnonius, 
jungendse  societatis  causa  missus  Corinthum,  duces  et 
sen  tore*  populi  ludentes  invcnlt  in  alea.  Infecto  itaque 
negotio  reversus  est,  Ac.  Accordingly  in  ver.  12539.  MS. 
C.  i.  reads  very  rightly  Lacedomye  instead  of  Calidone,  the 
common  reading.  Our  author  has  used  before  Lacedomie 
for  Lacedarmon,  ver.  11692. 

Ver.  12542.  Yplaying  atte  hasard]  I  have  added  the  pre- 
positive y  for  the  sake  of  the  metre.  Atte  is  a  dissyllable. 
It  was  originally  atten,  and  is  so  used  by  R.  G.  p.  379.  431. 
It  has  been  frequently  corrupted  into  at  the;  but  in 
Chaucer  it  may.  and,  I  think,  should  almost  everywhere 
be  restored.  See  ver.  125.  3934.  4»»3.  where  some  MSS. 
have  preserved  the  true  readings— atte  Bowe ;  atte  full. 

Ver.  125R&  his  nailes]  i.  e.  with  which  he  was  nailed  to 
the  Cross.  8ir  J.  Mamlevile,  c.  vii.  •«  And  thereby  in  the 
walle  is  the  place  where  tbe  4  Nayles  of  our  Lord  weren 
hidd ;  for  he  had  2  in  his  bondes  and  2  in  his  feet :  and 
of  one  of  theise  the  Empemur  of  Costantynoble  made  a 
brydiile  to  his  horn,  to  here  him  in  bataylle ;  and  thorgh 
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vertue  thereof  he  overcame  his  enemies,''  Stc  He  had 
■aid  before,  c  ii.  that  "on  of  the  nayles  that  Crist  was 
naylled  with  on  the  cross,"  was  at  Constantynoble  ;  and 
'*  on  in  France,  in  the  Kinges  chapelle." 

Ver.  12586.  the  blood— in  Ilailes]  The  Abbey  of  Hailes, 
In  Glooestershire,  was  founded  by  Richard,  King  of  the  , 
Romans,  brother  to  Henry  III.  This  precious  relick, 
which  was  afterwards  commonly  called  "  the  blood  of 
Ilailes,"  was  brought  out  of  Germanie  by  the  son  of 
Richard,  Edmund,  who  bestowed  a  third  part  of  it  upon 
his  father's  Abbey  of  Hailes,  and  some  time  after  gave  the 
other  two  parts  to  an  Abbey  of  his  own  foundation  at 
Ashrug  near  Berkhamsted.  Hollinsh.  v.  ii.  p.  275. 

Ver.  1259a  the  bioohel  bones  two]  The  common  reading 
Is  thilke  bones.  The  alteration,  which  I  have  ventured  to 
make,  is  not  authorised  entirely  by  any  MS.  but  in  part 
by  several.  MS.  A.  reads  bichc*.  C.  1.  the  beeehed,  HA. 
and  H.  the  biccked.  C.  B.  £  No.  Ed.  Ca.  i.  the  bicchid.  B.  a. 
the  bicche.  Ed.  Ca.  2.  the  bitched.  Bickel,  as  explained  by 
Kilian,  is  Talus,  ovillus  et  luHorius ;  and  BickeUn,  talis 
ludere.  See  also  Had.  Junii  Nomencl.  n.  213.  Our  dice 
indeed  are  the  antient  tessera,  (kv&oi)  not  tali  (currpa- 
ya\oi) ;  but,  both  being  games  of  hazard,  the  implements 
of  one  might  be  easily  attributed  to  the  other.  It  should 
seem  from  Junius,  loc  cit  that  the  Germans  had  pre- 
served the  custom  of  playing  with  the  natural  bones,  as 
they  have  different  names  for  a  game  with  tali  ovilli,  and 
another  with  tali  bubuli. 

Ver.  12601.  Go  bet]  The  same  phrase  is  used  in  Leg.  of 
G.  W.  Dido.  288. 

The  herd  of  hartes  founden  is  anon, 

With  hey,  go  bet,  pricke  thou,  let  gon,  let  gon. 

where  it  seems  to  be  a  term  of  the  chase. 

Ver.  12885.  Seint  Heleine]  Sir  J.  Mnndevile,  c.  vii.  p.  93. 
"  and  nyghc  that  awtier  is  a  place  undre  erthe,  42  degrees 
of  depenease,  where  the  Holy  Croys  was  founden,  be  the 
wytt  of  Seynte  Elyne,  undir  a  roche,  where  the  Jewes  had 
hidde  it.  And  that  was  the  veray  croys  assayed ;  for  they 
founden  3  crosses ;  on  of  oure  Lord  and  2  of  the  2  thcves : 
and  Seynte  Elyne  proved  hem  on  a  dcd  body,  that  aros 
from  dethe  to  lyve.  whan  that  it  was  leyd  on  it,  that  oure 
Lord  dyed  on.**   See  also  a  ii.  p.  15. 

Ver.  12914.  I  smell  a  loller]  This  is  in  character,  as 
appears  from  a  treatise  of  the  time.  Hurl.  Catal.  n.  16ti6. 
"  Now  in  Engelond  it  is  a  comun  protectioun  ay  ens  perse- 
cutioun — if  a  man  is  customable  to  swere  nedcles  and  fals 
and  una  vised,  by  the  bones,  nailes,  and  sides  and  other 
membres  of  Crist — And  to  absteync  fro  othes  nedeles  and 
unleful, — and  repreve  sinne  by  way  of  charite,  is  mater 
and  cause  now,  why  Prelates  and  sum  Lordes  sclaundren 
men,  and  clepen  hem  hollar dee ,  Eretikes,"  &c. 

Ver.  12919.  Sayde  the  Shipman]  So  MS.  B.  8.  the  one 
MS.  (as  I  have  said  in  the  Discourse  &c  §.  xxxi.)  which 
countenances  the  giving  of  this  Prologue  to  the  Shipman. 
In  MSS.  C.  and  D.  this  passage  is  given  to  the  Sompnour, 
but  not  by  way  of  Prologue  to  his  tale.  In  C.  it  is  followed 
by  the  Wife  of  Bathes  Prologue,  and  in  D.  by  the  Pro- 
logue which  in  this  edition  is  prefixed  to  the  Squieres  tale. 

When  these  diversities  are  conttidered,  and  also  that  the 
whole  passage  is  wanting  in  the  five  best  MSS.  it  may  per- 
haps appear  not  improbable,  that  these  V8  lines,  though 
composed  by  Chaucer,  had  not  been  inserted  by  him  in  the 
body  of  his  work  ;  that  they  were  therefore  omitted  in  the 
first  copies,  and  were  afterwards  injudiciously  prefixed  to 
the  Squieres  tale,  when  the  true  Prologue  of  that  tale,  as 
printed  above,  was  become  unsuitable,  by  reason  of  the 
tale  itself  being  removed  out  of  its  proper  place. 

Ver.  12923.  springen  cockle]  This  seems  to  shew  that 
Chaucer  considered  Loller,  as  derived  from  lolium  but 
l>u  Conge,  in  v.  Lollardur.  rather  supposes  that  Lollard 
was  a  word  of  German  original,  signifying  mussitntor ,« 
a  mumbler  of  prayers.   See  also  Kilian,  in  v.  Lollakkd. 

Ver  12942.  He  mote  us  clothe]  In  Ed.  Ur.  it  is  Utem  t 
but  all  the  MSS.  that  1  have  seen  read  us:  which  would 


lead  one  to  suspect,  that  this  Tale  was  originally  intended 
for  a  female  character. 

Ver.  13000.  Malveaie]  See  the  note  on  ver.  9681. 

Ver.  13027.  under  the  yerde]  This  was  properly  said  of 
children.  MS.  Bod.  Jun.  66.  Monachicum  CoUoqoinm, 
Sax.  Lat.  p.  15. 

Mag.  Quid  mandueas  in  diet 

liwetytst  thu  on  dag? 
Dis.  Adhuc  camibus  vescor, 

Gyt  flcscmetum  ic  bruce, 

quia  puer  sum 

Fortham  did  ic  eom 

sub  virga  degens.  i 
under  gyrda  drohtniende.  | 

Bee  before  ver.  7898. 
Ver.  13061.  on  my  Portos]  L  e.  Breviary.  Da  Ceng*  ta 

v.  PoRTiroaiun.  Portuasses  are  mentioned  among  other 
prohibited  books  in  the  Stat.  3  and  4  B.  VL  e.  10.  And 
in  the  Parliament-roll  of  7  B.  IV.  n.  40.  there  is  a  Peti- 
tion, that  the  robbing  of—  Porteous — Grayell ,  Msnuell,  he 
should  be  made  felon ie  without  clergy ;  to  which  the  King 
answered,  Le  Roy  s'avisera. 

Ver.  13246.  Haven  hire]  The  final  »  in  Haven  baa  been 
added  for  the  sake  of  the  metre ;  but  unnecessarily,  as  tht 
e  feminine  may  be  pronounced  before  ft,,  as  before  a  eon- 
sonant.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  300. 

Ver.  13368.  a  thousand  last  quad  yere]  Last  in  TaCT.  is  j 
onus,  sarcina.  Kilian.  and  quaed  in  the  same  language  i 
is  malus.   The  meaning  therefore  is ;  God  give  the  munks 
a  thousand  last  (ever  so  great  a  weight)  <»f  quad  yere  (bad 
years,  misfortune).  The  Italians  use  mat  ammo  in  the 
same  sense. 

Ver.  13383.  O  Lord,  our  Lord]  The  Prior  wee  begins  bar 
legends  with  the  first  verses  of  the  8th  Psalm,  Doming 

Dominus  noster  dec. 

Ver.  13401.  Whan  hethlnherte  light]  L  e,  lighted;  am* 
light,  or  pleasant.  So  in  Tro.  B.  iii.  1088. 

Whan  wroth  is  he  that  ahold  my  sorrowes  light. 

Ver.  13444.  Seint  Nicholas]  We  have  an  account  of  tbs 
very  early  piety  of  this  Saint  in  his  Lesson,  Brev.  Romas. 

vi.  Decemb.  Cujm  viri  sanctitas,  quanta  future  etset,  Jam 
'  ab  incunabulis  apparuit.  Nam  infana,  cum  reliquas  diet 
j  lac  nutricis  frequens  sugeret,  quart!  et  sexta  feria  (ea 
!  Wednesdays  and  Fridays)  Bern  el  duntaxat,  idque  vesperi, 
;  sugebat. 

|  Ver.  13509.  souded  in  virginitee]  or  (according  to  the 
better  MSS.)  souded  to  virginitee.  Souded  is  from  tht 
Fk.  sould^&nd  that  from  the  Lat.  sol !  da  t  us  t  consolidated, 
fastened  together.  In  Wicliff 's  N.  T.  Pedis,  iii.  consolidatm 

;  is  rendered  sowdid.   The  latter  part  of  this  stanxa  refen 

1  to  Revelat.  xiv.  3,  4. 

Ver.  13575. 1  halse  thee]  MSS.  Ask.  1.  2.  read  -  I  conjure  j 
thee  "—but  that  seems  to  be  a  gloss.    To  haUe  signisea  | 

i  properly  to  embrace  round  the  nech.  from  the  Sax.  kals, 
the  neck.   See  ver  10253.   So  in  C.L.  ver.  1290. 

|         I  stand  and  speke  and  laugh  and  kisse  and  halse. 

It  signifies  also  to  salute.  P.  P.  fol.  xxiL 

I  halse  hym  hendlich,  as  I  hys  frende  were. 

and  foL  xxxix.  to  salute  with  reverence.  ^ 
1         And  the  eleven  sterres  halted  him  all. 
I  which  seems  to  be  the  sense  here.  ' 

Ver.  1X07.  than  wol  I  fetchen  thee]  The  best  MSS.  read  ' 
now,  which  is  scarce  reconcileable  to  any  rules  of  speech-  | 
Even  with  the  correction  which  I  have  adopted,  there  is  a  | 
greater  confusion  in  this  narration  than  I  recollect  to  bare 
observed  in  any  other  of  Chaucer's  stories. 

Ver.  13623.  to  Japen  he  began]  So  Ma  B.   Some  MSB. 
read — Via  began. 
I     Ver.  13650.  at  Popering]  Poppering,  or  Poppeling,  ws» 
|  the  name  of  a  parish  in  the  Marches  of  Calais.  Our  famous 
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Leland  waa  once  Rector  of  it  Tanner.  Bib.  Brit 

CD. 

15.  paindemaine]  That  this  must  have  been  a 
larkably  white  bread  is  clear  enough.  Skinner 
from  Panis  matutinus,  Pain  de  matin  j  and 
Caage  mentions  a  species  of  loaves  or  rolls  called 
However  1  am  more  inclined  to  believe  that  it 
ts  denomination  from  the  province  of  Maine, 
as.  perhaps,  made  in  the  greatest  perfection.  I 
»  in  a  Northern  tale  called  **  The  freiris  of  Ber- 
5.  Maitland. 

.nd  als  thai  crefl  is  full  of  brtid  of  mane. 
—Hie  mane  brtid. 

84.  ciclatoun— Edit.  1775,  chekelatoun]  The 
suppose  this  word  to  be  compounded  of  cheke 
>,  a  species  of  base  metal  like  gold  :  but  it  stems 
be  merely  a  corruption  of  the  Fa.  Cic'aton ; 
inally  signified  a  circular  robe  of state,  from  the 
fctas  s  And  afterwards  the  cloth  of  gold,  of  which 

were  generally  made.  Du  Cange  in  v.  Cyclas 
ced  instances  enough  of  both  senses.  In  fact 
fflw  read  Ciclaton ,  and  I  have  no  excuse  for  not 
:lowed  them,  but  that  I  was  misled  by  the 
jf  Spenser,  as  quoted  by  Mr.  War  ton,  Obs.  on 

194.  I'pon  further  consideration,  I  think  it  is 
Spenser  was  mistaken  in  the  very  foundation  of 
,  "that  the  quilted  Irish  jacket  embroidered 
i  leather  "  had  any  resemblance  to  the  "  robe  of 
1."  He  supposes,  that  Chaucer  is  here  describing 
>,  as  he  went  to  JUjht  against  the  Giant,  in  his 
;cklaton ;  whereas,  on  the  contrary,  it  is  evident 
inpas  is  hero  described  in  his  usual  habit  in  time 
lis  warlike  npparel,  when  he  goes  to  fight  against 

is  described  below,  ver.  13783  and  foil,  and  is 
erent 

15.  a  Jane]  a  coin  of  Janua  {Genoa),  called  in 
es  Galley  halfpence.  See  the  quotations  from 
r.  Warton's  Obs.  on  Sp.  v.  i.  p.  180. 
$7.  hauking  for  the  riverej  See  the  note  on  ver. 

1.  Ther  ony  ram]  See  the  note  on  ver.  550. 

S  a  launcegay]  The  Editt.  have  split  this  im- 
ito  two  words,  as  if  gay  were  an  epithet,  it 
one  word  in  Hot.  ParL  *9  II.  VI.  n.  a  And 
ran  then  and  there  with  a  launcegay  smote  the 
m  Tresham  threughe  the  body  a  foote  and  more 
>  died."  Nicot  describes  a  Zagaye  to  be  a  Moorish 
«r  and  slenderer  than  a  pike ;  from  the  8pak  . 

12.  done  gflofre]  Clou  de  girofle.  Fa.  Caryophyl- 
A  clove-tree,  or  the  fruit  of  it  8ir  J.  Mande- 
vL  describing  a  country  beyond  Cathaie,  says, 
lat  con  tree,  and  in  other  con  trees  thereabouten, 
my  trees,  that  beren  clowe  gylofres  and  note- 
1  grete  notes  of  Ynde,  and  of  canelle  and  of 
r  spices.** 

most  apposite  illustration  of  this  passage  is  a 
icription  in  Chaucer's  R.  R.  ver.  13611 — 72 — in 
U,  ver.  1347—50.  See  also  a  note  of  an  ingenious 
'*nt  in  Mr.  Warton's  Obs.  on  Sp.  v.  i.  p.  130.  Ed. 
e  this  passage  is  very  properly  adduced,  to  shew 
Rime  of  Sire  Thopas  was  intended  as  a  burlesque 
ballad  romances." 

tf.  I  in  toun]  These  two  last  words,  which  are 
lerfluous,  are  distinguished  by  a  mark  of  this 
5.  C.  1.  and  the  same  mark  is  repeated  in  ver. 

2,  and  13815.  where  the  two  final  syllables  are 
luous  to  the  metre.   Whether  in  all  these  cases 

thus  separated  are  to  be  considered  as  idle 
Tor  the  purpose  of  introducing  the  rime  which 
them,  or  whether  some  lines,  which  originally 
them  with  the  context,  have  been  lost,  it  is  not 
ermine.  Upon  the  latter  supposition,  which,  I 
pears  to  me  the  most  probable,  we  may  imagine 
>e  present  instance,  the  three  last  lines  of  this 


stanza  and  the  three  first  of  the  following,  except  the 
words  "  in  toun, "  have  dropped  out  In  the  three  other 
instances,  only  two  lines  and  the  two  first  feet  of  the  third 
may  be  supposed  to  be  wanting. 

In  support  of  this  hypothesis  it  may  be  observed,  that  in 
the  very  next  Stanza,  the  last  line,  ver.  13731  and  the  fol- 
lowing line,  in  M8.  C.  1.  stand  thus. 

The  contree  of  Faerie  so  wilde 
For  in  that  contree  n'as  ther  non 
[That  to  him  durst  ride  or  gon] 

Neither  wif  nechilde. 

Whether  the  two  lines  and  part  of  another  which  I  have 
inserted  before  "  wilde "  from  other  MSS.  be  genuine,  I 
will  not  be  positive ;  but  it  is  very  clear,  I  think,  that 
something  is  wanting.  The  line  between  hooks,  which 
is  inserted  in  MS.  C.  1.  in  a  later  hand,  is  in  MSS.  HA.  IX 

Ver.  13733.  he  spied]  Ed.  Urr.  reads  spired I  know  not 
upon  what  authority.  But  the  emendation  is  probable 
enough  ;  as  the  expression  of  spying  with  the  mouth  seems 
to  be  too  extravagantly  absurd  even  for  this  composition. 
To  spire,  or  spere,  GL  Doug,  signifies  to  enquire,  from  the 
Sax.  spyrian.  See  P.  L.  p.  387.  Oower,  Conf  Am.  foL  183. 

Ver.  13739.  Sire  Oliphaunt]  Sir  Elephant;  a  proper  name 
for  a  giant.  Mandevile,  p.  883.  "  And  there  ben  also 
many  wylde  bestes,  and  nameliche  of  Otyfauntes."  The 
very  learned  and  ingenious  author  of  Letters  on  Chivalry, 
Ac.  supposes, 44  that  the  Bake  nf  The  Giant  Olyphant  and 
Chylde  Thopas  was  not  a  fiction  of  Chaucer's  own,  bat  a 
story  of  antique  fame,  and  very  celebrated  in  the  days  of 
chivalry."  I  can  only  say,  that  1  have  not  been  so  fortu- 
nate as  to  meet  with  any  traces  of  such  a  story  of  an  earlier 
date  than  the  Canterbury  Tales. 

Ver.  13741.  by  Termagaunt]  This  Saracen  deity,  in  au 
old  Romance,  MS.  Bod.  1824.  is  constantly  called  Terva- 
gan. 

De  devant  sei  fait  porter  sun  dragon, 
E  restendart  tervagan  e  mahum, 
E  un  ymagene  apolin  le  felun. 

And  again. 

Plelgnent  lur  deus  tervagan  et  mahum, 
E  apollin,  dunt  11  mie  rien  unt 

This  Romance,  which  in  the  MS.  has  no  title,  may  pos- 
sibly be  an  older  copy  of  one,  which  is  frequently  quoted 
by  Du  Cange  under  the  title  of  Le  Roman  de  Ronccvaux. 
The  author's  name  was  Turold,  as  appears  from  the  last 

line, 

Ci  fait  le  geste  que  turold'  declinet. 
He  is  not  mentioned  by  any  of  the  writers  of  French 
literary  history  that  I  have  seen. 

Ver  13758.  a  fel  staffe  sling]  This  is  the  reading  of  the 
best  MSS.  but  what  kind  of  sling  is  meant  I  know  not 
[See  the  Gloss,  in  v.  Staff  Sumo.  Add.  Note.  Ed.  1798.] 

Ver.  13775.  gestours  for  to  tellen  tales]  The  proper 
business  of  ngestour  was  to  recite  tales,  otgesUs  ;  which 
was  only  one  of  the  branches  of  the  Minstrel's  profession. 

Minstrels  and  Gestours  are  mentioned  together  In  the 
following  lines,  from  William  of  Nassyngton's  Translation 
of  a  religious  treatise  by  John  of  Waldby.  MS.  Reg,  17  C. 
viiL  p.  2. 

I  warne  you  furst  at  the  begynninge, 

That  I  will  make  no  vain  carpinge 

Of  dedes  of  armys  ne  of  amours, 

An  dxumynstrelles  mad  Jestours, 

That  makys  carpinge  in  many  a  place 

Of  Octoviane  and  Isembrase, 

And  of  many  other  jestes. 

And  namely  whan  they  come  to  festes ; 

Ne  of  the  life  of  Bevys  of  Hampton, 

That  was  a  knight  of  gret  renoun, 

Ne  of  Sir  Gyeof  Warwyke, 

All  if  it  might  sum  men  lyk*— 
I  cite  these  lines  to  shew  the  species  of  tales  related  by  the 
ancient  Gestours,  and  how  much  they  differed  from  what 
we  now  call  jestes. 

Ver.  13777.  Of  romaunoee  that  ben  real**]  80  in  the 
Rom.  of  Ytcain  and  Gawain  MS.  Cott.  Gsib.  E.  iz. 
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He  fond  a  knight  under  a  tre ; 
Upon  a  cloth  of  gold  be  lay ; 
Byfor  him  sat  a  ful  fayr  may: 
A  lady  sat  with  tham  in  fere; 
The  maiden  red,  that  thai  might  here, 
A  real  romance  in  that  place.— 

The  original  of  this  title,  which  is  an  uncommon  one,  I 
take  to  have  been  this.  When  the  French  romances  found 
their  way  Into  Italy  (not  long  before  the  year  1300. 
Crescimb.  T.  L  p.  336.)  some  Italian  undertook  to  collect 
together  all  those  relating  to  Charlemagne  and  his  family, 
and  to  form  them  into  a  regular  body  of  history.  The  six 
first  books  of  this  work  come  down  to  the  death  of  Pepin. 
They  begin  thus :  Qui  ae  comenxa  la  hystoria  el  Real  di 
Franza  comenzando  a  Constantino  imperatnre  secondo 
molte  lezende  che  io  ho  attrovate  e  racolto  insieme.  Edit. 
Mutince.  1491.  foL  It  was  reprinted  in  1537  under  this 
title,  "  /  reali  di  Franza.  nel  quale  si  contiene  la  genera- 
xione  di  tutti  i  Re,  Duchi,  Principi  e  Baroni  di  Franza,  e 
delli  Paladini,  colle  battaglle  da  loro  fatte  &c~  Quadrio, 
T.  ri.  p.  530.  8alviati  had  seen  a  MB.  of  this  work  written 
about  1350  (Crescimb.  T.  L  p.  330),  and  I  do  not  believe  that 
any  mention  of  a  Real,  or  Royal,  Romance  is  to  be  found, 
in  French  or  English,  prior  to  that  date. 

Ver.  13786.  He  dldde  next  his  white  lere]  He  did,  or 
put,  on  next  his  white  skin.  To  don,  do  on,  and  doff,  do 
off,  have  been  in  use,  as  vulgar  words,  long  since  Chaucer's 
time.  Lere  seems  to  be  used  for  skin  in  Isumbras.  MS. 
CotL  CaL  ii.  foL  199. 

His  lady  is  white  as  wales  bone, 
Here  lere  brygte  to  se  upon, 
So  falre  as  blosme  on  tre. 

Though  it  more  commonly  signifies  only,  what  we  ceil 
complexion. 

In  the  Romance  of  Li  beau  desconus,  his  arming  is  thus 
described,  fol.  4  ?. 

They  caste  on  him  a  scherte  of  selk, 
A  gypell  as  white  as  melk 

In  that  semely  sale, 
And  syzt  an  hawberk  brygt, 
That  richely  was  adygt 

With  mayles  thykke  and  tmale— 

Ver.  13793.  of  Jewes  werk]  I  do  not  recollect  to  have 
seen  the  Jews  celebrated  any  where  as  remarkable  artifi- 
cers, I  am  therefore  inclined  to  adopt  an  explanation  of 
this  word,  which  I  find  in  a  note  of  the  learned  Editor  of 
Anc.  Scott.  Poems,  p.  230.  "  This  Jow,"  not  this  Jew,  but 
this  Juggler  or  magician.  The  words  to Jowk,  to  deceive, 
and  jowkcrypawkry,  juggling  tricks,  are  still  in  use.  In 
Lord  Hyndford's  MS.  p.  136.  there  is  a  fragment  of  a  sort 
of  fairy  tale,  where  "  Scho  is  the  Queue  of  Jowls"  means, 
"She  ia  the  queen  of  magicians." 

According  to  this  explanation  Jewes  werk"  may  sig- 
nify the  work  of  magicians,  or  fairies. 

Ver.  13800.  a  charboucle]  A  carbuncle  (Escarboucle,  Fa.) 
was  a  common  bearing.   Guillim's  Heraldry,  p.  109. 

Ver.  13804.  cuirbouly]  Cuir  bouWi,  of  which  Sir  The 
pases  boots  were  made,  was  also  applied  to  many  other 
purposes.  See  Froi&aart,  v.  La  110. 120.  and  v.  iv.  c.  19. 
In  this  last  passage,  he  says,  the  Saracens  covered  their 
targes  with  cuir  bouilli  de  Capaitoce,  oil  nul  fer  ne  pent 
prendre  n'attacher  ;  si  le  cuir  n'est  trop  ccbaufe. 

Ver.  13807.  rewel  bone]  What  kind  of  material  this  was 
I  profess  myself  quite  ignorant.  In  the  Turnament  of 
Tottenham,  ver.  75.  (Anc.  Poet  v.  ii.  p.  IS.)  TIbbe  is 
introduced  with  "  a  garland  on  her  head  full  of  ruell 
bones"  The  derivation  in  Gloss.  Urr.  of  this  word  from 
the  Fr.  riolC,  diversly  coloured,  has  not  the  least  proba- 
bility. The  other,  which  deduces  it  from  the  Fr.  roue  lit ; 
rotula  ;  the  whirl- bone,  or  knee-pan;  is  more  plausible ; 
though,  as  the  Glossarist  observes,  that  sense  will  hardly 
suit  here. 

Ver.  13823.  Of  ladies  love  and  druerie]  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  here  of  departing  from  the  MSB.  which 
read— 

And  of  ladies  love  druerie. 


Upon  second  thoughts  I  am  more  Inclined  to  throw  oat 
love  as  a  gloss  for  druerie,  and  to  read  thus; 

And  of  ladies  druerie. 

Druerie  is  strangely  explained  in  Gloss,  Urr.  flseririfc 
modesty.  It  means  courtship,  gallantry. 

Ver.  1382a  Of  Sire  Libeux]  His  romance  is  in  M8.  CotL 
Cal.  ii.  In  the  12th  Stanza  we  have  his  true  name  and  the 
reason  of  it  King  Arthur  speaks, 

Now  clepeth  him  aue  thus, 
Ly  beau  desconus, 

For  the  love  of  me, 
Than  may  ye  wete  arowe, 
The  fayre  unknowe 

Certes  so  hatte  he. 

Ibid.  Pleindamour]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  M8& 
and  I  know  not  why  we  should  change  it  for  Blandememr, 
as  both  names  sound  equally  well. 

Ver.  13833.  Assparcle]  The  same  simile  is  in  Isumbres, 

foL  130.  b. 

He  spronge  forth,  as  sparks  on  [1  of]  giede. 

Olode  in  the  preceding  verse  is  probably  for  glowde,  glowed; 
from  the  Sax.  gluwan,  candcre. 

Ver.  13844.  Sire  Percivell]  The  Romance  of  FereewUU 
Galois,  or  de  Oalis,  was  composed  in  octosyllable  French 
verse  by  Chrestien  de  Troyes,  one  of  the  oldest  and  beat 
French  Romancers,  before  the  year  1191.  Fauchet,  L.  iL 
o.  x.  It  consisted  of  above  sixty  thousand  verses  (BM. 
des  Rom.  T.  ii.  p  250)  so  that  it  would  be  some  trouble  t» 
find  the  fact  which  is,  probably,  here  alluded  to.  The 
Romance,  under  the  same  title,  in  French  prose,  printed 
at  Paris,  1530,  fol.  can  be  only  an  abridgement,  I  sapposs, 
of  the  original  poem. 

Ver.  13845.  So  worthy  under  wede]  This  phrase  ocean 
repeatedly  in  the  Romance  of  Smart'. 

foL  70.  b.  Than  sayde  that  worthy  unther  wede, 
74,  b.  The  childe  was  wrtky  unther  wede, 
And  sate  upon  a  nobyl  stede. 

8ee  also  fol.  71.  b.  73.  a. 
Ver.  13852.  the  devil  I  beteche]  I  betake,  recommend  or 

give,  to  the  devil.  See  ver.  3748. 

My  soule  betake  I  unto  flathanas 

and  ver.  8037.  17256.  where  the  preposition  is  omitted,  ai 
here.    To  take,  in  our  old  language,  is  also  used  for  To 

take  to  s  To  give.  See  ver.  13334. 

He  toke  me  certain  gold,  I  wote  it  weL 

And  compare  ver.  13224.  13286. 

The  change  of  betake  into  beteche  was  not  so  great  a 
licence  formerly  as  it  would  be  now,  as  ch  and  *  seem 
once  to  have  been  pronounced  in  nearly  the  sums  manner. 
See  ver.  3307,  8,  11,  12.  where  werk  ia  made  to  rime  to 
cherche  and  clerk.  It  may  be  observed  too,  that  the  Saxons 
had  but  one  verb,  taecau,  to  signify  eapere  and  docert; 
and  though  our  ancestors,  even  before  Chaucer's  time,  bad 
split  that  ainicle  verb  into  two,  To  take  and  To  teche,  sad 
had  distinguished  each  from  the  other  by  a  different  mods  of 
inflexion,  yet  the  compound  verb  Betake,  which  aoonrdiaf 
to  that  mode  of  inflexion  ought  to  have  formed  its  past 
time  Betoke,  formed  it  often  Be  taught,  as  if  no  such  distaBe- 
ti»n  had  been  established.  SeeR.  R.  ver.4428.  Gamdyn.ffrl 
The  regular  past  time  Betoke  occurs  in  ver.  19000. 

Ver.  13879.  I  mene  of  Mark  and  Matthew]  TheoonjuBO- 
tion  and  has  been  added  for  the  sake  of  the  metre,  whhoas 
authority,  and  perhaps  without  necessity ;  as  Mark  was 
probably  written  by  Chaucer  Marke,  and  pronounced  as 
a  Dissyllable, 

Thb  talk  op  Mzlibkus]  Mr.  Thomas  has  observed,  that 
this  Tale  seems  to  have  been  written  in  blank  vcrtem  Mfla. 
notes  upon  Chaucer,  Ed.  Urr.  in  Brit.  Mus.  It  is  certain, 
that  in  the  former  part  of  it  we  find  a  number  of  Wank 
verses  intermixed,  in  a  much  greater  proportion  than  is 
any  of  our  author's  other  prose  writings.  But  this  pestieal 
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I  think,  remarkable  beyond  tho  flrtt  four  or 

1. 1  «♦  the  sentence  of  Ovlde]  Rem,  Am.  ISA. 

cuatrvm,  nisi  men tii  inopt,  lo  funere  natl 

"  *?  dte. 

b^rku*  Am)  thankJest  task:  to  point  out 
f  Ail  the  quotations,  which  are  made  use 
1  ahull  therefore  conline  tny  ob»erva- 
1  to  ft  few  poifeuge*,  which  are  token  (rem 
f  to  be  met  with. 
1*  x>  I. Piers  Alphcmie]  He  cull*  himwelf 
un*i  In  hi*  DioU^ut  contra  Judao*.  MS, 
Be  there  informs  un,  that  he  wan  himself 
»  Jew,  hot  converted  and  baptized  to  the  year 
y  di*  natotil  J*pp*  i*rfrt  rf  r*a«H  ;  upon  which 
look  the  mime  of  Pr/er,   ■*  Fwrfl  outtm  pater 
It  it  pa  tit*  imperutor, 
no  J  the  vii  of  IWlJe] 
e*«  opponent,  Petru* 
i.1*  After  hie  conversion  be 
Dialogue  above-mentioned,  tnd  alto  another 
la  here  i) noted  by  Chaucer,  and  of  which 
think  mywrlf  obliged  to  fire  some  account* 
"imMs.  In  many  Libraries  but  the  only  copy 
ve  bad  an  opportunity  of  examining  le  in  the 
Jtib.  Reg.  JO  b,  xiL    it  it,  there  entitled  »  Pcfrt 
»f*  C'trirtiJi    tiucij i/ind,"    end   begins  Lkns. 
"  e»  Adelfontut,  *ervus  apt  ihu,  compositor 
Li  be  Hum  oompexl  parti m  ex  prorerbiis  et 
but  Arab  Jets  at  fubull*  et  ver&ibua,  et  p&rttm 
.  et  valuer  uru  tdmilitudiu thus* "—  A  flor  a  short 
ih us  ujon  hie  mala  subject.  "  Shoe 
u*.  qui  lingua  A  ruble  4  i-ognomlnatur 
sou;  Timor  Domini  tit  tuu  negotifttko 
proceeds  in  the  fitrm  uf  a  Dialogue 
-  and  hit  son,  to  which  the  pie- 
arc  for  the  most  part  illustrated  by 
and  examples.     Edrit,  according  to 
to      wee  the  name  of  Enorh  among  the 
who  attribute  to  him  many  fabulou*  enmposi- 
Alftoiftu*  hud  any  of  diem  tn  hi*  view  1 
Is  it  material.  The  number  and  style  of 
both  many  marks  of  on  Latter n  original, 
Qf  a  tritkpttt  upun  a  tktrf  i»  entirely 
lab  u  DazxLmtu,*  acelehraud  coliccLmn 


the  enact  age  of  the  Calflah  u  Damnah  be  by 
»,  we  Wtiow  that  it  was  translated  out  of  Arabic 
by  Hytueou  xth  eeveral  years  before  Alfeutue 
itury  tnentinued  here  is  not  to  that  copy  of 
'   'au  which  Starkius  has  printed  under  the 
Stphnti*  indontM.    ticrolhi,  ltP7,  &vo. 
Jntt  ilO.  and  tn  the  Latin  version  of 
deb  Pouailu  published  by  way  of  Appen- 
)  ot  Pee  by  meres,  inter  Script.  Hitt.  By-nvd. 
*,  under  which  tide  L  astern  romance  hat 
fcnmpe,  may  bo  seen  In  the  Pre  face  of 
I  ahric  bib.  Cr.  vt  4m.  and  s.  3x4.  though 
uk.-u  notice  of  an  Italian  translation,  or 
~tft,  entitled,  IHteorti  degti  enimali. 
loto.    The  other  Italian  version,  which 
DrmJ.  *a.n  trurt^b»t<-.|  into  Kii^lMi.  under 
*  tuund  I*ht)oaophy  of  Donl»  out  of  Itahan, 

*  "  fbt,*^  4to.  IdOL  (Ames.  p.  4afi| 
I  by  Jonton  in  his  EpkwneT  n, 
PhiiaropAp,  tlioupth  he  has  made 

Am.  La- Tool,  whether  deelaaedly,  or  not,  I 
..found  it  with  Reynard  the  /ox.  Since 
ha*  been  an  Edition  at  Paris  In  1734,  with 
et  fables  tndtennea,  de  iHdpal  et  do 
D"AU  TebeleW  Ben  Soleh.  Auteur  Tore 
1.  tar  M,  CeiUnd."   The  words   '  et  de 
tltJu  l  iu«pect  to  have  Wen  added  by  the 
I  find  any  tldng  of  Lokman  In  the 
M.  rjalbtnd  ud.^ht  h&vtt  int^nd^l  lo 
.t»ki[jLiiu,  but  whj  prevented  by  death, 
.  there  It  no  material  difference  between  this 
r  Punch  tenlon,  which  wee  made  from 
In  UP".  r*fpt  lii  tli'"  ilyle,     I  hey 

*  ^  mm  tin  <?i  nil 

notice,  that  one  of  ll.e  fable*  in  the  Creek, 


In  thin  part  of  the  world,  however,  Alfontui  mny  bo 
considered  as  an  original  writer.  Hit  work  was  very  early 
tnuie.hitr.1  inn?  French  verse.  In  an  old  copy,  Ma  Heg. 
16b  £.  VUL  the  irtnalutlna  is  entitled  "  Proivrfrrt  I'trrt 
Anfortt  §  "  end  there  It  a  thort  Introduction  by  the  trans- 
lator, la  which  he  say  t.  **  V*il  Pert*  An/or  $  traiutatcr."— 
In  b>  biter  copy,  Mft.  Bod.  I6H7,  the  Introduction  it  omitted, 
but  the  poem  ta  entitled  **U  ramaunt  Perot  Aunfour 
coment  it  aprtti  et  cheulia  runjll*  betemenL"—  In  another 
copy,  MS.  Xf«i*7.  4388,  there  is  neither  introduction  nor 
tltlui  ^o  that,  by  the  nu-re  oiidhmmiim  of  tran^r  ibtm.  tho 
FraiDOh  tranelatlcin  hat  put  on  tlie  appeamnce  of  an 
original  work,  and  It  quoted  at  such  by  ML  le  Cotnte  da 
Caylus  in  bis  Mtmoire  tur  Ut  Fabliaux  [Acad,  dee  Ins.  L 
xt,  p  afil.  i  under  the  general  title  of  le  ckaMtatanent  du 
pert  aw  JIU,  The  fable  of  the  Sheep,  of  which  M»  de  Cay  tut 
hat  there  given  an  aba  tract ,  is  to  the  Latin  A  Ifonaut.  Pah* 
La.  t  will  add,  that  tht  tame  fable,  la  the  Cento  IttpHk 
Antithc.,  >.  xxx.  le  fathered  upon  uro  nuvelhitot*  di 
Metier  Azzotino  t  and  Cervantes,  chan^hig  the  SJieep  for 
Goat*,  baa  put  it  into  the  month  of  San  oho.  Don  Quia,  P. 
1.  c  xx,  Cerrantot  Indeed  hat  also  altered  the  applica- 
tion of  It,  but,  1  think,  not  for  the  better. 

I  am  Inclined  to  believe  that  Hebera,  tlie  author  or 
translator  of  the  French  romance  called  Dvhpal^*,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  at  nth  Century,  bud  rend  this  work  of 
Alfontut,  perhupe  before  H  wan  translated  Into  French. 
The  story  a/  the  stone  tkroten  into  the  wtti,  DecftmerotX, 
Yil.  4.  which  Fauohet  KUppoMrs  Hoccfttw  to  have  token 
from  llebers,  la  in  Alfontua,  Fab.  xl.  It  la  not  to  the  Greek 
Syntiptu.j  which  I  imagine  to  have  been  the  ground  work 

6 444,  hat  been  inserted,  but  with  great  variations,  by 
at  the  w  Paris  in  hit  Hittory,  ad  antt.  a*  a  Parable, 

which  Richard  I,  after  his  return  from  the  ICtst,  wet  used 
frequently  to  relate  intrrato*  rednrguendo. 
t  The  only  copy  winch  I  have  ever  seen  of  *pnHpat  it  In 

MS.  if.itt.  ...-.r,n.     I  Si  id  ulU.  ^S  thnt  ll  Airrwd  In  rub-Unco 

with  that  which  !u  Conge  made  use  of  in  his  Olutturutm 
Mtd,  tt  Inf.  Greecitatit  (tee  hit  Index  Auctorum,  p.  33.f. 
though  it  seems  to  be  of  a  later  t(je,  and  in  a  more  depraved 
ithilcrt  They  iJiffer  in  this,  that  the  Uarlciau  copy  is  wild 
10  have  been  translated  from  the  r^frrrc  fw-r*  Ili^nuw  £>Cu» 
ut  P*t(4M',*-m.w  jrAwrrwf  I.  and  l>u  Cange's  from  the  SyrUw  \mr* 
Zw^a^'r  0*Ck*u,  it  MX**  «"*Jf  Ai<irj».  ut  *r,t  K^AwIm 
^AMTwt  K  However,  t  would  not  vouch  that  ttnally  ws»  Iran*- 
lat»>d  either  from  the  Persic  or  Syriac-  Among  the  tlriental 
MSH.  in  the  Dodleian  Library ,  the  Catalogue  mentions  one  in 
Turkish  <  Rawlinson,  31,/  De  uxore  CHafikini  Turearum regit 
et  ftiio,  which  1  suspect  to  contain  this  tame  etory,  trant- 
bttst  jteriijip-i  from  tlie  Greek,  or  from  the  italuin  £rvjf|fc 

Svotlpas  is  said  to  have  been  printed  at  Venice,  HnwA 
Grirrd  vulptrt.    Fabric.  BibL  Or,  x.  Alb.   Bow  far  that 


Edition  may  agree  with  the  Harleian  MS.  t 
having  never  teen  It  To  judge  by  the  MS.  only,  tt  i 
probablt,  that.  If  Syntipa*  was  the  groundwork  of  the 
IkffajMitot,  llebers  mutt  have  departed  et  much  from  hit 
original,  as  the  succeeding  compilen  of  Let  trpi  Sages  and 
of  hratto  have  from  lleberv  Neither  the  story  mentioned 
in  the  text,  nor  the  two  other*,  which  Fabchct  refers  to  aft 
borrowed  by  Uoccace  from  llebers,  via.  Decani,  ill.  2,  tnd 
viii.  S.  are  to  be  found  to  the  Mb,  &pnrirvLt  t  in  the  other 
hand,  the  story  In  the  Deeun.  vil.  <f.  which  It  said  in  the 
text  to  be  probably  copied  from  Alfonsuit,  is  alwi  in  >>riN|i2«, 
though,  from  the  silence  of  Fauchet,  we  may  preeume  thai 
it  was  not  In  the  Doiopatot. 

The  Plan  of  Hyntlpns  is  exactly  tht  seme  wifb  tiut  of 
1st  tejtt  &i*pt,  the  ItikLLtin  Fro»U>.  Ihv  ^  r-  »•■),  r'm*1<\  ami 
our  own  little  story  book,  Tht  Dram  Wit*  Master*  i  eic<*pt 
that.  Instead  of  Dioetesiau  of  Hume,  Hie  King  it  called 
Cyrus  of  Persia,  and,  Instead  of  one  tele,  each  of  the 
Philosophers  telle  two.  This  hut  circumstance  ia  an  argu  - 
ment,  t  think,  for  the  originality  of  Syntipa* ;  and  another 
may  ha  drawn  from  the  lufpldlly  of  the  greatest  part  of  the 
talcs.  Tim  only  one  of  them,  which,  at  I  remember,  hi 
retained  in  the  modem  Entttus,  ft  that  of  the  Knight,  who 

in  .i  tit  id  <r  j.llr-i  passion  killed  a  faithfol  dog.  Erattt, 

eh.  vttl.  It  if  plainly  borrowed  from  a  story  hi  the  Cslllali  u 
Damuah,  p,  X$t.  of  the  Creek  translntlon,  though  there, 
Instead  of  ft  dog,  the  animal  in  called  Ni^*,  by  some  mle> 
take,  at  I  inspect,  of  the  translator. 

There  It  a  tranttalion  of  this  Romance  Is  English  octo- 
syllable vene,  not  later  than  Chaucer's  time,  as  I  Imagine, 
to  MS,  Cotton.  Oalna,  K,  It,  lili  entitled,  "  The  procet  of 
tint  h  viiij  suttee/'  and  agrees  exactly  with  f,ct  trpf  tag**  d» 
Rom*  In  French  Prose  In  MH.  llarL  38oU 
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of  the  Dolopatos,  and  therefore  I  presume  that  It  web 
Inserted  by  Hebers,  or  the  monk,  whose  Latin  he  trans- 
lated, and  possibly  from  Alfonsus.  At  least  It  is  not  more 
probable  that  Boccace  should  take  it  from  Hebers  than 
from  Alfonsus,  with  whose  work  he  appears  to  have  been 
well  acquainted.  One  of  his  novels,  Decani,  vii.  6-  is 
plainly  copied  from  thence.  Fab.  viil.  and  his  celebrated 
novel  of  the  two  friends,  Tito  and  Gisippo,  Deeam.  x.  8.  is 
borrowed,  with  hardly  any  variation,  except  in  the  names 
of  persons  and  places,  from  the  2d  of  Alfonsus,  or,  which 
is  the  same  thing,  from  the  Gesta  Romanorum, %  into 

X  The  title  in  the  printed  copies  is  "  Ex  gestis  Romano- 
rum  historie  notabiles  collecte ;  de  viciis  virtutibusque 
tractantes;  cum  applicationibus  moralisatis  et  mysticis." 
The  author  of  this  strange  work  is  quite  unknown,  nor  is  it 
easy  to  fix  with  precision  the  time  of  its  composition.  Upon 
the  whole  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  of  a  later  date  than 
Alfonsus.  vix.  the  beginning  of  the  xiith  Century,  and  I 
should  guess  that  it  was  composed  about  the  end  of  that 
Century,  or  the  beginning  of  the  xmth. 

Three  couplets  of  English  verses  in  ch.  68,  and  some 
English  names  in  ch.  128.  which  are  to  be  found  in  several 
old  M8S.  (the  former  chapter  being  there  numbered  liii.  and 
the  latter  xxviii.)  though  they  have  been  left  out  of  the 
Editions,  afford  a  reasonable  ground  for  conjecturing,  that 
one  of  our  own  countrymen  was  the  author. 

As  it  continued  to  be  a  popular  book  at  the  time  of  the 
invention  of  Printing,  it  was  very  early  put  to  the  Press,  and 
several  Editions  of  it  were  published  in  different  places 
before  the  year  1500.  The  earliest  Editions  that  I  have 
seen  agree  together  exactly,  and  contain  162  Chapters.  The 
Edition  at  Houen  in  1521  contains  181  Chapters,  the  His- 
tory of  ApoUonius  Tyrius  being  the  first  of  the  additional 
chapters.  See  Discourse,  Ac  n.  16.  An  Edition  of  G<sta 
Romanorum,  printed  in  1488,  (probably  at  Argentina,  Stras- 
bourg, agrees  exactly  with  the  Edition  of  152L  In  MSS. 
Harl.  2270,  and  5259,  which  are  both  seemingly  complete, 
the  number  of  chapters  does  not  exceed  102 ;  and  yet,  not- 
withstanding there  are  so  many  more  stories  in  the  printed 
books,  there  are  still  several  in  the  MSS.  which,  I  appre- 
hend, have  never  been  printed.  See  a  note  upon  the  plot  of 
Shakespeare's  Merchant  of  Venice  with  the  signature  of 
T.  T.  vol.  iil.  p.  224.  and  an  addition  to  it  in  Appendix,  ii. 
See  also  a  note  of  Mr.  Farmer's  in  the  same  Appendix,  where 
he  mentions  his  having  found  the  story  of  the  Caskets  44  in  an 
old  translation  of  the  Gesta  Romanorum  first  printed  by 
Winkin  de  Wordt."  As  he  says  nothing  of  the  story  of  the 
Bond,  we  may  presume,  from  the  known  accuracy  of  Mr. 
Fanner's  researches,  that  it  is  not  contained  in  that  trans- 
lation. 

It  has  been  said  above,  that  several  of  the  fables  in  the 
Oesta  Roma  no  mm  are  taken  from  Alfonsus.  The  author 
has  also  borrowed  from  the  Calilah  u  Damnah,  by  the  help. 
I  suppose,  of  some  Latin  translation  from  the  Greek  of 
Symeon  Seth.  The  originals  of  the  greatest  part  of  his 
stories  are  not  so  easy  to  be  traced.  1  speak  of  those  which 
are  found  in  the  MSS.  for  of  those  in  the  Hditt.  many  are 
plainly  taken  from  well  known  authors,  some  of  which  are 
quoted  by  name,  as  Aulus  Gellius,  Macmmus,  Augustinus, 
Gervasius  Tilberiensis.  and  others. 

I  will  add  here  a  few  instances,  which  occur  to  me  at 
present,  of  stories,  which  writers  of  the  xivth  Century  have, 
or  rather  may  have,  borrowed  from  the  Gesta  Romanorum  ; 
for,  in  some  of  these  instances,  it  is  possible  that  they  may 
have  had  recourse  to  the  very  books,  from  which  the  com- 
piler of  that  work  drew  his  material*.  I  shall  cite  the 
chapters  as  they  are  numbered  in  the  Edition  of  1521  and  in 
MS.  Harl.  2270.  Where  reference  is  made  to  only  one  of 
these,  it  should  be  understood  that  I  have  not  observed  that 
story  in  the  other. 

Ch.  vin.  MS.  96.  is  copied  by  Gower,  Conf.  Am.  B.  v.  fol. 
122.  b.— Ch.  ltii.  MS.  16  this  story  is  in  the  Cento  NovclU 
Antiche,  N.  vi.-Ch.  lxi.  is  in  Gower,  Conf.  Am.  B.  irr.  foL 
64.— Ch.  lxxxix.  This  is  the  story  of  The  three  Rings,  which 
has  been  said,  but  I  think  without  any  reason,  to  have  been 
of  use  to  Swift  in  his  Tale  of  a  Tub.  It  is  in  the  C.  N  A. 
Nov.  lxxi.  and  in  the  Decameron,  1.  3.— Ch.  cix.  There  is 
a  great  similitude  between  this  story  and  one  which  is  told  in 
the  C.  N.  A.  Nov.  lxv.  and  in  the  Decameron,  x.  I.  See 
also  Gower,  Conf.  Am.  B.  v.  fol.  96,  7.— Ch.  cxvm.  is  from 
Alfonsus.  It  is  repeated  in  the  C.  N  A.  Nov.  Lxxxir. — 
Ch.  cxix.  MS.  102.  has  been  versified  by  Gower,  Conf.  Am. 
B.  v.  fol.  110.  b.  It  has  been  mentioned  in  Note*  as  taken 
originally  from  the  Sapientia  Indorum,  p.  444.-  Ch.  cxxiv. 
MS.  20.  makes  the  last  Novel  of  the  C.  N.  A.— Ch.  clvii. 
makes  the  Lth  Novel  of  the  C.  N.  A.  but  it  may  have  been 
taken  from  Alfonsus.  -  Ch.  clxxi.  MS.  65.  is  the  story  of 
The  two  Friends,  mentioned  in  the  text. — Ch.  xlviii.  MS. 


which  collection,  after  a  time,  almost  all  the  best  fables  of  , 
Alfonsus  were  incorporated.  I 

This  last  circumstance,  though  certainly  very  honour- 
able to  Alfonsus,  has  been  very  prejudicial  to  his  fame.  I 
For  instance,  a  translation,  aa  I  suppose,  of  his  last  men-  ' 
tioned  story  of  the  two  Friends  Is  entitled.  In  a  MS.  of 
Lydgate,  belonging  to  the  late  Dr.  Askew,  **  a  Tale  of  two 
Marchantsof  Egypt  and  of  Baldad,  ex  Otitis  Romanorum,' 
(Mr.  Farmer's  Notes  on  the  Merch.  of  Yen.  Last  Ed.  of 
Shakesp.  App.  ii.)  as  if  the  tale  had  first  appeared  In  that 
work.  However  somebody,  not  long  after  the  invention 
of  Printing,  as  I  guess,  did  a  little  more  Justice  to  Alfonso*  | 
by  putting  together  his  principal  Tales,  and  inserting  them, 
with  his  name,  in  a  collection  of  the  fables  of  JEsop  and 
other  eminent  fabulists  in  Latin.  This  collection  was 
soon  turned  into  French  ;  and  from  that  Version  Carton 
made  the  translation  into  English,  which  has  been  men- 
tioned in  the  Discourse,  ate  n.  22.  Cax ton's  book  has  bean 
reprinted  more  than  once.  I  have  seen  an  Edition  of  it  hi 
1647,  and  I  doubt  whether  there  has  been  one  since. 

P.  lOacoL  2.  1.  31.  For  it  is  written  *c]  What  is 
included  between  hooks  is  wanting  in  all  the  M88.  which 
I  have  examined.  It  is  plainly  necessary  to  the  sense,  as 
It  shews  us  what  the  fourik  and  fifth  rmsons  of  Meh- 
beus  were,  to  which  Prudence  replies  In  p.  1G&  I  have 
therefore  Inserted  as  literal  a  translation  as  I  imagtnt 
Chaucer  might  have  made  of  the  following  passage  in  the 
French  Melxbie.  MS.  Reg.  19.  C  viL  Car  il  est  eseript,  U 
gtnglerie  de*  femmes  ne  peut  rims  ceiler  fort  ee  qu'eUe  ne 
sett.  Apres  le  phUosophrt  dit,  en  mauvais  eonseit  let 
femmes  vainquent  Us  hommes,  et  par  ces  rat  sons  Je  nt  4s*s 
point  user  de  ton  conseil. 

P  110.  col.  2. 1. 41.  Arise  thee  weUJ  He  refers,  I  presume, 
to  Cato.  L.  iii.  Dist.  6. 

Sermones  blandos  bheaosque  carers  memento. 

P.  111.  col.  1.  L  54.  Assay  to  doswiche  thinges]  This  pre- 
cept of  Cato  is  in  L.  ili.  Dist  16. 

Quod  potes  id  tentato ;  operis  ne  ponders  pressus 
Succumbat  labor,  et  frustra  tentata  relinquaa. 

P.  112.  col.  2. 1.  37.  If  thou  have  nede]  Cato,  L.  ir.  DfsL  14. 
Auxilium  a  notis  petito,  si  forte  laboras ; 
Nee  quisquam  melior  medicus  quam  fidus  amicus. 

P.  113.  col.  1. 1.  Id.  snm  men  <fcc]  This  passage  which  is 
defective  in  all  the  MSS.  I  hare  patched  up,  as  well  as  I 
coud,  by  adding  the  words  between  hooks  from  the  French 
Melibie,  where  it  stands  thus.  Aucunts  gens  ont  ensetgne 
leur  decevour,  car  ils  ont  trop  double  que  on  ns  Us  dti-eust. 
Aprcs  tu  te  dots  garder  de  venim,  et  si  te  a.as  garder  ds 
compaignie  de  moqueurs,  car  ii  est  escript,  Avec  Us  ( 
moqueurs  u'aits  compaignie,  et  fug  leurs  paroUs  comme 
le  venim.  1 

P.  1 14.  col.  2.  1.  8.  of  the  trcspasours]    The  following  ' 
passage,  which  the  reader  will  see  to  be  very  material  to 
the  sense,  I  have  translated  from  the  French,  and  Inserted 
between  hooks,  as  before.  Et  a  ce  respont  dame  Prudence.  ' 
Certrs,  dist  elte,  le  Vottroye  que  de  vengeance  vient  molt  de  j 
maulx  et  de  biens,  mats  vengeance  nappartient  pas  s  wa 
chascun,  fors  seulement  aux  jvges  et  a  ceulx  qui  sat  is  J 
juridicion  sur  Us  malfaiteurs —  1 


contains  the  story  of  The  Caskets,  and  Ch.  xcix.  MS.  that  of 
The  Bond,  the  two  principal  incidents  in  Shakespeare's  Mer- 
chant of  Venice.   It  is  said  in  the  additional  note,  App.  fi.  . 
last  Ed.  of  Sbakesp.  that  Ser.  Giovanni  had  "  worked  *p  I 
these  two  stories  into  one,  as  they  are  in  the  Play."  Bat  , 
that  is  a  mistake,  which  I  beg  leave  to  retract  here.  The  i 
Novel  of  Ser  Giovanni  (Pecorone,  Giorn.  hr.  Nov.  1.)  a 
founded  only  upon  the  story  of  The  Bond.   It  Is  probable,  I 
therefore,  that  Shakespeare  took  the  story  of  The  Caskets  i 
from  the  English  Gesta  Romanorum,  and  ingrafted  it  opoa 
the  other.  -  Ch.  xcvni.  MS.  is  copied  with  very  little  alters  , 
tion  in  the  C.  N.  A.  Nov.  lxviii. 

Many  more  stories  in  Gower,  which  seem  to  be  founded 
upon  antient  History,  will  appear  upon  examination  to  bt  1 
taken  from  this  book.  It  would  lead  me  too  far  to  parties* 
larize  those  which  Lydgate,  Occleve,  and  other  later  writers 
have  borrowed  from  it.  I  will  only  mention,  for  the  credit 
of  the  collection,  that  Ch.  lxxx.  contains  the  complete  fable 
of  ParnelTs  Hermit. 
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i.  L  51.  If  a  man  of  higher  estat]  Tula  prudent 
i  Cato,  L.  It.  Dist.  4a 

m  lnu,  fortunsi  cede  potent!  [f.  potetis] 
ai  potuit,  prodssso  sliquando  valebtt. 

I.  L  43.  If  a  netherdes  doughter]  The  Editt 
y  corrupted  this  into— -a  nerthes  dough ter. 
which  I  have  restored  from  the  MSB.  is  oon- 
i  original  passage  in  Pamphilut.  MS.  Bod. 

nodo  sit  dives  cuhtsdam  nata  bubulci, 
git  e  mills  quem  libet  ilia  rirum. 

t  L  49.  Waketh,  Ac]  I  can  find  nothing 
in  Cato,  than  the  maxim,  L.  ili.  Dist.  7*  Seg- 
— For  the  quotations  from  the  same  author 
age,  L  65  and  70.  see  L.  iv.  Dist.  17.  and  L.  iiL 

corpus  Madrian]  The  relicksof  St.  Mater- 
Trr.  But  I  can  find  no  such  saint  in  the  com- 
iriea. 

A  right  wel  faring]  I  hare  no  better  autho- 
isertion  of  right  than  Ed.  Urr. 
.  lusheburghe*]  Base  coins,  probably,  first 
Skinner  thinks,  from  Luxemburg.  They  are 
the  Stat.  25  E.  III.  c.  2.  la  monoie  appelle 
and  in  P.  P.  ful.  82  b 

urgh  is  a  luther  alay,  yet  loketh  like  sterling. 

in  the  feld  of  Damascene]  So  Lydgate,  from 
iks  of  Adam  and  Eve.   Trag.  B.  L  c.  1. 

ime  of  the  erth  in  Damascene  the  felde 
made  them  above  ech  creature. 

inch  longer  in  relating  their  story,  which  Is 
is  Tragedies. 

Sampson]  His  tragedy  is  also  In  Boccace,  B. 
it  author  seems  rather  to  have  followed  the 
Iges  xiv,  xv,  xvi. 

the  querne]  The  mill  Kuerna,  mola.  Island. 

Hercules]  In  this  account  of  the  labours  of 
aucer  has  evidently  copied  Boethius,  L.  iv. 
ty  of  the  expressions  he  had  used  before  in  his 
tkm  of  that  author. 

the  hevene  on  his  nckke  longe]  This  Is  the 
e  best  MSB.  and  is  agreeable  to  Boothlus,  loc 
nalated  by  Chaucer.  M  And  the  last  of  his 
that  he  susteined  the  heven  upon  hit  necke 
The  margin  of  MS.  C.  1.  explains  longe  to 

read, 

nd  bare  his  hed  upon  his  spere  long, 
saith  Trophee]  As  all  the  best  MSB.  agree  in 
I  have  retained  it,  though  1  cannot  tell  what 
uded  to.  The  margin  of  C.  1.  has  this  note, 
aldcorum  Tmpheus. 
read— -for  trophee. — 

Nabocbodonosor]  For  this  history,  and  the 
Baltbasar,  see  Daniel,  I— v.  The  latter  only 
Boccace,  B.  ii.  c  xxiii. 

Zenobia]  Her  story  Is  told  by  Boccace,  Be  eas. 
:  7-  hut  more  at  large  in  his  book  De  Claris 
from  which  our  author  has  plainly  taken 
r  circumstance  of  bis  narration ;  though  in 
ie  seems  to  refer  to  Petrarch  as  his  original, 
ccace's  book  bad  fallen  into  Chaucer's  hands 
one  of  Petrarch. 

Till  fully  fourty  dayes]  There  is  a  confusion 
ige,  which  might  have  been  avoided,  if  our 
recurred  to  Trebellius  Pollio,  Trig.  Tyrann. 

Zenobis.    "  Qunm  semel  ooncubuisset,  ex- 
istruis,  continebat  se  si  prcgnans  esset ;  sin 
m  potest* tern  qua*rendis  liberie  dabat" 
.  a  rltremite]  This  word  is  differently  written 

vitrymite ;  witermite wintermite ;  vitryte. 
wa\  autrrmite which  is  equally  unintelligible. 


!  Yer.  14385.  south  and  septentrioun]  The  MSB.  read 
north  /  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  propriety  of  the 
correction,  which  was  first  made,  I  believe,  in  Ed.  Ur.  In 
the  Rom.  delaR.  from  whence  great  part  of  this  tragedy 
of  Nero  is  translated,  the  passage  stands  thus*  rex.  650L 

Ce  detloyal,  que  je  te  dy, 
Et  d'Orient  et  de  Midy, 
D 'Occident,  de  Septentrlon, 
Tint-il  la  jurisdidon. 

Yer.  14406.  domesman]  Judge.  The  word  in  Boethius, 
who  has  also  related  this  story,  is  Censor,  L.  ii.  Met.  vi. 

Ora  non  tinxit  lacrymls,  sed  esse 
Censor  extincti  potuit  dscoris— 

whlch  our  author  has  thus  rendered  in  his  prose  version. 
M  Ne  no  tere  wette  his  lace,  but  he  was  so  harde  herted, 
that  he  might  be  domesman,  or  Judge,  of  her  dedde 
beau  tee." 

Yer.  14484.  Wher  Eliachim]  I  cannot  find  any  priest  of 
this  name  in  the  book  of  Judith.  The  High  priest  of 
Jerusalem  is  called  Joacim  in  o.  It.  which  name  would 
suit  the  verse  better  than  Eliachim. 

Yer.  14493.  Anttochus]  This  Tragedy  Is  a  poetical  para- 
phrase of  iL  Maccabees,  c  ix. 

Yer.  146301  word  and  ende]  Dr.  Hlckes  in  his  Gr.  A.  & 
p.  70.  has  proposed  to  read  "  ord  and  end,"  both  here  and 
In  Tro.  B.  v.  ver.  1668.  He  has  shewn  very  clearly  that 
ord  and  end  was  a  common  Saxon  expression  for  the  whole 
of  a  thing ;  the  beginning  and  end  of  it.  But  all  the  M88. 
that  I  have  examined  read  word,  and  therefore  I  have  left 
it  in  the  text,  as  possibly  the  old  Saxon  phrase,  in  Chaucer's 
time,  might  have  been  corrupted. 

Yer.  14645.  Cresus]  In  the  opening  of  this  story,  our 
nuthor  has  plainly  copied  the  following  passage  of  his  own 
version  of  Boethiuit.  B.  iL  Pro.  2.  "  Wiste  thou  not  how 
Cret>ua,  kind  of  Lydiens,  ofwhiehe  king  Cyrus  wasfui  sore 
agasts  a  lite!  before,  Ac"  But  the  greatest  part  is  taken 
from  the  Rom.  de  la  R.  ver.  6847— 6912. 

Yer.  14679.  Tragedie  is]  This  reflection  seems  to  have  been 
suggested  by  one  which  follows  soon  after  the  mention  of 
Croesus  in  the  passage  just  cited  from  Boethius.  "  What 
other  thing  bewaylen  the  cryinges  of  tragedyes  but  onely 
the  dedes  of  fortune,  that  with  an  aukewarde  stroke  over- 
tourneth  the  realmes  of  grete  nobleye  ?  " 

Yer.  14685.  Peter  of  Spaine]  This  tragedie  and  the  three 
following,  in  several  MSB.  are  inserted  before,  after  ven 
14380.  So  that  the  Monkes  Tale  ends  with  ver.  14684. 

And  cover  hire  bright  face  with  a  clouds. 

In  favour  of  this  arrangement,  It  may  be  observed,  that, 
when  the  Monk  Is  interrupted,  the  Hoste  alludes  to  this 
line  as  fresh  in  his  memory,  ver.  1478H. 

He  spake  how  fortune  covered  with  a  cloude 
I  wote  not  what,  and  ah  of  a  tragedie 
Right  now  ye  herd. — 

Where  tragedie  may  be  supposed  to  allude  to  ver.  146791 

On  the  other  hand,  though  the  Monk  professedly  disre- 
gards chronological  order,  these  very  modern  stories  in  the 
midst  of  the  ancient  make  an  auk  ward  appearance ;  and 
as  the  Hoste  declares  himself  to  have  been  half  asleep,  he 
may  very  well  be  supposed  to  speak  from  a  confused  recol- 
lection of  what  had  been  said  88  verses  before.  And  what 
he  says  of  tragedie  may  be  referred  to  ver.  14768. 

I  have  followed  the  order  observed  in  the  best  MSB.  C.  i» 
Ask.  1.  2.  HA. 

Ver.  14H97-  Not  Charles  Oliver]  Not  the  Oliver  of  Charles 
(Charlemagne)  but  an  Oliver  of  Armories,  a  second Oeneloo, 
orGanelon.  See  ver.  13i 24. 15x33.  So  th is  passage  Is  to  be 
understood,  which  in  Ed.  Urr.  has  been  changed  to — Not 
Charles,  ne  Oliver— But  who  this  Oliver  of  Bretagne  was, 
whom  our  author  charges  ss  werker  of  the  death  of  King 
Petro,  is  not  so  clear.  According  to  Mariana,  L.  xvii.  c  13. 
such  a  charge  might  most  properly  be  brought  against 
Bertrand  du  Guesclin,  a  Breton,  afterwards  Constable  of 
France ;  as  it  was  in  consequence  of  a  private  treaty  with 
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him,  that  Petro  came  to  his  tent,  where  he  was  killed  by 
his  brother  Henry,  and  partly,  as  some  said,  con  ayuda  de 
Beltran,  But  how  he  should  come  to  be  called  Oliver  I 
cannot  guess ;  unless,  perhaps,  Chaucer  confounded  him 
with  Olivier  de  Clisson,  another  famous  Breton  of  those 
times,  who  was  also  Constable  of  France  after  Bertrand. 
Froissart  mentions  an  Olivier  de  Manny,  nephew  to  Ber- 
trand du  Guesolin,  as  receiving  large  rewards  from  King 
Henry ;  rol.  L  ch.  245.  but  he  does  not  represent  him  as 
particularly  concerned  in  the  death  of  Petro. 

The  person  meant,  whoever  he  was,  must  have  been 
sufficiently  pointed  out  at  the  time  by  his  coat  of  arms, 
which  is  described  in  ver.  14693, 4.  The  M  egle  of  blak  "  in 
Ma  feld  of  snow*  is  plain  enough,  but  the  rest  of  the 
blazonry  I  cannot  pretend  to  decypher. 

Ver.  14701.  Petro,  King  of  Cypre]  Concerning  the' taking 
of  Alexandria  by  this  prince,  and  his  other  exploits,  see 
the  note  on  ver.  51.  and  the  authors  there  cited.  He  was 
assassinated  in  1369.  Acad,  des  Ins.  T.  xx.  p.  439. 

Ver.  14709.  Barnabo  Viscount]  Bernabo  Visconti  Duke 
of  Milan,  was  deposed  by  his  nephew  and  thrown  into 
prison,  where  he  died  In  1385. 

I  did  not  attend  to  this  circumstance,  when  I  stated  the 
insurrection  of  Strawe  in  1381,  as  the  latest  historical  fact 
mentioned  in  these  tales:  Discourse,  Ac.  n.6.  The  death 
of  Bernabo  was  certainly  later.  Fortunately  however  this 
difference  of  four  years  has  no  other  oonsequence,  than 
that  it  makes  the  supposed  date  of  the  Pilgrimage  in  1383, 
which  was  before  very  doubtful,  still  more  improbable. 
The  Knight  might  as  probably  be  upon  a  Pilgrimage  in 
1367  as  in  1383,  according  to  the  precedent  of  Sir  Mathew 
de  Gourney.  Bee  note  on  ver.  43. 

Ver.  14717.  Hugelin  of  Pise]  Chancer  himself  has  re- 
ferred us  to  Dante  for  the  original  of  this  tragedy.  See 
Inferno,  c.  xxxiiL 

Ver.  14765,  6.  These  two  verses  in  the  Editt.  have  been 
transposed,  to  the  confusion  of  the  sense  as  well  as  of  the 
metre. 

Ver.  14811.  say  somwhat  of  hunting]  For  the  propriety 
of  this  request,  see  the  note  on  ver.  166  of  the  Monkes 
Character. 

Ver.  14816.  thou  Sire  John]  I  know  not  how  it  has  hap- 
pened, that  in  the  principal  modern  languages,  John,  or 
its  equivalent,  is  a  name  of  contempt,  or  at  least  of  slight. 
Bo  the  Italians  use  Gianni,  from  whence  Zani ;  the 
Spaniards  Juan,  as  Bobo  Juan,  a  foolish  John ;  the  French 
Jean,  with  various  additions;  and  in  English,  when  we 
call  a  man  a  John,  we  do  not  mean  it  as  a  title  of  honour. 
Chaucer  in  ver.  3708,  uses  Jacke  fool,  as  the  Spaniards  do 
Bobo  Juan;  and  I  suppose  Jack  cue  has  the  same  ety- 
mology. 

The  title  of  Sire  was  usually  given,  by  courtesy,  to 
Priests,  both  secular  and  regular. 

Ver.  14852.  a  maner  dey]  A  kind  of  dey  :  but  what  a  dey 
was  it  is  not  easy  to  determine  precisely.  It  is  mentioned, 
as  the  last  species  of  labourers  in  husbandry,  in  the  Stat. 
25  Edw.  III.  6L  i.  c.  1.  Qe  chescun  charetter,  earner, 
chaceour  des  carues,  bercher,  porcher,  deyt,  &  tous  autres 
servant*.— And  again  in  the  Stat  37  Edw.  III.  c.  14.  Item 
qe  charetters,  charuers,  chaceours  des  carues,  bovers, 
vachers,  berchers,  porch  ers,  deyet,  &  tous  autres  gardeins 
des  bestes,  bateurs  des  bleez,  &  toutes  maneres  des  genz 
d'ettate  de  garson  entendantz  a  husbandrie. — It  probably 
meant  originally  a  day-labourer  in  general,  though  it  may 
since  have  been  used  to  denote  particularly  the  superin- 
tendant  of  a  Dayerie,  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Dakria.  Daykria. 
|  Daoascaici. 

Ver.  14857-  the  mery  orgon]  This  is  put  licentiously  for 
orgons,  or  organs.  It  is  plain  from  gon  in  the  next  line 
that  Chaucer  meant  to  use  |h is  word  as  a  Plural,  from  the 
Lat.  Gr.  Organa.   He  uses  it  so  in  ver.  15602. 

And  while  that  the  organs  maden  melodie. 

Ver.  14876.  Was  cleped  faire  damoselle  Pertelote]  I  sus- 
pect that  faire  has  been  added  by  some  one  who  was 
unnecessarily  alarmed  for  the  metre. 


After  this  verse  the  Editt.  (except  Ca.  1.)  have  the  two 
following. 

He  fethered  her  a  hundred  times  a  day. 
And  she  him  pleaseth  all  that  ever  she  may. 

But  as  I  found  them  in  only  two  MSS.  HA.  and  D^Iwas 
glad  to  leave  them  oat  as  an  injudicious  interpolatkn.  fist 
below,  ver.  15183. 

Whoever  wishes  to  see  a  great  deal  of  uncertain  etymo- 
logy concerning  the  name  Pertelote,  may  consult  GLV.  fa 
v.  Part&lot. 

Ver.  14881.  loken  in  every  lith]  Locked  fa  every  «■* 
Tho  Editt.  read  loking.  Loken  la  used  by  Ocdeve,  in  ths 
first  of  his  poems  mentioned  above  in  n-ou  ver.  5002. 

Lefte  was  the  Erles  chamber  dore  unstoken. 
To  which  he  came,  and  fonde  it  was  not  loken, 

Ver.  14885.  My  lefe  is  fare  in  load]  Fare,  or /area/ 
gone.  So  the  best  MSS.  Kd.  Ca.2.  reads-A*-.  It  is  net 
easy  to  determine  which  of  these  is  the  true  reading,  unless 
we  should  recover  the  old  song,  from  which  this  passage 
seems  to  be  quoted. 

Ver.  14914.  Away,  quod  **)  I  have  here  inadvertently 
followed  the  printed  copies.  But  instead  of  Away  the  best 
MSS.  read  Avoy,  which  is  more  likely  to  have  bean  esse 
by  Chaucer.  The  word  occurs  frequently  In  the  French 
Fabliaux,  Ac.  See  T.  ii.  p.  243, 5.  The  Vocabulary,  at  the 
end  of  that  volume,  renders  Avoi,  Ueku  ;  but  it  seems  to 
signify  no  more  than  our  Away  I  The  Italians  use  Viol 
in  the  same  manner.  Roman  do  Trope.  MS. 

Lors  dit  Thoas,  Avoi,  avoi. 
Sire  Achilles,  vous  dites  maL 

Ver.  14946.  Lo  Caton]  L.  ii.  Dist.  32.  Somnia  ne  cures. 
I  observe,  by  the  way,  that  this  distich  is  quoted  by  Jehu 
of  Salisbury,  Polycrat  L.  ii.  c.  16.  as  a  precept  viri  eapientis. 
In  another  place,  L.  vii.  c  9.  he  introduce*  his  quotation  of 
the  first  verse  of  Dist.  20.  L.  iii.  in  this  manner.  Ait  svf 
Cato,  vel  alius,  nam  autor  inoertus  est— • 

Ver.  14971.  Catapuce]  Catapuzsa,  Itau  Catapmce,Ysu% 
kind  of  Spurge. 

Ver.  14990.  On  of  the  gretest  authors]  Cicero,  de  Divtn. 
L.  L  c  27.  relates  this  and  the  following  story ;  but  in  a 
contrary  order ;  and  with  so  many  other  differences,  that 
one  might  be  led  to  suspect  that  he  was  here  quoted  at 
second  hand,  if  it  were  not  usual  with  Chaucer,  in  these 
stories  of  familiar  life,  to  throw  in  a  number  of  natural 
circumstances,  not  to  be  found  in  his  original  authors. 

Ver.  15116.  Seint  Kenelme]  See  his  life  in  all  the  EditL 
of  the  English  Golden  Legend*. 

Ver.  15147.  Lo  hire  Andromache]  We  must  not  look  for 
this  dream  of  Andromache  in  Homer.  The  first  author 
who  relates  it  is  the  fictitious  Dares,  e.  xxiv.  and  Chaucer 
very  probably  took  it  from  him,  or  from  Guide  de  rv>b»T«"»* ; 
or  perhaps  from  Benoit  de  Sainte  More,  whose  Roman  de 
Troye  I  believe  to  have  been  that  History  of  Dares,  which 
Guido  professes  to  follow,  and  has  indeed  almost  entirely 
translated.  A  full  discussion  of  this  point,  by  a  comparison 
of  Guido's  work  with  the  Roman  de  Troye,  would  require 
more  time  and  pains  than  I  am  inclined  to  bestow  upon  it 
I  will  just  mention  a  circumstance,  which,  if  it  cam  be 
verified,  will  bring  the  question  to  a  much  shorter  de- 
cision. The  Versio  Daretis  Phrygii  Gallico  metro,  in  the 
Ambrosian  Library,  of  which  Montfaucon  speaks,  Dior. 
ItaL  p.  19.  is  undoubtedly  the  Roman  de  Troye  by  Benoit 
de  Sainte  More.  The  verses  which  are  there  quoted,  dtfer 
no  otherwise  from  the  beginning  of  Benoit 's  Poem  in  MS. 
HarU  4482.  than  as  an  old  copy  usually  does  from  a  more 
modern  one.  If  therefore  we  can  depend  upon  Mont- 
faucon *s  judgment,  that  the  MS.  which  he  saw  was  written 
in  the  xnth  Century,  it  will  follow,  that  Benoit  wrote  near 
a  hundred  years  before  Guido,  whose  work,  in  all  the  MS& 
that  I  have  seen  or  heard  of,  is  uniformly  said  to  have 
been  finished  in  the  year  1287.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
the  later  of  these  two  writers  copied  from  the  former. 

Ver.  15169.  so  siker  as  In  principio]  See  the  note  on 
ver.  256. 

The  next  line  is  taken  from  the  fabulous  conference 
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the  Emperour  Adrian  and  Becundus  the  Philoso- 
rhich  aome  account  has  been  given  In  n.  on  ver. 
id  est  Mulitrt  Hominls  confusio,  insaturabilis 

196.  Sithen  March  ended]  I  have  ventured  to 
«n  the  MSB.  and  Editt  in  this  passage.  They  all 
t  instead  of  ended.  At  the  aame  time  M&  C.  1. 
ote  to  the  margin, "  1. 8°  die  Mail."  which  plainly 
ihat  the  38  days  are  to  be  reckoned  from  the  end 
As  the  Vernal  Equinox,  according  to  our 
lypothesis,  Discourse,  Ac  p.  l.t  happened  on  the 
(arch,  the  place  of  the  sun  (as  described  in  ver. 
a  22°  of  Taurus  agrees  very  nearly  with  his  true 
he  2d  of  May,  the  &Sd  day  incL  from  the  Equinox, 
ids  thus, 

March  began  tway  monthes  and  dayes  two. 

ngsusto  the  same  day,  but,  I  think,  by  a  less 
orrection  of  the  faulty  copies. 
05.  Twenty  degrees]  The  reading  of  the  greatest 
e  MBS.  is  Fourtg  degrees.  But  that  is  evidently 
r  Chaucer  is  speaking  of  the  altitude  of  the  Bun 
it.  Prime,  L  e.  six  o'clock  a.  m.  Bee  ver.  16203. 
Bun  is  in  82°  of  Tauru*,  he  is  21°  high  about  I 

M. 

15.  At  the  side  of  this  verse  is  written  in  the 
MS.  C  Petrus  Comeetor,  to  intimate,  I  suppose, 
i  is  to  be  found  in  the  Historia  Seholastica 


thor,  who  was  a  celebrated  commentator  on  the 
the  xirth  Century.  Bee  Fabricius,  Bib.  Med. 

11.  A  col  fox]  Skinner  Interprets  this  a  blackish 
it  were  a  cole  fox.  Gi.  Drr.  It  is  much  easier  to 
interpretation  than  to  assign  the  true  one.  Coll 
sm  ver.  15389  to  have  been  a  common  name  for 
composition,  it  is  to  be  taken  in  tnalam  partem, 
it  precise  sense  I  cannot  say.  Bee  Chaucer's  H. 
.  187.  Coll-trageiour — and  in  the  Mirr.  for  Mag. 
sndour,  foL  127.  b.  Colprophet  is  plainly  put  for 
ng  prophet  Heywood  has  an  Epigram  Cf  cole- 
mi.  vi.  Ep.  89. 

ay  prophesy  poyionly  to  the  prlcke  goth : 
Meprophet  and  colepopson  thou  art  both. 

s  Proverbial  Dialogues,  P.  L  ch.  x.  he  has  the 


under  eanstyk  she  can  plaie  on  both  hands: 
tmulathm  well  she  understands. 

an  allusion  of  our  author,  in  the  Test  of  Love, 
icxxxiii.  b.  to  a  story  of  one  Collo,  which  I  cannot 
"  Bustris  slewe  his  gestes,  and  he  was  slain  of 
lis  geste.  Hugest  betrayshed  many  men,  and  of 
te  betrayed." 

Ol  But  what  that  God]  This  passage  has  been 
into  (rather  elegant)  Latin  Iambics  by  Sir  H. 
lis  preface  to  Bradwardin,  de  causd  Del,  Lond. 
the  Testimonies  Ac.  prefixed  to  Ed.  Urr.  Our 
discussed  this  question  of  the  divine  prescience 
it  large  in  his  Troilus,  B.  4.  from  ver.  967  to  ver. 
i  an  addition  of  his  own,  of  which  there  is  no 
e  Pbllostrato  of  Boccaoe.  See  Essay  Ac.  n.  62. 

7.  Phtsiologus]  He  alludes,  I  suppose,  to  a  book 
etre,  entitled  Phpsiologus  de  naturis  xn  anima- 
le  Theobaldua,  whose  age  is  not  known.  Fabr. 
£t  in  v.  Thkobalocs.  There  is  a  copy  of  this 
IS.  HarU  3083,  in  which  the  ixth  section  Dt 
ins  thus : 

m  sunt  monstra  maris  resonantia  magnis 
bus  et  modulis  cantus  formantia  multis, 
luas  incaute  veniunt  scpissime  nauta*. 
fadunt  sompnum  nimia  dulcedine  vocum  &«. 

R.  ver.  680. 

8.  in  Dan  Burnel  the  asse]  The  story  alluded  to 
m  of  Nigel  Wireker,  entitled,  Burnellus,  tern 
stuttorum,  written  in  the  time  of  Richard  L 


The  substance  of  the  story  is  in  Gl.  Urr.  v.  Burxkxu  The 
Poem  itself  is  In  most  collections  of  MSB.  The  printed 
copies  are  more  rare,  though  there  have  been  several 
editions  of  it  See  Leyser,  Hist.  Po.  Med.  JEvi,  p.  752.  & 

Burnett  Is  used  as  a  nickname  for  the  ass  in  the  Chester 
Whitsun  Playes.  MS.  HarU  2013.    See  the  note  on  ver. 
3539.  In  the  pageant  of  Balaam,  he  says- 
Go  forth,  Burnell,  go  forth,  go. 
What  ?  the  devil,  my  asse  will  not  go. 

and  again,  fol.  36.  b. 

Burnett ,  why  beguest  thou  me  ? 
The  original  word  was,  probably,  Brunell,  from  its  brown 
colour ;  as  the  Fox  below,  ver.  15340.  is  called  Ruuelt,  from 
his  red  colour,  I  suppose. 

Ver.  15341.  by  the  gargat]  The  Editt  have  changed  this 
into  gorget ;  but  gargat  is  an  old  Fju  word.  Bern,  de  Bou. 
MS.  Reg.  4 Cxi. 

O  grant  eulteals  e  od  grans  culgnees 
Lur  unt  lee  gargates  trenchies. 

Ver.  15353.  O  Gaufride]  He  alludes  to  a  passage  in  the 
Nova  Poetria  of  Geoffrey  de  Vinsauf,  published  not  long 
after  the  death  of  Richard  I.  In  this  work  the  author  has 
not  only  given  instructions  for  composing  in  the  different 
styles  of  Poetry,  but  also  examples.  His  specimen  of  the 
plaintive  kind  of  composition  begins  thus: 

Neustria,  sub  clypeo  regis  defensa  Rlcardi, 
Indefensa  modo.  gestu  testare  dolorem. 
Exundent  oculi  lacrymas ;  exterminet  ora 
Pallor ;  connodet  dijritos  tortura ;  cruentet 
Interiors  dolor,  et  verberet  ethers  clamor : 
Tota  peris  ex  morte  sua.   Mors  non  fuit  ejus, 
Bed  tua;  non  una,  sed  publics  mortis  origo. 
0  Veneris  lacrymosa  dies  I  o  sydus  amarum  1 
Ma  dies  tua  nox  fuit,  et  Venus  ilia  venenum, 
Ilia  dedit  vulnus,  Ac 

These  lines  are  sufficient  to  shew  the  object,  and  the) 
propriety,  of  Chaucer's  ridicule.  The  whole  poem  is 
printed  in  Leyser's  Hist.  Po.  Med.  JEvi.  p.  862—978. 

Ver.  15451.  As  sayth  my  Lord]  Opposite  to  this  versa, 
in  the  margin  of  MS.  C.  J.  is  written  "  Ksntuar,"  which 
means,  I  suppose,  that  aome  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  is 
quoted. 

Ver.  15468.  Sayd  to  another]  I  have  observed,  In  the 
Discourse,  Ac.  ft.  xxxviL  that  in  MSB.  Ask.  1. 2.  this  line  Is 
read  thus, 

Seide  unto  the  nunne  as  ye  shul  beer. 
The  following  are  the  six  forged  lines,  which  the  same 
M88.  exhibit  by  way  of  introduction  to  the  Nonnes  tale. 

Madame,  and  I  dorste,  I  wolde  you  pray 
To  telle  a  tale  in  fortheringe  of  our  way. 
Than  mighte  ye  do  unto  us  grete  ese. 
Gladly,  sire,  quoth  she,  so  that  I  might  plate 
You  and  this  worthy  company, 
And  began  hire  tale  riht  thus  ful  sobrely. 

Ver.  15514.  out  of  releee]  All  the  best  MBS.  concur  m 
this  reading,  and  therefore  I  have  followed  them,  though  I 
confess  that  I  do  not  clearly  understand  the  phrase; 
unless  perhaps  it  mean  without  release  /  without  being 
ever  released  from  their  duty.  The  common  reading 
withouten  lees  is  a  genuine  Saxon  phrase.  Butan  leas; 
absque /also:  without  a  lie. 

Ver.  15518.  Assembled  is]  This  stansa  is  very  like  one  in 
the  Prioresses  tale,  ver.  13403—13410. 

Ver.  1553a  Bone  of  Eve.]  See  the  Discourse,  Ac.  J.  xxxviL 
n.  30. 

Ver.  15536.  Be  thou  min  advocat]  I  have  no  better 
authority  for  the  insertion  of  thou  than  Ed.  Urr.  The 
metre,  perhaps,  might  be  safe  without  it,  considering  high* 
as  a  dissyllable,  but  the  verse  would  be  very  rough. 

Ver.  15553.  First  wol  I]  The  note  upon  this  In  the 
margin  of  MS.  C.  1.  Is— Interpretatio  Ac.  quam  ponit 
Frater  Jacobus  Januensis  in  Legendd  aured."  It  has  been 
observed  in  the  Discourse,  Ac.  that  this  whole  tale  is 
almost  literally  translated  from  the  Legenda  aurea. 
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Ver.  156*4  touting]  I.  latilnntem.  Marg.  MS.  C.  1.  from 
the  Sax.  lutan,  or  lutian  ;  latere. 

Ver.  1567&  On  Lord,  on  faith]  I  hare  adopted  thia 
reading  in  preference  to  that  of  the  beat  MSS — O  Lord,  O 
Faith,  O  Ood  Ac — in  order  to  guard  against  the  mistake, 
which  the  Editt  have  generally  fallen  into,  of  considering  I 
0,  in  this  passage,  aa  the  sign  of  the  vocative  case.  On  j 
and  o  are  used  indifferently  by  Chaucer  to  signify  one. 

Ver.  15738.  And  of  the  miracle]  I  should  have  been 
glad  to  have  met  with  any  authority  for  leaving  out  this 
parenthesis  of  fourteen  lines,  which  interrupts  the  narra- 
tion  so  auk  wardly ,  and  to  so  little  purpose.  The  substance 
of  it  is  in  the  printed  Editions  of  the  Latin  Legenda  aurea, 
but  appears  evidently  to  have  been  at  first  a  marginal 
observation,  and  to  have  crept  into  the  text  by  the  blunder 
of  some  copyist.  Accordingly  it  is  wanting  fn  Caxton'a 
Golden  Legende,  and,  I  suppose,  in  the  French  Legende 
Dor/e,  from  which  he  translated.  The  author  of  the 
French  version  had  either  made  use  of  an  un corrupted 
MS  or  perhaps  had  been  sagacioua  enough  to  discern  and 
reject  the  interpolation. 

Ver.  15783.  And  we  also]  It  should  have  been  us.  I  take 
notice  of  thia,  because  Chaucer  is  very  rarely  guilty  of 
such  an  offence  against  grammar. 

Ver.  15856.  Your  cours  ia  don]  So  all  the  MSS  In  Ed. 
Urr.  don  is  changed  to  run  ;  and  I  believe  no  modern  poet 
would  have  joined  any  other  verb  with  cours,  especially 
after  he  had  used  ydon  in  the  preceding  line ;  but  I  am 
not  clear  that  Chaucer  attended  to  such  niceties. 

In  the  latter  part  of  this  line,  the  best  MSS.  read— your 
faith  han  ye  conserved.— and  I  know  not  by  what  negli- 
gence I  omitted  to  follow  them. 

Ver.  15966.  thin  utter  eyen]  Exterioribus  oculls.  Marg. 
MS.  C.  1. 

Ver.  16023.  five  mile]  So  all  the  MSS.  except  E.  which 
reads  M  half  a  mile.'1'  This  latter  reading  must  certainly 
be  preferred,  if  we  suppose  that  Chaucer  meant  to  mark 
the  interval  between  the  conclusion  of  the  Nonnes  tale 
and  the  arrival  of  the  Chanon.  But  it  would  be  contrary 
to  the  general  plan  of  our  author's  work,  and  to  his 
practice  upon  other  occa*it>iiH,  that  the  Host  should  suffer 
the  company 

To  riden  by  the  way,  dombe  as  the  ston," 
even  for  half  a  mile.  I  am  therefore  rather  inclined  to 
believe  that.fttv  mile  in  the  right  reading,  and  that  It  was 
intended  to  mark  the  distance  from  some  place,  which  we 
are  now  unable  to  determine  with  certainty,  for  want  of 
the  Prologue  to  the  Nonnes  tale. 

I  have  sometimes  suspected,  that  it  was  the  intention  of 
Chaucer  to  begin  the  journey  from  Canterbury  with  the 
Nonnes  tale.  In  that  case.  Jive  mile  would  mark  very 
truly  the  distance  from  Canterbury  to  Houghton  under 
blee.  The  circumstances  too  of  tho  Chanons  overtaking 
the  pilgrims  and  looking,  "  as  he  had  priked,"  or  galloped, 
M  miles  three,"  would  agree  better  with  this  supposition. 
It  is  scarce  credible  that  he  should  have  ridden  after  them 
from  South  war  k  to  Bough  ton  without  overtaking  them ; 
and  if  he  had,  it  must  have  been  a  very  inadequate  repre- 
sentation of  his  condition,  to  say  that  "  it  semed,  he  had 
priked  miles  three"  Besides,  the  words  of  the  Yeman, 
ver.  16056.  7- 

 Now  in  the  morwe  tide 

Out  of  your  hostelrie  I  saw  you  ride  

seem  to  imply,  that  they  were  overtaken  in  the  same 
morning  in  which  they  set  out ;  but  it  mu«t  have  been 
considerably  after  noon  before  they  reached  Boughton 
from  South wark. 

There  is  another  way  of  solving  these  difficulties,  by 
supposing  that  the  Pilgrims  lay  upon  the  road,  and  that 
the  Nonnes  tale  was  the  first  of  the  second  day's  Journey. 
It  is  most  probable,  that  a  great  part  of  the  company,  not 
to  mention  their  horses,  would  have  had  no  objection  to 
dividing  the  journey  to  Canterbury  into  two  days ;  but  if 
they  lay  only  five  miles  on  this  side  of  Boughton,  I  de 
not  see  how  they  coud  spend  the  whole  second  day  till 


evening  (see  ver.  17346)  in  travelling  from  thence  to  Can- 
terbury. 

I  must  take  notice  too,  in  opposition  to  my  first  hypo- 
thesis, that  the  manner,  in  which  the  Yeman  express 
himself  in  ver.  16091, 2.  aeems  to  anew  thai  he  was  rkiiaf  j 
to  Canterbury. 

Ver.  16156.  For  Caton  sayth]  Thia  precept  of  Oslo  h  ia 
L.  1.  Diet  17. 

Ne  cures  d  quia  tadto  sermone  loooatar; 
Conschu  ipse  sibide  ae  putat  omnia  did. 

Ver.  16811.  thurgh  jupartie]  So  MS.  C.  1. 1  have  foOowei 
it,  as  it  cornea  nearest  to  the  true  original  of  our  wori 
Jeopardie,  which  our  etymologists  have  sadly  mtatikai 
They  deduce  it  from  fat  perdu,  or  Jeu  perdu ;  set  I 

I  rather  believe  it  to  be  a  corruption  of  Jeu  parti.  AJm 
parti  is  properly  a  game,  in  which  the  chances  arc  exactly 
even.  See  Froissart,  v.  L  a  834.  lie  n'eetoient  pas  kjm 
parti  centre  lea  Francois,  v.  ii.  o.  9.  si  nooa  lea  vuycas  i 
Jeu  partL  From  hence  It  signifies  any  thing  nnoartata,  or 
haaardoua.  In  the  old  French  Poetry,  the  discussksi  of  a 

1  Problem,  where  much  might  be  said  on  both  aMsa,  eat 

,  called  a  Jeu  parti.     See  Poesies  du  Roy  de  JTasam, 
Chanson  xlviii.  and  Oloss.  in  v.  See  also  Do  Gangs  ia  v. 
Jocua  Pastttub. 
Ver.  16288.  The  four  apiritea  Ac]  Compare  Oower,  U 

;|  Con/.  Am.n.  iv.  fol.  76.  b. 
r  Ver.  16306.  Ascaunce]  See  the  note  on  ver.  7397* 

Ver.  16430.  But  all  thing]  This  ia  taken  from  tat 
Parabola  of  Alanus  de  Insults,  who  died  In  1224  Bn 
Leyser,  Hist.  Po.  Med.  JEvi,  p.  1074. 

Non  tenses  srarum  totum  quod  splendet  nt  aurva. 
Nee  pulchrum  pomum  quodlibet  esse  boa  am. 

Ver.  1649a  a  preest,  an  annuellere]  They  were  ca&ai 
annuelleres,  not  from  their  receiving  a  yearly  stipend,  as 
the  Gloas.  explains  it.  but  from  their  being  employed  sdWj 
in  singing  annuals,  or  anniversary  Masses,  for  the  east,  1 
without  any  cure  of  souls.  See  the  Stat,  36  Bdw.  QL  a 
viii.  where  the  ChapeUeins  Parochiels  are  distinguish^  ■ 
from  others  chantanx  anuaUs,  et  a  cure  des  atmes  aire* 
entendantz.  They  were  both  to  receive  yearly  stipends, 
but  the  former  waa  allowed  to  take  six  marks,  and  tbs 
latter  only  five.  Compare  Stat.  2  H.  V.  St.  8.  c  8.  where 
the  stipend  of  the  Chaprllein  Parochiel  is  raised  to  eight 
marks,  and  that  of  the  Chapetlein  annueler  (he  ia  so  named 
in  the  statute)  to  seven. 

Ver.  16915.  the  secree  of  secreea]  He  alludes  to  a  treatiaa 
entitled,  Secreta  Secret orum,  which  waa  supposed  to  coo- 
tain  the  sum  of  Aristotle's  instructions  to  Alexander.  . 
See  Fabric  Bibl.  Gr.  v.  ii.  p.  167.  It  waa  very  popular  ia 
the  middle  ages.  jEgidiue  de  Column 4,  a  famous  divine  ; 
and  bishop,  about  the  latter  end  of  the  xmth  Century.  j 
built  upon  It  bis  book  De  regimine  principum,  of  which  j 
our  Ocoleve  made  a  free  translation  in  English  verse,  and  > 
addressed  it  to  Henry  V,  while  Prince  of  Wales.  A  part  | 
of  Ly  dgate's  translation  of  the  Secreta  Seeretorum  ia  printed  \ 

I  in  Ashmole's  TheaL  Chem.  Brit.  p.  397    He  did  not  treat-  ' 
late  more  than  about  half  of  it,  being  prevented  by  death,  j 
See  MS  liar  I.  8251.  and  Tanner,  Bib.  Brit,  in  v.  Lvwut*  ; 
The  greatest  part  of  the  viith  Book  of  Gowert  Cea/ 
AmanU  is  taken  from  this  supposed  work  of  Aristotle, 

Ver.  16010.  As  his  book  Senior]  Ed.  Urr.  reade-As  ia 
his  book— which  I  should  have  preferred  to  the  common 
reading,  if  I  had  found  It  in  any  copy  of  better  authority. 

The  book  alluded  to  is  printed  in  the  Theatrum  Chessi- 
cum,  voL  v.  p.  21  a  under  this  title,  "Scnloris  Zadith 
fil  Hamuelis  tabula  Chymica."  The  story  which  follows 
of  Plato  and  his  disciple  is  there  told,  (p.  248,)  with  some 
variations,  of  Salomon.  "  Dixit  Salomon  rex.  Recipe  tapi" 

j  dem  qui  dicitur  Thitarios—  Dixit  sapiens.  Assigns  mini 
ilium.  Dixit,  est  corpus  ma^n^rue— Dixit,  quid  eat  m*f~ 
nesia  f  Respondit,  magnesia  eat  aqua,  composite.*  *c 
Ver.  16961.  Do  him  come  forth]  So  MSS.  Ask.  1. 1  and 

.  some  others.  The  common  reading  la— Do  him  eomfsrU 
The  alteration  is  material,  not  only  as  it  gives  a  dearer  I 
sense,  but  as  it  intimates  to  us,  thai  inn  narrator  of  a  tals 
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to  crane  out  of  the  crowd,  and  to  take  hie  place 
xing  of  the  Host,  during  his  narration.  Agreea- 
notion,  when  the  Host  calls  upon  Chaucer,  ver. 

che  nere,  and  loke  up  merfly. 

rare  you.  Sires,  and  let  thia  man  hare  place. 

eseary  that  the  Host,  who  was  to  be  "  juge  and 
*  of  the  tales  (ver.  816),  should  hear  them  all 
The  others  might  hear  as  much  as  they  coud, 
r  chose  of  them.  It  would  have  required  the 
Stentor,  to  speak  audibly  to  a  company  of  thirty 
tting  on  together  In  a  road  of  the  fourteenth 

°&  to  slepen  by  the  monee]  This  must  be  under- 
rally  for  the  dap-time ;  as  it  was  then  afternoon, 
n  observed  in  the  Discourse  Ac  f  xiii.  that,  in 
»  of  the  Coke,  no  notice  is  taken  of  his  having 
before. 

HI.  wol  ye  Just  at  the  fan  T]  Some  MBS.  read- 
sense  of  both  words  is  the  same.  The  thing 
be  Quintaine,  which  is  called  a/an,  or  van,  from 
r  round  like  a  weather-cock.  See  Du  Cange  in 
Menestrier  sur  Its  toumois,  as  quoted  by  Me- 
Btymol.  in  v.  Quintain*  ;  and  Rennet's  Paroch. 

&  win  of  ape]  This  is  the  reading  of  MSS. 
and  Ed.  Ca.  1.  and  I  believe  the  true  one.  The 

a  in  the  Gloss,  of  this  and  the  preceding  pas- 
Mr.  Speght,  is  too  ridiculous  to  be  repented. 

x  I  understand  to  mean  the  same  as  Hit  de  singe 

I  Calendrier  des  Bergiers.  Sign.  L  ii.  b.  The 
renting  of  Physiognomy,  and  in  his  description 

temperaments  he  mentions,  among  other  clr- 
«,  the  different  effects  nf  wine  upon  them.  The 
he  says,  a  vin  dt  Lym ;  cest  a  dire,  quant  a 
*ult  tamer  noyser  et  bat t re— The  Sanguine,  a 
\ge  f  quant  a  plus  beu  tant  est  plus  joyeux— In 
manner  the  Phlegmatic  is  said  to  have  vin  de 
sd  the  Melancholick  vin  de  poreeau. 
m  some  four  animals  applied  to  illustrate  the 
wine  in  a  little  Rabbinical  tradition,  which  I 
tcribe  here  from  Fabric  Cod.  Pseudepig.  V.  T. 
5.  Vint  as  plantanti  Koacho  Satanam  sejunx- 
rant,  qui,  dum  Noa  rites  plan  tare  t,  maetaverit 

overa,  leonem,  simiam  et  suem :  Quod  prineipio 
homo  sit  instar  ovis.  vin  urn  sumptum  efficiat  ex 
mem,  largius  haustum  mutet  turn  in  saltantem 
'.  ebrittatem  in/usum  transformet  ilium  in  pollu- 
tstratam  suem.  See  also  Oesta  Romanorum,  c 
'  a  story  of  the  same  purport  is  quoted  from 
in  libra  de  easu  rerum  naturaliunu 
99.  a  fair*  chivachee]  A  fair  expedition.  See  the 
r.  85.  The  common  Editt.  read — ehevitance. 

12.  Take  any  brid]  This  passage  is  too  like  one 
occurred  before  in  the  Squieres  tale,  ver.  10925. 
ht  Is  plainly  taken  from  Boethius,  L.  iii.  Met.  2. 
om.  de  la  R.  ver.  14717—34. 

24.  Let  take  a  cat]  This  is  imitated  from  the 
Aver.  14825. 

30.  Lo,  here  hath  kind]  So  MSB.  Ask.  1.  2. 
M«n  Editt.  read,  lust.  Kind  is  nature.  See  the 
rat  one,  and  ver.  10922,  4. 

38.  A  she-wolf]  This  is  also  from  the  Ronu  de  la 
i. 

Tout  ainti  conune  fait  la  louve, 
Que  sa  folie  tant  empire, 
Qu'elle  prent  de  tous  loupe  le  pire. 

73.  or  any  thefe]  Any  la  from  conjecture  only, 
a,  the  reading  of  all  the  MSS.  that  I  have  con- 
he  reading  of  Ed.  Urr.  is— or  elles  a  thefe—  whe- 
antbority  or  conjecture  I  cannot  tall ;  but  even 
eture  I  should  have  adopted  it  in  preference  to 

I I  had  taken  notice  of  it  in  time. 


Ver.  17278.  My  sone,  thy  tonge]  In  the  Rom.  de  la  R. 
ver.  7390.  this  precept  is  quoted  from  Ptolcmde, 

Au  commencer  de  VAlmageste. 
See  the  note  on  ver.  5764. 

Ver.  17281.  The  first©  vertue]  This  precept  is  also 
quoted  in  the  Rom.  de  la  R.  ver.  7415.  from  Cato.  It  is 
extant  L.  L  Diet  3. 

Virtutem  primam  esse  puta  compescere  linguam. 

Ver.  17308.  be  non  auotour  newe]  This  seems  to  be  from 
Cato.  L.  i.  Dist.  12. 

Rumores  fuge,  ne  inclpias  novus  auctot  haberL 
It  looks  as  if  Chaucer  read, 

Rumoris  fuge  ne  indpias  novus  auctor  haberL 
Ver.  17316.  Foure  of  the  clok]  See  the  Discourse  Ao. 
}.  xli. 

Ver.  17321.  Therwith  the  mones  exaltation,  In  mene 
Libra,  alway  gan  ascend]  This  is  a  very  obscure  passage. 
Some  of  the  MSS.  read— I  mene  Libra.  According  to  the 
reading  which  I  have  followed,  exaltation  is  not  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a  technical  term,  but  as  signifying  simply 
rising ;  and  the  sense  will  be,  that  the  moon's  rising,  in 
the  middle  of  Libra,  was  continually  ascending,  Ac 

If  exaltation  be  taken  in  its  technical  meaning,  as  ex- 
plained in  the  note  on  ver.  6284,  It  will  be  impossible  to 
make  any  sense  of  either  of  the  readings :  for  the  exalta- 
tion of  the  moon  was  not  in  Libra,  but  in  Taurus.  Kalen- 
drier  des  Bergiers.  Sign.  i.  ult.  Mr.  Speght,  I  suppose, 
being  aware  of  this,  altered  Libra  Into  Taurus  but  he  did 
not  consider,  that  the  Sun.  which  has  just  been  said  to  be 
descending,  was  at  that  time  in  Taurus,  and  that  conse- 
quently Taurus  must  al«>  have  been  descending. 

Libra  therefore  should  by  no  means  be  parted  with. 
Being  in  that  part  of  the  Zodiac  which  Is  nearly  opposite 
to  Taurus,  the  place  of  the  Sun,  it  is  very  properly  re- 
presented as  ascending  above  the  horizon  toward  the 
time  of  the  Sun's  setting.  If  any  alteration  were  to  be 
admitted*  I  should  be  for  reading— 

Therwith  Saturnes  exaltation, 

I  mene  Libra,  alway  gan  ascende — 

The  exaltation  of  Saturn  was  in  Libra.  Kalendrier  dea 
Bergers.   Sign.  K.  i. 

Ver.  17354.  I  cannot  geste,  rom,  ram,  ruf]  This  is 
plainly  a  contemptuous  manner  of  describing  alliterative 
poetry  t  and  the  Person's  prefatory  declaration  that "  he  is 
a  Southern  man,"  would  lead  one  to  imagine,  that  compo- 
sitions in  that  style  were,  at  this  time,  chiefly  confined  to 
the  Noithern  provinces.  It  was  observed  long  ago  by 
William  of  Malmcebury,  1.  iii.  Pontif.  Angl.  that  the  lan- 
guage of  the  North  of  England  was  so  harsh  and  unpolished, 
as  to  be  scarce  intelligible  to  a  Southern  man.  Quod 
propter  viciniam  barbararum  gentium,  et  propter  remoti- 
onem  regum  quondam  Anglorum  modo  Norman  norum 
contigit,  qui  magis  ad  Austrum  quam  ad  Aquilonem 
diversati  noscuntur.  From  the  same  causes  we  may  pre- 
sume, that  it  was  often  long  before  the  improvements  in 
the  poetical  art,  which  from  time  to  time  were  made  in  the 
South,  coud  find  their  way  into  the  North  ;  so  that  there 
the  hobbling  alliterative  verse  might  Mill  be  in  the  highest 
request,  even  after  Chaucer  had  established  the  use  of  the 
Heroic  metre  in  this  part  of  the  island.   Dr.  Percy  has 

I  quoted  an  alliterative  poem  by  a  Cheshire  man  on  the 

|  battle  of  Flodden  in  1513,  and  he  has  remarked  M  that  all 
such  poets  as  uned  this  kind  of  metre,  retained  along  with 
it  many  peculiar  Saxon  idioms.**  Eshay  on  Metre  of  P.  P. 
This  may  perhaps  have  been  owing  to  their  being  generally 
inhabitants  of  the  Northern  counties,  where  the  old  Saxon 
idiom  underwent  much  fewer  and  slower  alterations,  than 
it  did  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  capital. 

To  geste  here  is  to  relate  gestes.  In  ver.  13861.  he  has 
called  it  to  telle  in  geste.  Both  passages  seem  to  imply 
that  Gestes  were  chiefly  written  in  alliterative  verse,  but 

'  the  latter  passage  more  strongly  than  this.  After  the 
Host  has  told  Chaucer,  that  he  M  shall  no  longer  rime,"  be 

I  goes  on— 
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'*  Let  sea  wher  thou  canst  tellen  ought  in  geste, 
Or  tellen  in  prose  somwhat  at  the  leste — " 

Geste  there  seems  to  be  pot  for  a  species  of  composition 
which  was  neither  Rime  nor  Prose ;  and  what  that  coud 
be,  except  alliterative  metre,  I  cannot  guess.  At  the  some 
time  I  must  own,  that  I  know  no  other  passage  which 
authorizes  the  interpretation  of  Oeste  in  this  confined 
sense.  In  the  H.  of  F.  iL  114.  Chaucer  speaks  of  himself 
as  making— 

"  bokes,  songes,  ditees 
In  rime,  or  elles  in  cadence." 

where  cadence,  I  think,  must  mean  a  species  of  poetical 
composition  distinct  from  riming  verses.  The  name  might 
be  properly  enough  applied  to  the  metre  used  in  the 
Ormulum  (see  the  Essay,  ate  n.  52.)  but  no  work  of 
Chaucer  in  any  such  metre,  without  rime,  has  coma  within 
my  observation. 

Ver.  17378.  had  the  wordes]  This  is  a  French  phrase. 
It  is  applied  to  the  Speaker  of  the  Commons  in  Hot  Pari. 
51  E.  I1L  n.  87.  Mens.  Thomas  de  Hungerford,  Chivaler, 
qi  avoit  Us  paroles  pur  lea  Communes  d'Angleterre  en 
oest  Parlement,  Ac. 

P.  148.  coL  1.  L  60.  forlete  sinne  or  that  eJnne  forlete 
hem]  The  same  thought  occurs,  by  way  of  precept,  at  the 
end  of  tho  Doctour's  tale,  ver.  12220. 

Forsaketh  sinne  or  sinne  you  forsake. 

P.  154.  coL  1.  1. 19.  sayth  Moyses]  I  cannot  tell  where. 
Perhaps  there  may  be  some  such  passage  in  the  Rabbinical 
histories  of  Moses,  which  the  learned  Oaulmin  published 
in  the  last  century  (Paris,  1629,  8vo.)  and  whioh,  among 
other  traditions,  contain  that  alluded  to  by  &  Jude,  Ep. 
yer.  9. 

P.  154.  coL  1.1.54.  in  the  tkurrok]  The  Editt  have  changed 
this  word,  in  this  place,  into  timber,  though,  in  another 
place,  p.  1S2.  col.  2.  L  52.  they  have  left  it,  and  Mr.  8peght 
explains  it  to  mean  an  heap.  It  is  a  Saxon  word,  which  the 
Glossaries  render  cymba,  caupolus  j  originally  perhaps 
computus,  as  it  was  sometimes  written.  Du  Cange,  in  v. 
Cavtvlvs.  It  seems  to  have  signified  any  sort  of  keeled 
vessel,  and  from  thence,  what  we  call,  the  hold  of  a 
ship.  The  following  explanation  of  it  from  an  old  book, 
entitled  "  Our  Ladyes  mirroure"  (Lond.  1530.  fol.  57.  b.) 
will  fully  justify  Chaucer's  use  of  it  in  both  places,  in  the 
first  literally,  and  in  the  second  metaphorically.  M  Ye 
shall  uiiderstande  that  there  ys  a  place  in  the  bottom e  of 
a  Ahyppe,  wherin  ys  gathered  all  the  fylthe  that  coxneth 
into  the  shyppe— and  it  is  called  in  some  centre  of  thys 
londe  a  thorrocke.  Other  callo  yt  an  hamron,  and  some 
c&lle  yt  the  bulcke  of  the  shyppe."  I  know  not  what  to 
make  of  hamron. 

P.  155.  col.  2. 1. 14.  outragious  array  of  clothing]  What  fol- 
lows should  be  read  carefully  by  any  Antiquary,  who  may 
mean  to  write  de  Re  Vestiarid  of  tho  English  nation  in  the 
xxvth  Century. 

P.  169.  col.  1. 1.  28  so  high  doctrine  I  lete  to  divines]  See 
before,  ver.  17366— 71.  and  below,  p.  171.  col.  1. 1.  54.  "  The 
exposition  of  this— I  betake  to  the  mahtters  of  Tbeologie." 
The  secular  clergy,  in  the  time  of  Chaucer,  being  generally 
very  ignorant,  it  would  not  have  been  in  character,  I  sup- 
pose, to  represent  the  Persone  as  a  deep  divine,  though  a 
very  pious,  worthy  Priest.  The  Frore,  whose  brethren 
had  the  largest  share  of  the  learning  which  was  then  in 
fashion,  is  made  to  speak  with  great  contempt  of  the  Pa- 
rochial Pastors,  ver.  759a 

This  every  laced  Vicar  and  Person 
Can  say  &c" 

And  yet  in  the  Person's  Character,  vor.  402.  we  are  told, 
that— 

"  He  was  also  a  lerned  man,  a  clerk." 

It  may  be  doubted  therefore,  whether  in  these  passages 
Chaucer  may  not  speak  for  himself,  forgetting  or  neglect- 
ing the  character  of  the  real  speaker. 

P.  172.  col.  2.  L  B.  Now  preyel  to  hem  alle  dec.]  What  fol- 
lows being  found,  with  some  small  variations.  In  all  com- 


plete MSB.  (I  believe)  of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  and  m  both 
Caxton's  Editions,  which  were  undoubtedly  printed  from 
MSa  there  was  no  pretence  to  leave  it  out  in  this  Edition, 
however  difficult  it  may  be  to  give  any  satisfactory  ac- 
count of  it. 

I  must  first  take  notice,  that  this  passage  In  MS.  Ask.  L 

la  introduced  by  these  words — 

Here  taketh  the  maker  Ms  lev*. 
and  is  concluded  by  these — 

Here  endeik  the  Personnys  Tale. 

In  MS.  Ask.  2.  there  la  a  similar  introduction  and  ooocte- 
sion  in  Latin ;  at  the  beginning, — Hie  caplt  auctor  licem- 
tiam— and  at  the  end.,— Explicit  narratio  Rectoru,  et 
ultima  inter  narrationes  hujus  libri  de  quibus  compssuU 
Chaucer,  cujus  anime  propieietur  Deus.  Amen. 

These  two  MSS.  therefore  may  be  considered  as  agree- 
ing in  substance  with  those  M88.  mentioned  in  the  Dis- 
course, Ac  {.  xlii.  in  which  this  passage  makes  part  of  the 
Persones  Tale.  One  of  them  is  described  by  Beanie,  in  Us 
letter  to  Bagford,  App.  to  R.  G.  p.  661 ,  2. 

In  Edit  Ca.  2.  as  quoted  by  Ames,  p.  56.  it  ia  dearly 
separated  from  the  Persones  Tale,  and  entitled, 

The  Proper. 

In  the  MSS.  In  which  it  la  also  separated  from  Che  Per- 
sones tale,  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  It  distfngaisbsl 
by  any  title,  either  of  Prayer  or  Revocation  :  or  Retracta- 
tion, as  it  is  called  in  the  Preface  to  Ed.  Urry.  If  we  betters 
what  is  said  in  p.  172.  ool.  2.  L  22.  Chaucer  had  written  a 
distinct  piece  entitled  his  Retractions,  in  which  he  had 
revoked  his  blameable  compositions. 

The  just  inference  from  these  variations  in  the  MSS.  Is 
perhaps,  that  none  of  them  are  to  he  at  all  relied  on ;  that 
different  Copyists  have  given  this  passage  the  title  that 
pleased  them  best,  and  have  attributed  it  to  the  Persons 
or  to  Chaucer,  as  the  matter  seemed  to  them  to  be  most 
suitable  to  the  one  or  the  other. 

Mr.  Hearne,  whose  greatest  weakness  waa  not  his  incre- 
dulity, has  declared  his  suspicion,  **  that  the  Revocation, 
meaning  this  whole  passage,  ia  not  genuine,  bat  that  tt 
was  made  by  the  Monks."  App.  to  R.  G.  p.  60S.  I  cannot 
go  quite  so  far.  I  think,  if  the  Monks  had  set  about  making 
a  Revocation  for  Chaucer  to  be  annexed  to  the  Canterbury 
Tales,  they  would  have  made  one  more  in  form.  The 
same  objection  lies  to  the  suppose!  that  it  was  made  by 
himself. 

The  most  probable  hypothesis  which  has  occurred  to 
me,  for  the  solution  of  these  difficulties,  is  to  suppose,  that 
the  beginning  of  this  passage,  except  the  words,  or  redeu 
it  in  ooL  2. 1. 9.  and  the  end  make  together  the  genuine  con- 
clusion of  the  Persones  tale,  and  that  the  middle  part  which 
I  have  inclosed  between  hooks  is  an  interpolation. 

It  must  be  allowed,  I  think,  as  I  have  observed  before 
In  the  Discourse,  Ac  §.  xlii.  that  the  appellation  of  •  lrtel 
tretise  "  suite  better  with  the  Persones  tale  taken  singly, 
than  with  the  whole  work.  The  doubt  expressed  in  coL  i. 
1.  12.  "  if  there  be  any  thing  that  displeseth  Ac*  is  vrry 
agreeable  to  tho  manner  in  which  the  Persone  speaks  in 
his  Prologue,  ver.  17366.  See  the  note  on  p.  169.  col.  1.  L  28. 
The  mention  of  "  verray  penance,  confession  and  satisfac- 
tion "  in  p.  172.  col.  2. 1.  39,  seems  to  refer  pointedly  to  the 
subject  of  the  speaker's  preceding  discourse  ;  and  the  title 
given  to  Christ  in  p.  172.  col.  2. 1. 42,  "  Preate  of  aU  Prestos* 
seems  peculiarly  proper  in  the  mouth  of  a  Freest. 

So  much  for  those  parts  which  may  be  supposed  to  have 
originally  belonged  to  the  Persone.  With  respect  to  the 
middle  part,  I  think  it  not  improbable,  that  Chancer 
might  be  persuaded  by  the  Religious  who  attended  him  in 
his  last  illness,  to  revoke,  or  retract,  certain  of  his  works ; 
or  at  least  that  they  might  give  out,  that  he  had  made  such 
Retractions  as  they  thought  proper.  In  either  case,  it  is 
possible  that  the  same  seal  might  think  It  expedient  to 
join  the  substance  of  these  Retractions  to  the  Canterbury 
Tales,  the  antidote  to  the  poison ;  and  might  accordingly 
procure  the  present  interpolation  to  be  made  in  the  Epi- 
logue to  the  Persones  tale,  taking  care  at  the  same  time, 
by  the  insertion  of  the  words  "  or  reden  it "  in  coL  2.  L  9.  to 
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hat  Epilogue  from  an  address  of  the  Peraone  to 
rs  into  an  address  of  Chaucer  to  hit  readers. 
avlng  these  very  uncertain  speculations,  I  will  say 
>rds  npon  those  enditinges  of  worldly  vanitses, 
re  hers  supposed  to  have  Bitten  heavy  on  our 
conscience. 

ooL  2.  L  S3,  the  boke  of  Troilus]  It  has  been  said 
■my,  Ac.  n.  68.  that  the  Troilus  is  borrowed  from 
ttrato  of  Boccace.  This  is  evident  not  only  from 
le  and  Characters,  which  are  the  same  in  both 
•ut  also  from  a  number  of  passages  in  the  English 
e  literally  translated  from  the  Italian.  At  the  same 
re  are  several  long  passages,  and  even  episodes,  in 
us,  of  which  there  are  no  traces  in  the  Filostrato. 
therefore  it  may  be  doubted,  whether  Chaucer 
d  them  out  of  his  own  invention,  or  taken  them 
rm  some  completer  copy  of  Boccace's  poem  than 
have  in  print,  or  from  some  copy  interpolated  by 
band.  Be  speaks  of  himself  as  a  translator  out  of 
.  ii.  14.  and  in  two  passages  he  quotes  his  author 
une  of  Lollius,  B.  i.  394-421,  and  B.  v.  1652.  The 
Mage  it  in  the  Filostrato,  but  the  former,  in  which 
Sonnet  of  Petrarch  is  introduced,  is  not  What 
if  having  translated  out  of  Latin  need  not  make 
eolty,  aa  the  Italian  language  was  commonly 
atino  uolgars  (see  the  quotation  from  the  The- 
aoourse,  fro.  n.  ft)  and  Lydgate  (Prol.  to  Boocace) 
r  tells  us,  that  Chancer  translated— "a  boke  which 
Trophy  * 
i  Lsmbard  tonpe,  as  men  may  rede  and  see.** 
xace  should  have  acquired  the  name  of  Lollius, 
Filostrato  the  title  of  Tropke,  are  points  which  I 
ayself  unable  to  explain. 

.  94,  the  boke  of  Fame]  Chaucer  mentions  this 

*  to  works  in  the  Leg.  of  O.  W.  ver.  417.  He  wrote 
be  was  Comptroller  of  the  Custom  of  wools,  Ac 
IL  ver.  144 — 8.)  and  consequently  after  the  year 

•  A  pp.  to  Pref.  C. 

.  94,  the  boke  of  five  and  twenty  Ladies]  This 
ading  of  all  the  MS8.  If  it  be  genuine,  it  affords 

proof  that  this  enumeration  of  Chaucer's  works 

drawn  up  by  himself  j  as  there  is  no  ground 
Ting  that  the  Legends  of  Good  Women  ever  con- 
s' was  intended  to  contain,  the  histories  of  Jive  and 
adiee.  Bee  the  note  on  ver.  4481.  It  is  possible 

that  xzv  may  have  been  put  by  mistake  for  xix. 
.  Sft>  the  boke  of  the  Duchease]  See  the  note  on  ver. 
s  might  have  imagined  that  this  poem,  written  upon 
alar  occasion,  was  in  all  probability  an  original 
tBon ;  bat  upon  comparing  the  portrait  of  a  beau- 
nan,  which  M.  de  la  Ravallere  (Poes.  du  R.  de  N. 

Bam)  has  cited  from  MS.  du  Roi,  N°  7612.  with 
•s  description  of  his  heroine  (ver.  817,  et  seq.)  I  find 


that  several  lines  in  the  latter  are  literally  translated  from 
the  former.  I  should  not  therefore  be  surprised,  if,  upon  a 
further  examination  of  that  MS.  it  should  appear,  that 
our  author,  according  to  his  usual  practice,  had  borrowed 
a  considerable  part  of  bis  work  from  some  French  poet 

Ibid.  1. 25.  the  boke  of  Seint  Valentines  day  Ac]  In  j 
the  Editt.  the  Assembles  of  Foules.  Chaucer  himself  In  ' 
the  Leg.  of  O.  W.  ver.  419,  calls  it  the  Parlement  of  Foules.  ! 
See  the  note  on  ver.  1920.  and  A  pp.  to  Pref.  C.  note  «.  j 

Ibid.  1.  27.  the  tales  of  Canterbury  dtc]  If  we  sup- 
pose, that  this  passage  was  written  by  Chaucer  himself, 
to  make  part  of  the  conclusion  of  his  Canterbury  Tales,  it 
must  appear  rather  extraordinary,  that  he  should  mention 
those  tales  in  this  general  manner,  and  in  the  midst  of  his 
other  works.  It  would  have  been  more  natural  to  have  j 
placed  them  either  at  the  beginning  or  at  the  end  of  hie 
catalogue.  I 

Ibid.  1.  28.  the  boke  of  the  Leon]  This  book  is  also 
ascribed  to  Chaucer  by  Lydgate,  Prol.  to  Boocace,  but 
no  MS.  of  it  has  hitherto  been  discovered.  It  may  pos- 
sibly have  been  a  translation  of  Le  dit  du  Lion,  a  poem 
of  Guillaume  de  Maohaut,  composed  in  the  year  1342. 
Acad,  des  Insc.  t  xx.  p.  379.  408.  Some  lines  from  this 
poem,  as  I  apprehend,  are  quoted  in  the  Glossary  to  Poes. 
du  Roi  de  If.  v.  An  rouse  as.  Bachklxr. 

Whether  we  suppose  this  list  of  Chaucer's  exceptionable 
works  to  have  been  drawn  up  by  himself,  or  by  any  other 
person,  it  is  unaccountable  that  his  translation  of  the 
Roman  de  la  Rose  should  be  omitted.  If  he  translated  the 
whole  of  that  very  extraordinary  composition,  as  is  most 
probable,  he  coud  scarce  avoid  being  guilty  of  a  much 
greater  licentiousness,  in  sentiment  as  well  as  diction, 
than  we  find  in  any  of  his  other  writings.  His  translation, 
as  we  have  it,  breaks  off  at  ver.  &370.  of  the  original  (ver. 
5810.  Ed.  Urr.)  and  beginning  again  at  ver.  11253.  ends  im- 
perfect at  ver.  13105.  In  the  latter  part  we  have  a  strong 
proof  of  the  negligence  of  the  first  editor,  who  did  not  per- 
ceive that  two  leaves  in  his  MS.  were  misplaced.  The 
passage  from  ver.  7013  to  ver.  7062  incL  and  the  passage 
from  ver.  7257  to  ver.  7304.  incL  should  be  inserted  after 
ver.  7160.  The  later  Editors  have  all  copied  this,  as  well 
as  many  other  blunders  of  less  consequence,  which  they 
must  have  discovered,  if  they  had  nonsuited  the  French 
original. 

A  Bacheler,  who  dances  with  Franchise,  is  said  to  re- 
semble 

"  The  Lordee  sonne  of  Wyndesore." 

ft;  R.  ver.  1250. 

This  seems  to  be  a  compliment  to  the  young  Princes  in 
general,  rather  than  to  any  particular  son  of  Edward  III, 
who  is  certainly  meant  by  the  Lord  of  Windsor.  In  the 
French  it  is  simply— 11  sembloit  estre  fils  de  Roy. 
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sain  that  in  sweveninges, 
t  fables  and  lesinges  : 
ay  some  sweven  seene, 
y  that  false  ne  been, 
I  ben  apparaunt : 
•awe  to  warraunt 
lat  night  Macrobes, 
t  dreames  false  ne  lees, 
s  the  avisioun, 
raette  king  Cipioun. 
>  sayth,  or  weneth  it  be 
e  nicete 

dreames  after  fall, 
»te  a  foole  me  call. 

I,  and  say  for  me, 

siguitiaunce  be 
tarme  to  many  wightes, 
t  in  hir  sleep  a  nightes 
nges  covertly, 
ter  all  openly, 
twentie  yeere  of  age, 
ve  taketh  his  courage 
ke,  I  wente  soone 
vas  wont  to  doone  : 
•pt,  and  in  sleeping, 
h  a  swevening, 
;  wondrous  wele, 
veven  is  never  a  dele 
erward  befall, 
dream e  woll  tell  us  all. 
reame  woll  I  rime  aright, 
*  heartes  gay  and  light : 
ayeth,  and  also 
i  me  that  it  be  so. 
e  any  aske  me, 

it  be  he  or  she, 
ie  which  is  here 
lat  I  rede  you  here  : 
aunt  of  the  Rose, 
he  art  of  love  I  close. 

fa  ire  is  of  to  make, 
te  in  gree  that  she  it  take 
it  it  begonnen  is, 
le,  that  hath  ywis 
e,  and  thereto  she 
beloved  to  be, 
ought  of  prise  and  right, 
se  of  everie  wight. 
Lay  me  thought*)  tho, 

or  more  ago, 
lay,  thus  dreamed  me, 
e  and  jolitie, 


That  all  thing  ginneth  waxen  gay  : 
For  there  is  neither  buske  nor  hay 
In  May,  that  it  n'ill  shrouded  bene, 
And  it  with  newe  levea  wrene  : 
These  woodes  eke  recoveren  grene, 
That  drie  in  winter  ben  to  sene, 
And  the  erth  waxeth  proud  withall, 
For  swote  dewcs  that  on  it  fall, 
And  the  poore  estate  forget, 
In  which  that  winter  had  it  set : 
And  than  become  the  ground  so  proude, 
That  it  wol  have  a  newe  shroude, 
And  maketh  so  queint  his  robe  and  faire, 
That  it  had  hewes  an  hundred  paire, 
Of  grasse  and  floures,  of  Inde  and  Pers, 
And  many  hewes  full  divers  : 
That  is  the  robe  I  mean  ywis, 
Through  which  the  ground  to  praisen  is. 

The  birdes,  that  han  left  hir  song, 
While  they  han  suffred  cold  full  strong, 
In  wethers  grille,  and  derke  to  sight, 
Ben  in  May  for  die  Sunne  bright, 
So  glad,  that  they  shew  in  singing, 
That  in  hir  heart  is  such  liking, 
That  they  mote  singen  and  ben  light : 
Than  doth  the  nightingale  her  might, 
To  roaken  noyse,  and  singen  blithe  : 
Than  is  blisfull  many  a  sithe, 
The  chelaundre,  and  the  popingaye, 
Than  younge  folke  entenden  aye, 
For  to  ben  gay  and  amorous, 
The  time  is  then  so  savorous. 

Harde  is  his  heart  that  loveth  nought 
In  May,  whan  all  this  mirth  is  wrought, 
Whan  he  may  on  these  braunches  here 
The  smalle  birdes  singen  clere 
Hir  blisfull  swete  song  piteous, 
And  in  this  season  delitous  : 
When  love  affirmeth  all  thing, 
Me  thought  one  night,  in  my  sleeping, 
Right  in  my  bed  full  readyly, 
That  it  was  by  the  morrow  early, 
And  up  I  rose,  and  gan  me  cloth, 
Anone  I  wysshe  mine  hondes  both, 
A  silver  needle  forth  I  drow, 
Out  of  an  aguiler  queint  ynow, 
And  gan  this  needle  thread  anone, 
For  out  of  towne  me  list  to  gone, 
The  sound  of  birdes  for  to  heare 
That  on  the  buskes  singen  cleare, 
In  the  swete  season  that  lefe  is, 
With  a  thred  basting  my  slevis, 
p2 
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Alone  I  went  in  my  playing, 

The  fimal  foules  song  hearkening, 

That  payned  hem  full  many  a  paire, 

To  sing  on  bowes  blossomed  faire  : 

Jolife  and  gay,  full  of  gladnesse, 

Toward  a  river  gan  I  me  dresse, 

That  I  heard  renne  faste  by, 

For  fairer  playeng  none  saw  I 

Than  playen  me  by  the  rivere  : 

For  from  an  hill  that  stood  there  nere, 

Come  downe  the  stream  full  stiffe  and  bold, 

Clere  was  the  water,  and  as  cold 

As  any  well  is,  sooth  to  saine, 

And  somedele  lasse  it  was  than  Saine, 

But  it  was  straiter,  weleaway, 

And  never  saw  I  ere  that  day, 

The  water  that  so  wele  liked  me, 

And  wonder  glad  was  I  to  se 

That  lusty  place,  and  that  rivere : 

And  with  that  water  that  ran  so  clere, 

My  face  I  wysshe,  tho  saw  1  wele, 

The  bottome  ypaved  everidele 

With  gravel,  full  of  stones  shene, 

The  meadowes  softe,  sote,  and  grene, 

Beet  right  upon  the  water  side, 

Full  clere  was  than  the  morowe  tide, 

And  full  attempre  out  of  drede, 

Tho  gan  I  walken  thorow  the  mede, 

Downward  aye  in  my  playing, 

The  rivers  side  codsting. 

And  when  I  had  a  while  ygone, 
I  saw  a  garden  right  anone, 
Full  long  and  broad,  and  everidele 
Enclosed  was,  and  walled  wele, 
With  hie  walles  enbatailed, 
Portrayed  without,  and  well  entayled 
With  many  riche  portraitures, 
And  both  the  images  and  peintures, 
Can  I  beholde  besely, 
And  I  woll  tell  you  readyly, 
Of  thilke  images  the  semblaunce, 
As  farre  as  I  have  remembraunce. 

Ami dd e  saw  I  Hate  stonde, 
That  for  her  wrath  and  )  re  and  onde, 
Seemed  to  be  a  moveresse, 
An  angry  wight,  a  chideresse, 
And  ful  of  gile,  and  fell  courage, 
By  semblaunt  was  that  ilke  image, 
And  she  was  nothing  wele  amide, 
But  like  a  wode  woman  afraid e, 
Yfrounced  foule  was  her  visage, 
And  grinning  for  dispitous  rage, 
Her  nose  snorted  up  for  tene, 
Full  hidous  was  she  for  to  Bene, 
Full  foule  and  rustie  was  she  this, 
Her  head  ywrithen  was  ywis 
Full  grimly  with  a  great  towaile. 

An  image  of  another  entayle, 
Alifte  halte  was  her  fast  by, 
Her  name  above  her  head  saw  I, 
And  she  was  called  Felony. 

Another  image,  that  Villany 
Ycleped  was,  saw  I  and  fonde 
Upon  the  wall  on  her  right  honde. 
Villany  was  like  somedele 
That  other  image,  and  trusteth  wele 
She  seemed  a  wicked  creature, 
By  countenaunce  in  portreiture, 
She  seemed  be  full  despitous, 
And  eke  full  proude  and  outragious. 


Well  coud  he  paint  I  undertake, 
That  such  an  image  coude  make  : 
Full  foule  and  chorlych  seemed  she, 
And  eke  villainous  for  to  be, 
And  little  coulde  of  norture, 
To  worship  any  creature. 

And  next  was  painted  Covetise, 
That  eggeth  folke  in  many  a  gise, 
To  take  and  yeve  right  nought  againe, 
And  great  treasoures  up  to  laine. 

And  that  is  she,  that  for  usure 
Leneth  to  many  a  creature 
The  lasse  for  the  more  winning, 
So  covetous  is  her  brenning, 
And  that  is  she  for  pennies  fele, 
That  teacheth  for  to  robbe  and  stele 
These  theeves,  and  these  smale  harlotes, 
And  that  is  routhe,  for  by  hir  thro  tea, 
Full  many  one  hongeth  at  the  last : 
She  maketh  folke  compasse  and  cast 
To  taken  other  folkes  thing, 
Through  robberie,  or  miscoveting. 
And  that  is  she  that  maketh  treachoun, 
And  she  maketh  false  pieadours, 
That  with  hir  termes  and  hir  domes, 
Done  maidens,  children,  and  eke  gromes, 
Her  heritage  to  forgo  : 
Full  crooked  were  her  hondes  two, 
For  covetise  is  ever  woode, 
To  gripen  other  folkes  goode. 

Covetise,  for  her  winning, 
Full  lefe  hath  other  mennes  thing. 

Another  image  set  saw  I, 
Nexte  Covetise  fast  by, 
And  she  was  cleped  Avarice, 
Full  foule  in  painting  was  that  vice, 
Full  sad  and  caitife  was  she  eke, 
And  also  grene  as  any  leke, 
So  evil  hewed  was  her  colour, 
Her  seemed  to  have  lived  in  langour, 
She  was  like  thing  for  hunger  dead, 
That  lad  her  life  onely  by  bread 
Kneden  with  eisell  strong  and  egre, 
And  thereto  she  was  leane  and  megre, 
And  she  was  clad  full  poorely, 
All  in  an  olde  torne  courtpy, 
As  she  were  all  with  dogges  torne, 
And  both  behind  and  eke  beforne 
Clouted  was  she  beggerly. 

A  mantle  honge  her  faste  by, 
Upon  a  benche  weake  and  small, 
A  burnette  cote  hong  there  withall, 
Furred  with  no  minevere, 
But  with  a  furre  rough  of  heere, 
Of  lambe  skinnes  heavy  and  blake, 
It  was  so  old  I  undertake. 
For  Avarice  to  cloath  her  wele, 
Ne  hasteth  her  never  a  dele, 
For  certainly  it  were  her  loth 
To  wearen  of  that  ilke  cloth, 
And  if  it  were  forweared,  she 
Woulde  have  full  great  nicete 
Of  clothing,  er  she  bought  her  newe, 
All  were  it  bad  of  woll  and  hewe. 
This  Avarice  held  in  her  hand, 
A  purse  that  honge  by  a  band, 
And  that  she  hid  and  bond  so  strong, 
Men  must  abide  wonder  long, 
Out  of  the  purse  er  ther  come  aught, 
For  that  ne  commeth  in  her  thought, 
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It  was  not  eertaine  her  entent, 
That  fro  that  purse  a  peny  went. 

And  by  that  image  nigh  ynough, 
Was  peinted  Envy,  that  never  lough, 
Nor  never  well  in  her  heart  ferde 
But  if  she  either  saw  or  herde 
Some  great  mischaunce,  or  great  disease, 
Nothing  ne  may  so  much  her  please 
As  mischeife  and  misaventure, 
Or  when  she  seeth  discomfiture 
Upon  any  worthy  man  fall, 
Than  liketh  her  right  well  withall. 
She  is  full  glad  in  hir  courage, 
If  she  see  any  great  linage 
Be  brought  to  naught  in  shamefull  wise  : 
And  if  a  man  in  honour  rise, 
Or  by  his  wit,  or  by  his  prowesse, 
Of  that  hath  she  great  heavinesse, 
For  trusteth  well  she  goeth  nie  wood, 
When  any  chaunce  happeth  good. 

Envy  is  of  such  cruelte, 
That  fayth  ne  trouth  holdeth  she, 
To  friend  ne  fellow,  bad  or  good. 
Ne  she  hath  kinne  none  of  her  blood 
That  she  n*is  full  hir  enemie, 
She  nolde,  I  dare  saine  hardely 
Her  owne  father  fared  wele, 
And  sore  abieth  she  eyerie  dele 
Her  malice,  and  her  male  talent : 
For  she  is  in  so  great  turment 
And  hate  such,  when  folke  doth  good, 
That  nye  she  melteth  for  pure  wood, 
Her  hert  kerveth  and  so  breaketh 
That  God  the  people  well  awreaketh. 

Envy  ywis  shall  never  let, 
Some  blame  upon  the  folke  to  set. 
I  trowe  that  if  Envy  ywis, 
Knew  the  beste  man  that  is, 
On  this  side  or  beyond  the  see, 
Yet  somewhat  lac  ken  him  would  she  : 
And  if  lie  were  so  hende  and  wise, 
That  she  ne  might  all  abate  his  prise, 
Yet  would  she  blame  his  worthinesse, 
Or  by  her  wordes  make  it  lesse. 
I  sawe  Envy  in  that  painting, 
Had  a  wonderfull  looking, 
For  she  ne  looked  but  awrie, 
Or  overwhart,  all  baggingly. 
And  she  had  a  foule  usage, 
She  might  looke  in  no  visage 
Of  man  ne  woman,  forth  right  plaine, 
Bat  shette  her  one  eye  for  disdaine, 
80  for  en  vie  brenned  shee 
When  she  might  any  man  see 
That  faire,  or  worthy  were,  or  wise, 
Or  else  stood  in  folkes  prise. 

Soaow  was  painted  next  Envy 
Upon  that  wall  of  masonry  : 
But  well  was  seene  in  her  colour 
That  she  had  lived  in  langour  : 
Her  seemed  to  have  the  jaundice, 
Not  halfe  so  pale  was  Avarice, 
Ne  nothing  like  of  leannesse, 
For  sorowe,  thought,  and  great  distresse, 
That  she  bad  suffred  daie  and  night, 
Made  her  yellow,  and  nothing  bright : 
Full  sad,  pale,  and  megre  also, 
Was  never  wight  yet  half  so  wo 
As  that  her  seemed  for  to  be, 
Nor  so  fulfilled  with  yre  as  she, 


I  trow  that  no  wight  might  her  please 
Nor  doe  that  thing  that  might  her  ease, 
Nor  she  ne  would  her  so  row  slake, 
Nor  comfort  none  unto  her  take, 
So  depe  was  her  wo  begonne, 
And  eke  her  heart  in  anger  ronne, 
A  sorowfull  thing  wel  seemed  she  : 
Nor  she  had  nothing  slowe  be 
For  to-scratchen  all  her  face 
And  for  to-rent  in  many  place 
Her  clothes,  and  for  to  teare  her  swire, 
As  she  that  was  fulfilled  of  yre, 
And  all  to-torne  lay  eke  her  heere 
About  her  shoulders,  here  and  there, 
As  she  that  had  it  all  to-rent 
For  anger  and  for  male  talent. 

And  eke  I  tell  you  certainly 
How  that  she  wept  full  tenderly  : 
In  worlde  n'is  wight  bo  hard  of  heart 
That  had  seene  her  sorowes  smart 
That  nolde  have  had  of  her  pite, 
So  wo  begone  a  thing  was  she. 
She  all  to-dasht  her  selfe  for  wo 
And  smote  togider  her  hands  two, 
To  sorrow  was  she  full  ententife, 
That  wofull  retchelesse  caitife 
Her  rought  little  of  playing, 
Or  of  clipping  or  kissing  ; 
For  who  so  sorrowfull  is  in  heart 
Him  luste  not  to  play  ne  start, 
Nor  for  to  dauneen,  ne  to  sing, 
Ne  may  his  heart  in  temper  bring 
To  make  joy  on  even  or  morrow, 
For  joy  is  contrarie  unto  sorrow. 

Elde  was  painted  after  this, 
That  shorter  was  a  foot  ywis 
Than  she  was  wont  in  her  yonghede, 
Unneth  her  selfe  she  might  feae, 
So  feeble  and  eke  so  old  was  she 
That  faded  was  all  her  beaute. 
Full  salow  was  waxen  her  colour, 
Her  head  for  hore  was  white  as  flour, 
Ywis  great  qualme  ne  were  it  none, 
Ne  sinne,  although  her  life  were  gone. 
AU  woxen  was  her  body  unwelde 
And  drie  and  dwined  all  for  elde, 
A  foule  forwelked  thing  was  she 
That  whilom  round  and  soft  had  be, 
Her  heeres  shoken  fast  withall 
As  from  her  hedde  they  woulde  fall : 
Her  face  frounced  and  forpined, 
And  both  her  hondes  lorne  fordwined : 
So  old  she  was  that  she  ne  went 
A  foot,  but  it  were  by  potent 
The  time  that  passeth  night  and  daye, 
I     And  restlesse  travayleth  aye, 
1     And  stealeth  from  us  so  privyly, 
That  to  us  seemeth  sikerly 
That  it  in  one  point  dwelleth  ever, 
And  certes  it  ne  resteth  never, 
But  goeth  so  fast,  and  passeth  aye, 
That  there  n'is  man  that  thinke  maye 
What  time  that  now  present  is, 
Asketh  at  these  clerkes  this, 
For  menne  thinke  it  readily 
Three  times  been  passed  by 
The  time  that  may  not  sojourne 
But  goth,  and  may  never  retourne, 
As  water  that  down  runneth  aye 
But  never  droppe  returne  may : 
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There  may  nothing  as  time  endure, 
Metall,  nor  earthly  creature, 
For  all  thing  it  frette  and  shall, 
The  time  eke  that  chaungeth  all, 
And  all  doth  waxe,  and  fostred  be, 
And  all  thing  destroyeth  he. 
The  time  that  eldeth  our  auncestours 
And  eldeth  kinges  and  emperours, 
And  that  us  all  shall  overoommen 
Er  that  death  us  shall  have  nomen, 
The  time  that  hath  all  in  welde 
To  elden  folke,  had  made  her  elde 
So  inly,  that  to  my  weting 
She  might  helpe  her  selfe  nothing, 
But  tourned  ayen  unto  childhede  ; 
She  had  nothing  her  selfe  to  lede 
Ne  wit  ne  pithe  in  her  hold 
More  than  a  childe  of  two  yere  old. 

But  nathelesse  I  trow  that  she 
Was  faire  sometime,  and  fresh  to  se, 
When  she  was  in  her  rightful!  age  : 
But  she  was  past  all  that  passage 
And  was  a  doted  thing  becommen  : 
A  furred  cappe  on  had  she  nomen  ; 
Well  had  she  clad  her  selfe  and  warme, 
For  cold  might  els  doen  her  harme, 
These  olde  folke  have  alway  cold, 
Hir  kind  is  such,  when  they  been  old. 

Another  thing  was  down  there  writ, 
That  seemed  like  an  ipocrite, 
And  it  was  cleped  Pope  holy, 
That  ilke  is  she,  that  privily 
Ne  spared  never  a  wicked  deed, 
When  men  of  her  taken  none  heed, 
And  maketh  her  outward  precious, 
With  pale  visage  and  piteous, 
And  seemeth  a  simple  creature, 
But  ther  n'is  no  misadventure, 
That  she  ne  thinkcth  in  her  courage  : 
Ful  like  to  her  was  thilke  image, 
That  maked  was  like  her  semblaunce, 
She  was  ful  simple  of  countenauncc. 
And  she  was  clothed  and  eke  shod, 
As  she  were  for  the  love  of  God 
Y-olden  to  religion, 
Such  seamed  her  devotion. 

A  psalter  held  she  fast  in  hond, 
And  busily  she  gan  to  fond 
To  make  many  a  faint  prayere, 
To  God,  and  to  his  saintes  dere  : 
Ne  she  was  gay,  fresh,  ne  jolife, 
But  seemed  to  be  full  ententife 
To  goode  workes,  and  to  faire, 
And  thereto  she  had  on  an  haire. 

Ne  certes  she  was  fat  to  nothing 
But  seemed  werie  for  fasting, 
Of  colour  pale  and  dead  was  she, 
From  her  the  gates  aie  warned  be 
Of  Paradise,  that  blisfull  place, 
For  such  folke  maken  leane  hir  grace  : 
As  Christ  sayth  in  his  Evangile, 
To  get  hem  prise  in  towne  a  while, 
And  for  a  little  glorie  vaine, 
They  lesen  God  and  eke  his  raigne. 

And  alderlast  of  everichone, 
Was  painted  Povert  all  alone, 
That  not  a  peny  had  in  hold, 
Although  she  her  clothes  sold, 
And  though  she  shuld  an  honged  be, 
For  naked  as  a  worme  was  she, 


And  if  the  weather  stormie  were, 
For  cold  she  shuld  have  died  there. 

She  ne  had  on  but  a  straite  old  sackew 
And  many  a  cloute  on  it  there  stacke, 
This  was  her  cote,  and  her  mantek, 
No  more  was  there  never  a  dele 
To  cloath  her  with  ;  I  undertake, 
Great  leser  hadde  she  to  quake  : 
And  she  was  put,  that  I  of  talke, 
Ferre  fro  these  other,  up  in  an  halke, 
There  lurked  and  there  coured  she, 
For  poore  thing,  where  so  it  be, 
Is  shamefast,  and  despised  aie  : 
Accursed  may  well  be  that  daie, 
That  poore  man  conceived  is, 
For  God  wote  all  to  seld  ywis 
Is  any  poore  man  well  yfed, 
Or  well  arrayed  or  ycled, 
Or  well  beloved,  in  such  wise, 
In  honour  that  he  may  arise. 

All  these  thinges  well  a  vised, 
As  I  have  you  er  this  devised, 
With  gold  and  azure  over  all, 
Depainted  were  upon  the  wall. 
Square  was  the  wall,  and  high  somdele 
Enclosed,  and  y barred  wele, 
In  stead  of  hedge,  was  that  gardin, 
Come  never  shepherde  therein : 
Into  that  gardin,  well  ywrought, 
Who  so  that  me  coud  have  brought, 
By  ladders  or  else  by  degree, 
It  would  well  have  liked  mee, 
For  such  solace,  such  joy,  and  pleie 
I  trow  that  never  man  ne  seie, 
As  was  in  that  place  delicious  : 
The  gardin  was  not  daungerous, 
To  herborow  birdes  many  one, 
So  rich  a  yere  was  never  none 
Of  birdes  song,  and  braunches  greoe, 
Therein  were  birdes  mo  I  wene, 
Than  been  in  all  the  realme  of  Fraunce  : 
Full  blisfull  was  the  accordaunce, 
Of  swete  pi  to  us  song  they  made, 
For  all  this  worlde  it  ought  glade. 

And  I  my  selfe  so  merry  ferde, 
Whan  I  her  blisfull  songes  herde, 
That  for  an  hundred  pound  would  1, 
If  that  the  passage  openly 
Had  be  unto  me  free 
That  I  couthe  entren  for  to  see 
Thassemble  (God  keepe  it  fro  care) 
Of  birdes,  whiche  therein  ware, 
That  Bongen  through  hir  merry  throtes, 
Daunces  of  love,  and  merry  notes. 

When  I  thus  heard  the  foules  sing, 
I  fell  fast  in  a  waymenting, 
By  which  art,  or  by  what  engin, 
I  might  come  into  that  gardin, 
But  way  I  couthe  finde  none, 
Into  that  gardin  for  to  gone, 
Ne  nought  wist  I  if  that  there  were 
Either  hole  or  place  where, 
By  which  I  might  have  entre, 
Ne  there  was  none  to  teache  me, 
For  I  was  all  alone  ywis, 
For  woe  and  anguishe  of  this, 
Till  at  last  bethought  I  me, 
That  by  no  way  ne  might  it  be, 
That  there  nas  ladder  ne  way  to  pace, 
Or  hole,  into  so  faire  a  place. 
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;o  a  full  great  pass, 
en  in  com  pas, 
of  the  square  wall, 
ound  a  wicket  small 
iat  I  ne  might  in  gone, 
mtre  was  there  none. 
\  doore  I  gan  to  smite 
fetis,  and  so  lite, 
raye  coud  I  not  seke. 
shofe,  and  knocked  eke, 
ill  long  all  herkening 
ard  any  wight  comming  : 
;  doore  of  thilke  entre 
urteis  opened  me  : 
ras  as  yellowe  of  hewe 
•n  scoured  newe, 
ender  as  is  a  chicke 
browes,  smooth  and  slicke, 
sure  large  were 
;  of  her  eyen  clere  : 
good  proportion, 
-aie,  as  is  a  faucon, 
i  breath  and  well  favoured, 
lite  and  well  coloured, 
nouth,  and  round  to  see  ; 
me  eke  had  she ; 
ras  of  good  fashion 
id  greatnesse  by  reason, 
ine,  scabbe,  or  roine  ; 
em  unto  Burgoine 
fairer  necke  y  wis 
smooth  and  soft  it  is. 
fclso  white  of  hewe, 
1  braunche  snowed  newe. 
I  well  wrought  was  she, 
not  in  no  countre 
lie  for  to  seke  : 
orfrais  had  she  eke 
so  semely  on, 
ever  maide  upon ; 
tx>ve  that  chapelet 
>nde  had  she  set ; 
aie  mirrour 
riche  gold  tressour, 
as  tressed  queintly 
sewed  fetously. 
Iceepe  her  hondes  fair© 
hite  she  had  a  paire  : 
1  on  a  coate  of  grene 
Gaunt,  withouten  wenc  : 
i  by  her  apparaile 
wont  to  great  travaile. 
lee  kempt  was  fetously 
aied  and  richly, 
le  done  all  her  iournee, 
and  well  begon  was  she. 
lustie  life  in  May, 
thought,  by  night  ne  day 
but  if  it  were  onely. 
icr  well  and  uncouth ly. 
it  this  dore  had  opened  me 
i,  seemely  for  to  see, 
er  as  I  best  might, 
icr  how  that  she  hight : 
he  was,  I  asked  eke, 
me  was  nought  unmeke 
Jiswere  daungerous, 
iswerde,  and  sayed  thus  : 
my  name  is  Idlenesse 
n  me,  more  and  lesse  :  I 


Full  mightie  and  full  rich  am  I, 
And  that  of  one  thinge  namely, 
For  I  entende  to  nothing 
But  to  my  joye,  and  my  pleying, 
And  for  to  kembe  and  tresse  me : 
Acquainted  am  I  and  prive 
With  Mirthe,  lord  of  this  gardine, 
That  fro  the  londe  of  Alexandrine 
Made  the  trees  hither  be  fet, 
That  in  this  gardin  been  yset : 
And  when  the  trees  woxen  on  hight, 
This  wall  that  stant  here  in  thy  sight, 
Did  Mirthe  enclosen  all  about, 
And  these  images  all  without 
He  did  hem  both  entayle  and  paint, 
That  neither  been  jolife  ne  queint, 
But  they  been  full  of  sorowe  and  wo, 
As  thou  hast  seene  a  while  ago. 

"  And  oft  time  him  to  solace 
Sir  Mirthe  commeth  into  this  place, 
And  eke  with  him  commeth  his  meinie, 
Tnat  liven  in  lust  and  jolitie  : 
And  now  is  Mirthe  therein,  to  here 
The  birdes  how  they  singen  clere, 
The  mavis  and  the  nightingale, 
And  other  jolly  birdes  smale  : 
And  thus  he  walketh  to  solace 
Him  and  his  folke,  for  sweeter  place 
To  playen  in,  he  may  not  finde, 
Although  he  sought  one  in  tyl  Inde. 
The  alther  fairest  folke  to  see 
That  in  this  worlde  may  found  bee 
Hath  Mirthe  with  him  in  his  rout, 
That  folio  wen  him  alwaies  about." 

When  Idlenesse  had  told  all  this, 
And  I  had  herkened  well  y  wis, 
Then  saied  1  to  dame  Idlenesse, 
u  Now  also  wisely  God  me  blesse, 
Sith  Mirthe,  that  is  so  faire  and  fre, 
Is  in  this  yerd  with  his  meinie, 
Fro  thilke  assemble,  if  I  may, 
Shall  no  roan  werne  me  to  day, 
That  I  this  night  ne  mote  it  see, 
For  well  wene  I  there  with  him  bee 
A  faire  and  jolie  companie 
Fulfilled  of  all  courtesie  :  " 
And  forth  with  out  wordes  mo 
In  at  the  wicket  went  I  tho, 
That  Idlenesse  had  opened  mee, 
Into  that  garden  faire  to  see. 

And  whan  I  was  in  ywis, 
Mine  herte  was  full  glad  of  this. 
For  well  wened  I  full  sikerly 
Have  been  in  Paradice  earthly, 
So  faire  it  was,  that  trusteth  well, 
It  seemed  a  place  espirituell. 
For  certes  at  my  devise, 
There  is  no  place  in  Paradice, 
So  good  in  for  to  dwell  or  be, 
As  in  that  garden  thoughte  me. 
For  there  was  many  a  bird  singing, 
Throughout  the  yerde  all  thringing, 
In  many  places  were  nightingales, 
Alpes,  finches,  and  wod wales, 
That  in  hir  swete  song  delighten 
In  thilke  places  as  they  habiten. 

There  mighte  men  see  many  flockes 
Of  turtles  and  laverockes, 
Chelaundres  fele  saw  I  there, 
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That  very  nigh  foraongen  were. 

And  th rustles,  terms,  and  mavise, 

That  songen  for  to  win  hem  prise, 

And  eke  to  surmount  in  hir  song 

That  other  birdes  hem  emong 

By  note  made  faire  servise  : 

These  birdes,  that  I  you  devise, 

They  song  her  song  as  faire  and  well, 

As  angels  doon  espirituell, 

And  trusteth  me,  when  1  hem  herde, 

Full  lustie  and  well  I  ferde  : 

For  never  yet  such  melodie 

Was  heard  of  man  that  mighte  die. 

Such  swete  song  was  hem  emong, 

That  me  thought  it  no  birdes  song, 

But  it  was  wonder  like  to  bee 

Song  of  raeremaidens  of  the  see, 

That  for  hir  singen  is  so  clere  : 

Though  we  meremaidens  clepe  hem  here 

In  English,  as  is  our  usaunce, 

Men  clepe  hem  sereins  in  Fraunce. 

Ententive  weren  for  to  sing 

These  birdes,  that  not  unkonning 

Were  of  hir  craft,  and  a  prentise, 

But  of  songe  subtill  and  wise  : 

And  certes,  whan  I  heard  hir  song, 

And  sawe  the  grene  place  among, 

In  heart  I  wext  so  wonder  gay, 

That  I  was  never,  ere  that  day, 

So  jolife,  nor  so  well  bigo, 

Ne  merry  in  heart,  as  I  was  tho  : 

And  than  wist  I,  and  saw  full  well, 

That  Idlenesse  me  served  well, 

That  me  put  in  such  jolite, 

Her  frend  well  ought  I  for  to  be, 

Sith  she  the  dore  of  that  gardin 

Had  opened,  and  me  let  in. 

From  henceforth,  how  that  I  wrought 

I  shall  you  tell,— as  me  thought : 

First  whereof  Mirth e  served  there, 

And  eke  what  folke  there  with  him  were, 

Without  fable  I  woll  discrive, 

And  that  garden  eke  as  blive  ; 

I  woll  you  tell  en  after  this 

The  faire  fashion  all  ywis, 

That  well  wrought  was  for  the  nones  ; 

I  may  not  tell  you  all  atones, 

But  as  1  may  and  can,  I  shall 

By  order  tellen  you  it  all. 

Full  faire  service,  and  eke  full  swete 
These  birdes  maden  as  they  sete  : 
Laies  of  love,  ful  well  souning 
They  songen  in  hir  j  argon  ing, 
Some  high,  and  some  eke  lowe  6ongo 
Upon  the  braunches  greene  yspronge  : 
The  sweetnesse  of  hir  melodie 
Made  all  mine  heart  in  revelrie, 

And  whan  that  I  heard  I  trowe 
These  birdes  singing  on  a  rowe, 
Then  might  I  not  withholde  mee 
That  I  ne  went  in  for  to  see 
Sir  Mirthe,  for  my  desiring 
Was  him  to  seene  over  all  thing, 
His  countenaunce  and  his  manere  ; 
That  sighte  was  to  me  full  dere. 

Tho  went  I  forth  on  my  right  hond 

Downe  by  a  litel  path  I  fond 

Of  mintes  full,  and  fennell  greene, 


As  faste  by  withouten  wene 
Sir  Mirthe  I  found,  and  right  anone 
Unto  sir  Mirthe  gan  I  gone, 
There  as  he  was  him  to  solace, 
And  with  him  in  that  lustie  place, 
So  faire  folke  and  so  fresh  had  he, 
That  when  I  saw,  I  wondred  me 
Fro  whence  suche  folke  might  come, 
So  faire  they  weren  all  and  some  : 
For  they  weren  like,  as  to  my  sight, 
To  angels,  that  ben  fathered  bright. 

These  folke,  of  which  I  tell  you  so, 
Upon  a  karole  wenten  tho  : 
A  ladie  karoled  hem,  that  hight 
Gladnesse,  blissfull,  and  light, 
Well  could  she  sing  and  lustely 
None  halfe  so  well  and  seeinely  : 
And  couthe  make  in  song  such  refraining, 
It  sate  her  wonder  well  to  sing. 
Her  voice  full  clere  was  and  full  swete. 
She  was  not  rude  ne  unmete, 
But  couthe  ynough  for  such  doing 
As  longeth  unto  karolling  : 
For  she  was  wont  in  every  place 
To  singen  first,  folke  to  solace, 
For  singing  most  she  gave  her  to, 
No  craft  had  she  so  lefe  to  do. 

Tho  mightest  thou  karoles  seene, 
And  folke  daunce  and  merry  beene. 
And  made  many  a  faire  tournyng 
Upon  the  greene  grasse  springing. 

There  mightest  thou  see  these  flutottra, 
Minstrales,  and  eke  jogelours, 
That  well  to  singe  did  hir  paine  : 
Some  song  songes  of  Loraine, 
For  in  Loraine  hir  notes  be 
Full  sweeter  than  in  this  countre. 
There  was  many  a  timbestere, 
And  sailours,  that  I  dare  well  awerc 
Couthe  hir  craft  full  perfitly  : 
The  timbres  up  full  sub  telly 
They  cast,  and  hent  full  oft 
Upon  a  finger  faire  and  soft, 
That  they  failed  never  mo. 
Full  fetis  damoseles  two, 
Right  yong,  and  full  of  semelyhede 
In  kirtles,  and  none  other  wede, 
And  faire  tressed  every  tresse 
Had  Mirthe  doen  for  his  noblesse 
Amid  the  carole  for  to  daunce, 
But  hereof  lieth  no  remembraunce, 
How  that  they  daunced  queintly  : 
That  one  would  come  all  prively 
Ayen  that  other,  and  when  they  were 
Togither  almost,  they  threw  yfere 
Hir  monihes  so,  that  through  hir  play 
It  seemed  as  they  kiat  alway  : 
To  dauncen  well  couthe  they  the  gise. 
What  should  I  more  to  you  devise  ! 
Ne  bode  I  never  thence  go, 
Whiles  that  1  saw  hem  daunce  so. 
Upon  the  caroll  wonder  fast, 
I  gan  beholde,  till  at  last 
A  ladie  gan  me  for  to  espie, 
And  she  was  cleped  Courtesik, 
The  worshipfull,  the  debonair©, 
I  pray  to  God  ever  fall  her  faire  : 
Full  courtesly  she  called  me, 
"  What  doe  ye  there,  beau  sire !"  (quod  si*) 
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md  if  it  like  you 

en,  daunceth  with  us  now  :  " 

thout  tarrying 

9  the  carolling, 

tshed  never  a  dele, 

me  liked  right  wele, 

rteaie  me  cleped  so, 

>  me  on  the  daunce  go. 

lad  durst,  certaine 

lave  carolled  right  faine 

hat  was  to  daunce  right  blithe  : 

.  I  looken  oft  sithe 

e,  the  bodies,  and  the  cheres, 

tenaunce  and  the  maneres 

i  folke  that  daunced  there, 

ail  tellen  what  they  were. 

ire  was  Mirthk,  full  long  and  high, 

nan  I  never  sigh  : 

as  apple  was  his  face, 
ie  and  white  in  every  place  : 
vas  and  well  besey, 
itly  mouth  and  eyen  gray, 
by  measure  wrought  full  ri^ht, 
£  his  haire,  and  eke  full  bright : 
deres  of  a  large  brede, 
lish  in  the  girdlestede  : 
k!  like  a  purtreiture, 
tie  was  of  his  stature, 
so  jolly,  and  so  fetise, 
mes  wrought  at  point  devise 
mert,  and  of  great  might : 
iou  never  man  so  light, 
nneth  had  he  nothing, 
s  in  the  firste  spring, 
;  he  was,  and  merry  of  thought 
.mette,  with  birdes  wrought, 

gold  beaten  full  fetously, 

was  clad  full  richely  : 

was  his  robe  in  straunge  gise, 

)  slittered  for  queintise 

a  place,  low  and  hie, 

e  he  was  with  great  maistrie, 

one  decoped,  and  with  lace, 

ie,  and  by  solace, 

.  rosen  chapelet 

e,  and  on  his  head  it  set. 

>te  ye  who  was  his  lefe, 

adnessk  there  was  him  so  lefe, 

eth  so  well  with  glad  courage, 

i  she  was  twelve  yeare  of  age, 

r  love  graunt  him  made  : 

e  her  by  the  finger  hade 

,  and  she  him  also, 

e  was  atwixt  hem  two  : 

e  they  faire  and  bright  of  hew, 

d  like  a  rose  new 

s,  and  her  flesh  so  tender, 

i  a  brere  small  and  tender, 

tit  it  cleve,  I  dare  well  say  : 

»ad  frounceles  all  play, 

e  her  browes  two, 

gray,  and  glad  also, 
;hden  aye  in  her  semblaunt, 
he  mouth  by  covenaunt. 

what  of  her  nose  1  shall  discrive, 
lath  no  woman  alive  : 
3  was  yellow,  and  clere  shining, 
» lady  so  liking, 
aies  fresh  was  her  garland, 
seene  have  a  thousand 


Saw  never  ywis  no  garland  yet, 
So  well  wrought  of  silke  as  it. 
And  in  an  over  gilt  samite 
Clad  she  was,  by  great  delite, 
Of  whiche  her  lefe  a  robe  werde, 
The  merrier  she  in  her  heart  ferde. 

And  next  her  went,  on  her  other  side, 
The  God  of  Love,  that  can  divide 
Love,  and  as  him  liketh  it  be, 
But  he  can  chorles  daunten,  he, 
And  many  folkes  pride  fallen, 
And  he  can  well  these  lordes  thrallen, 
And  ladies  put  at  low  degree 
When  he  may  hem  too  proude  see. 

This  god  of  love  of  his  fashion 
Was  like  no  knave,  ne  quistron  : 
His  beautie  greatly  was  to  prise, 
But  of  his  robe  to  devise 
I  dreade  encombred  for  to  be, 
For  not  yclad  in  silke  was  he, 
But  all  in  floures  and  flourettes, 
I  painted  all  with  amorettea, 
And  with  losenges  and  scochons, 
With  birdes,  liberdes,  and  lions, 
And  other  beastes  wrought  full  wele  ; 
His  garment  was  every  dele 
Ipurtraied  and  ywrought  with  flours, 
By  divers  medeling  of  colours  : 
Floures  ther  were  of  many  gise 
Yset  by  compasse  in  a  sise, 
There  lacked  no  floure  to  my  dome, 
Ne  not  so  much  as  floure  of  brome, 
Ne  violet,  ne  eke  pervinke, 
Ne  floure  none,  that  men  can  on  thinke  : 
And  many  a  rose  lefe  full  long 
Was  entermedled  there  eraong  : 
And  also  on  his  head  was  set 
Of  roses  redde  a  chapelet 

But  nightingales  a  full  great  rout 
That  flien  over  his  head  about, 
The  leaves  felden  as  they  flien, 
And  he  was  all  with  birdes  wrien, 
With  popinjay,  with  nightingale, 
With  chelaundre,  and  with  wodewale, 
With  finch,  with  larke,  and  with  archangel!, 
He  seemed  as  he  were  an  angel), 
That  down  were  comen  fro  Heaven  clere. 

Love  had  with  him  a  bachelere, 
That  he  made  alwayes  with  him  be, 
Swetb  Looking  cleped  was  he  : 
This  batcheler  stodo  beholding 
The  daunce,  and  in  his  honde  holding 
Turke  bowes  too,  full  well  devised  had  hee, 
That  one  of  hem  was  of  a  tree 
That  beareth  a  fruict  of  savour  wicke, 
Full  crooked  was  that  foule  eticke, 
And  knottie  here  and  there  also, 
And  blacke  as  berrie,  or  any  slo. 

That  other  bow  was  of  a  plant 
Without  wemme,  1  dare  warrant, 
Full  even  and  by  proportion, 
Tree  tea  and  long,  of  full  good  fashion, 
And  it  was  painted  well  and  thwitten, 
And  over  all  diapred  and  written 
With  ladies  and  with  bacheleres, 
Full  lightsome  and  glad  of  cheres  : 
These  bowes  two  held  Sweet  Looking, 
That  seemed  like  no  gadling  : 
And  ten  brode  arrowes  held  he  there, 
Of  which  five  in  his  honde  were, 
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But  they  were  shaven  well  and  dight, 
Nocked  and  feathered  aright : 
And  all  they  were  with  golde  begon, 
And  stronge  pointed  everichon, 
And  8harpe  for  to  kerven  wele, 
But  yron  was  there  none  ne  stele  : 
For  all  was  golde,  men  might  see, 
Out-take  the  feathers  and  the  tree. 

The  swiftest  of  these  arrowee  five 
Out  of  a  bowe  for  to  drive, 
And  beste  feathered  for  to  flie, 
And  fairest  eke,  was  cleped  Beautie  : 

That  other  arrow  that  hurteth  lease, 
Was  cleped  (as  I  trow)  Simplesse  : 

The  thirde  cleped  was  Fraunchise, 
That  feathered  was  in  noble  wise 
With  valour  and  with  courtesie  : 

The  fourth  was  clepen  Companie, 
That  heavie  for  to  shooten  is, 
But  who  so  shooteth  right  vwis, 
May  therewith  doen  great  harme  and  wo  : 

The  fift  of  these,  and  last  also, 
Faire  Semblaunt  men  that  arrow  call, 
The  teste  greevous  of  hem  all, 
Yet  can  it  make  a  full  great  wound, 
But  he  may  hope  his  sores  sound 
That  hurt  is  with  that  arrowe  ywis, 
His  wo  the  bette  bestowed  is  : 
For  he  may  sooner  have  gladnesse, 
His  langour  ought  to  be  the  lesse. 

Five  arrowes  were  of  other  gise, 
That  been  full  foule  to  devise  : 
For  shaft  and  end,  sooth  for  to  tell, 
Were  al  so  blacke  as  fiend  in  Hell. 

The  first  of  hem  is  called  Pride, 
That  other  arrow  next  him  beside, 
It  was  cleped  Villanie, 
That  arrow  was  with  fellonie 
Envenimed,  and  with  spitous  blame  : 
The  third  of  hem  was  cleped  Shame. 
The  fourth,  Wanhope  cleped  is, 
The  fift,  the  Newe  Thought  ywis. 

These  arrowes  that  1  speake  of  here, 
Were  all  five  on  one  mannere, 
And  all  were  they  resemblable  ; 
To  hem  was  well  fitting  and  able, 
The  foule  crooked  bowe  hidous, 
That  knottie  was,  and  all  roinous  ; 
That  bowe  seemed  well  to  shete 
The  arrowes  five,  that  been  unmcte 
And  contrary  to  that  other  five  : 
But  though  I  tell  not  as  blive 
Of  hir  power,  ne  of  hir  might, 
Hereafter  shall  I  tellen  right 
The  sooth,  and  eke  signifiaunce, 
As  ferre  as  I  have  remembraunce  : 
All  shall  be  saied  I  undertake, 
Ere  of  this  booke  an  end  1  make. 

Now  come  I  to  my  tale  againe  : 
But  alderfirst,  I  woll  you  saine 
The  fashion  and  the  countenaunces 
Of  all  the  folke  that  on  the  daunce  is. 
The  god  of  love  jolife  and  light, 
Led  on  his  honde  a  ladie  bright, 
Of  high  prise,  and  of  great  degre, 
This  ladie  called  was  Beaute, 
And  an  arrow,  of  which  I  told, 
Full  well  thewed  was  she  hold  : 


Ne  she  was  derke  ne  browne,  but  bright, 
And  cleare  as  the  moone  light : 
Againe  whom  all  the  starres  semen 
But  small  candles,  as  we  demen  : 
Her  flesh  was  tender  as  dewe  of  floure, 
Her  cheare  was  simple  as  bird  in  boure, 
As  white  as  lilly  or  rose  in  rise  : 
Her  face  gen  till  and  tretise  : 
Fetis  she  was,  and  small  to  see, 
No  wintred  browes  had  shee, 
Ne  popped  haire,  for  it  needed  nought 
To  winder  her,  or  to  paint  her  ought : 
Her  tresses  yellow,  and  long  straughten, 
Unto  her  heelea  down©  they  raughten  : 
Her  nose,  her  mouth,  and  eye  and  cheke 
Well  wrought,  and  all  the  remnaunt  eke. 
A  full  gret  savour  and  a  swote  ; 
|     Me  thoughte  in  mine  herte  rote. 

As  helpe  me  God,  when  1  remember, 
|     Of  the  fashion  of  every  member, 
In  world  is  none  so  faire  a  wight : 
For  yong  she  was,  and  hewed  bright 
Sore  pleasant,  and  fetis  with  all, 
Gent,  and  in  her  middle  small. 

Beside  Beaute  yede  Richesse, 
An  high  ladie  of  great  noblesse, 
And  great  of  price  in  every  plaice  : 
But  who  so  durst  to  her  trespace 
Or  till  her  folke,  in  werke  or  dede, 
He  were  full  hardie  out  of  drede  : 
For  both  she  helpe  and  hinder  may, 
And  that  is  not  of  yesterday 
That  riche  folke  have  full  great  might 
To  helpe,  and  eke  to  greve  a  wight. 

The  best  and  greatest  of  valour 
Didden  Richesse  full  great  honour, 
And  busie  weren  her  to  serve, 
For  that  they  would  her  love  deserve  ; 
They  cleped  her  ladie,  gret  and  small, 
This  wide  world  her  dredeth  all  : 
This  world  is  all  in  her  daungere, 
Her  court  hath  many  a  losengere, 
And  many  a  traitour  envious, 
That  ben  full  busie  and  curious 
For  to  dispraise,  and  to  blamo 
That  best  deserven  love  and  name, 
To  forne  the  folke  hem  to  begilen, 
These  losengeours  hem  preise  and  smilen. 

And  thus  the  world  with  word  anno  in  ten, 
But  afterward  they  prill  and  pointen 
The  folke,  right  to  the  bare  bone, 
Behinde  hir  backe  when  they  ben  gone, 
And  foule  abaten  folkes  prise. 
Full  many  a  worthy  man  and  wise 
Han  hindred,  and  ydon  to  die 
These  losengeours  with  hir  flatterie, 
And  maketh  folke  full  straunge  be, 
There  as  hem  ought  ben  prive  : 
Well  evill  mote  they  thrive  and  thee, 
And  evill  arived  mote  they  bee 
These  losengeours  full  of  en  vie. 
No  good  man  loveth  hir  companie. 

Richesse  a  robe  of  purple  on  had, 
Ne  trow  not  that  I  lie  or  mad  : 
For  in  this  world  is  none  it  liche, 
Ne  by  a  thousand  deale  so  riche, 
Ne  none  so  faire,  for  it  full  wele, 
With  orfreis  laied  was  every  dele, 
And  purtraid  in  the  ribanings 
Of  dukes  stories,  and  of  kings, 
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ith  a  bend  of  gold  teas i led, 
lopes  fine  of  gold  amiled  : 
her  necke  of  gentle  entayle 
let  the  riche  chevesaile, 
ch  there  was  full  great  plente 
ies  clere,  and  faire  to  se. 
esse  a  girdle  had  upon, 
kell  of  it  was  of  ston, 
ue  great,  and  mokell  of  might : 
to  so  bare  the  stone  so  bright, 
im  durst  him  nothing  doubt 
he  the  stone  had  him  about : 
one  was  greatly  for  to  love, 
1  a  riche  mannes  behove 
all  the  gold  in  Rome  and  Frise  : 
>urdant  wrought  in  noble  gise 
'  a  stone  full  precious, 
as  so  fine  and  vertuous, 
hole  a  man  it  couth  make 
ie,  and  of  tothe  ake, 
t  the  stone  had  such  a  grace, 
3  was  seker  in  every  place 
ke  day  not  blind  to  beene, 
sting  might  that  stone  seene  : 
rres  were  of  gold  full  fine, 
,  tissue  of  sattine 
a  vie,  great,  and  nothing  light, 
•iche  was  a  besaunt  wight, 
l  the  tresses  of  richesse 
t  a  circle  of  noblesse 
ide  golde,  that  full  light  shone, 
}  trow  1  was  never  none  : 
were  cunning  for  the  nones, 
»uld  devise  all  the  stones 
that  circle  shewen  clere, 
wonder  thing  to  here  : 
man  could  preise  or  gesse 
the  value  or  richesse  : 
there  were,  saphirs,  ragounces, 
leraudes,  more  than  two  unces. 
before  full  subtil  ly 
carbuncle  set  saw  I, 
»ne  so  cleare  was  and  so  bright, 
1  so  soone  as  it  was  night, 
might  seene  to  go  for  uede 
or  two,  in  length  and  brede. 
t^ht  ysprang  out  of  the  stone, 
ichesse  wonder  bright  yshonc 
ler  hedde,  and  all  her  face, 
e  about  her  all  the  place, 
e  Richesse  on  her  bond  gan  lede 
man  full  of  semelyhede, 
ie  best  loved  of  any  thing, 
t  was  much  in  housholding  : 
ling  was  he  full  fetise, 
red  well  to  have  hors  of  prise, 
id  to  have  reproved  be 
t  or  murder,  if  that  he 
his  stable  an  hacknay, 
erefore  he  desired  aye 
i  acquainted  with  Richesse, 
his  purpose,  as  I  gesse, 
r  to  maken  great  aispencc, 
ten  warning  or  defence  : 
ichesse  might  it  well  suHtaine, 
r  dispences  wele  maintaine, 
ra  alway  such  plentie  send 
and  silver  for  to  spend 
iten  lacking  or  daungere, 
ere  pourde  in  a  garucre. 


And  after  on  the  daunce  went 
Largesse,  that  set  all  her  entent 
For  to  ben  honorable  and  free, 
Of  Alexanders  kinne  was  shee  : 
Her  moste  joie  was  ywis, 
When  that  she  yafe,  and  saied,  have  this. 
Not  Avarice  the  foule  caitife 
Was  halfe  to  gripe  so  ententife 
As  Largesse  is,  to  yeve  and  spend, 
And  God  alway  ynowe  her  send, 
So  that  the  more  she  yave  away, 
The  more  ywis  she  had  alway. 
Great  loos  hath  Largesse,  and  great  prise, 
For  both  wise  folke  and  unwise 
Were  wholly  to  her  bandon  brought, 
So  well  with  yeftes  hath  she  wrought. 

And  if  she  had  an  enemy, 
I  trowe  that  she  couth  craftely 
Make  him  fulL  soone  her  friend  to  be, 
So  large  of  yeftes,  and  wise  was  she, 
Therefore  she  stood  in  love  and  grace 
Of  rich  and  poore  in  every  place. 

A  full  great  foole  he  is  ywis, 
That  both  rich  and  poore,  and  niggard  is. 
A  lord  may  have  no  manner  vice, 
That  greeveth  more  than  avarice. 
For  niggard  never  with  strength  of  hand 
May  win  him  great  lordship  or  land  : 
For  friendes  all  too  few  hath  he 
To  doen  his  will  performed  be  : 
And  who  so  woll  have  friendes  here, 
He  may  not  hold  his  treasure  dere. 
For  by  ensample  tell  I  this, 
Right  as  an  adamant  ywis 
Can  drawen  to  him  subtelly 
The  yron  that  is  laied  thereby, 
So  draweth  folkes  hearts  ywis 
Silver  and  gold  that  yeven  is. 

Largesse  had  on  a  robe  fresh 
Of  riche  purpure  sarlinish  : 
Well  formed  was  her  face  and  clere, 
And  opened  had  she  her  colere, 
For  she  right  there  had  in  present 
Unto  a  lady  made  present 
Of  a  gold  broche,  full  well  wrought, 
And  certes  it  mis*  sate  her  nought : 
For  through  her  smocke  wrought  with  silke, 
The  flesh  was  seene  as  white  as  milke  : 
Largesse,  that  worthy  was  and  wise, 
Held  by  the  hond  a  knight  of  prise, 
Was  sibbe  to  Arthour  of  Breteigne, 
And  that  was  he  that  bare  the  enseigne 
Of  worship,  and  the  gosfaucoun  : 
And  yet  he  is  of  such  renoun, 
That  menne  of  him  say  faire  things 
Before  barons,  earles,  and  kings. 

This  knight  was  commen  all  newly 
Fro  tourneying  faste  by, 
There  had  he  done  great  chivalrie 
Through  his  vertue  and  his  maistrie, 
And  for  the  love  of  his  lemman 
He  cast  downe  many  a  doughty  man. 

And  next  him  daunced  dame  Fraunchise, 
Arrayed  in  full  noble  gise  : 
She  nas  not  broune  ne  dunne  of  hew, 
But  white  as  snow  yfallen  new : 
Her  nose  was  wrought  at  point  devise, 
For  it  was  gentill  and  tretise, 
With  eyen  glad,  and  browes  bent, 
Her  haire  downe  to  her  heles  went, 
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And  she  was  simple  as  dove  on  tree, 
Full  debonaire  of  hert  was  shee. 

She  d  urate  neither  say  ne  do, 
But  that,  that  her  longeth  to : 
And  if  a  man  were  in  distresse, 
And  for  her  love  in  heavinesse, 
Her  herte  would  have  full  great  pitee 
She  was  bo  amiable  and  free : 
For  were  a  manne  for  her  bestad, 
She  woulde  ben  right  sore  adrad, 
That  she  did  overgreat  outrage, 
But  she  him  hope  his  harme  t'aswage, 
Her  thought  it  all  a  villany, 
And  she  had  on  a  suckeny, 
That  not  of  herape  herdes  was, 
So  faire  was  none  in  all  Arras, 
Lord,  it  was  riddled  fetisly, 
There  nas  not  a  point  truely 
That  it  nas  in  his  right  assise, 
Full  well  yclothed  was  Fraunchise, 
For  there  n'is  no  cloth  sitteth  bette 
On  damosell,  than  doth  rokette  : 
A  woman  well  more  fetise  is 
In  rokette,  than  in  cote  ywis, 
The  white  rokette  riddeled  faire, 
Betokeneth,  that  full  debonaire 
And  swete  was  she  that  it  bere. 

By  her  daunced  a  bachelere, 
I  cannot  tellen  what  he  hight, 
Bnt  faire  he  was,  and  of  good  height, 
All  had  he  ben,  I  say  no  more, 
The  lordes  sonne  of  Windesore. 

And  next  that  daunced  Courtesik, 
That  preised  was  of  low  and  hie, 
For  neither  proud  ne  foole  was  she  : 
She  for  to  daunce  called  me, 
I  praie  God  give  her  good  grace, 
For  when  I  came  first  into  the  place, 
She  nas  not  nice,  ne  outrageous, 
But  wise  and  ware,  and  vertuous, 
Of  faire  speech,  and  faire  answer, 
Was  never  wight  missaid  of  her  : 
She  bare  no  rancour  to  no  wight, 
Gere  browne  she  was,  and  therto  bright 
Of  face  and  body  avenaunt 
I  wote  no  lady  so  pleasaunt, 
She  weren  worthy  for  to  bene 
An  emperesse  or  crowned  quene. 

And  by  her  went  a  knight  dauncing 
That  worthy  was  and  well  speaking, 
And  full  well  coud  he  done  honour : 
The  knight  was  faire  and  stifle  in  stour, 
And  in  armure  a  seemely  man, 
And  well  beloved  of  his  lemman. 

Faire  Idlenesse  then  saw  I, 
That  alway  was  me  faste  by, 
Of  her  have  I  withouten  faile 
Told  you  the  shape  and  apparaile  : 
For  (as  I  said)  Lo,  that  was  she 
That  did  to  me  so  great  bounte. 
She  the  gate  of  that  gardin 
Undid,  and  let  me  passen  in, 
And  after  daunced  as  I  gesse. 

And  she  fulfilled  of  lustinesse, 
wum*       not  vet  twelve  yeare  of  age, 
tad  thought  volage. 
»  ne  ment 
k    her  entent, 


Have  little  thought  but  on  hir  play. 
Her  lemman  was  beside  alway, 
In  such  a  gise,  that  he  her  kist 
At  all  times  that  him  list, 
That  all  the  daunce  might  it  see, 
They  make  no  force  of  privetee  : 
For  who  so  spake  of  hem  evill  or  wele, 
They  were  ashamed  never  adele, 
But  men  might  seene  hem  kisse  there, 
As  it  two  yonge  doves  were, 
For  yonge  was  thilke  bachelere, 
Of  beauty  wot  I  non  his  pere, 
And  he  was  right  of  such  an  age, 
As  youth  his  lefe,  and  such  courage. 

The  lusty  folke  that  daunced  there, 
And  also  other  that  with  hem  were 
That  weren  all  of  hir  meinee 
Full  hende  folke,  wise,  and  free, 
And  folke  of  faire  port  truly, 
There  were  all  comenly. 

Whan  I  had  seene  the  conntenaunces 
Of  hem  that  ladden  thus  these  daunce*, 
Than  had  1  will  to  go  and  see 
The  garden  that  so  liked  mee, 
And  Token  on  these  faire  laureres, 
On  pine  trees,  cedres,  and  ormeres, 
The  daunces  than  al  ended  were, 
For  many  of  hem  that  daunced  there, 
Were  with  her  loves  went  away 
Under  the  trees  to  have  her  play. 

A  lord,  they  lived  lustely, 
A  great  foole  were  he  sikerly, 
That  n'old  his  thankes  such  life  lede : 
For  this  dare  I  saine  out  of  drede, 
That  who  so  mighte  so  well  fare, 
For  better  life  durst  him  not  care, 
For  there  n'is  so  good  paradise, 
As  to  have  a  love  at  his  devise  : 
Out  of  that  place  went  I  tho, 
And  in  that  garden  gan  I  go, 
Playing  along  full  merely. 
The  god  of  love  full  hastely 
Unto  him  Sweet-Looking  clept, 
No  lenger  would  he  that  she  kept 
His  bo  we  of  gold,  that  shone  so  bright 
i     He  had  him  bent  anon  right, 
And  he  full  soone  set  an  end, 
And  at  a  braide  he  gan  it  bend, 
And  tooke  him  of  his  arrowes  five, 
Full  sharpe  and  ready  for  to  drive. 

Now  God  that  sitteth  in  majeste 
Fro  deadly  woundes  he  keepe  me, 
If  so  be  that  he  had  me  shete, 
For  if  I  with  his  arrow  mete, 
It  had  me  greeved  sore  ywis, 
But  I,  that  nothing  wist  of  this, 
Went  up  and  downe  full  many  a  way, 
And  he  me  followed  fast  alway, 
But  no  where  would  I  reste  mo, 
Till  1  had  in  all  the  garden  be. 

The  garden  was  by  measuring 

Right  even  and  square  in  compassing, 

It  as  long  was  as  it  was  large, 

Of  fruit  had  every  tree  his  charge, 

But  it  were  any  hidous  tree 

Of  whiche  there  were  two  or  three. 

There  were,  and  that  wote  I  full  wele, 
Of  pomgranettes  a  full  great  dele, 
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i  fruit  full  well  to  like, 
to  folke  when  they  ben  sike  : 
»  there  were  great  foison, 
en  nuts  in  hir  season, 
menne  nutmegges  call, 
>te  of  savour  been  withall, 
andres  great  plentee, 
md  many  a  date  tree 
sren,  if  menne  had  nede, 
the  gardin  in  length  and  brede. 
was  eke  wexing  many  a  spice, 

gilofre,  and  licorice, 
and  grein  de  Paris, 
nd  setewale  of  pris, 
ly  a  spice  delitable, 
when  men  rise  fro  table, 
lany  homely  trees  there  were, 
.ches,  coines,  and  apples  bere, 
plummes,  pee  res,  chesteinis, 
of  whiche  many  one  faine  is, 
eis,  and  bolas, 
to  seene  it  was  solas, 
.ny  high  laurer  and  pine, 
ged  clene  all  that  gardine, 
res,  and  with  oliveris, 
i  that  nigh  no  plenty  here  is. 
were  elmes  great  and  strong, 
ifihe,  oke,  aspes,  planes  long, 

popler,  and  lindes  faire, 
;r  trees  full  many  a  paire. 
should  I  tell  you  more  of  it ! 
?re  so  many  trees  yet, 
lould  all  encombred  bee, 
d  reckoned  every  tree, 
trees  were  set  that  I  devise, 
l  another  in  assise 
>me  or  sixe,  I  trowe  so, 
were  high  and  great  also  : 
to  keepe  out  well  the  Sunne, 
•pes  were  so  thicke  yrunne, 
y  braunch  in  other  knitte, 
of  greene  leaves  sitte, 
tne  might  there  none  descend, 
i  tender  grasses  shend. 
ight  menne  does  and  roes  ysee, 
Huirrels  full  great  plentee, 
ugh  to  bough  alway  leping, 
;here  were  also  playing, 
ten  out  of  hir  clapers 
y  colours  and  maners, 
len  many  a  tourneying 
;  fresh e  grasse  springing. 
;es  saw  I  welles  there, 
e  there  no  frogges  were, 
i  in  shaddow  was  every  well  ; 
can  the  number  tell 
is  small,  that  by  devise 
ad  done  come  through  condise, 
the  water  in  renning 
e  a  noise  full  liking, 
the  brinkes  of  these  wels, 
he  streames  over  all  els 
p  the  grasse,  as  thicke  yset 
i  as  any  velvet, 
i  men  might  his  lemman  ley, 
eatherbed  to  pley, 
sarth  was  full  soft  and  swete  : 
moisture  of  the  well  wete 
p  the  so te  grene  gras, 
as  thicke,  as  mister  was. 


But  much  amended  it  the  place, 
That  thearth  was  of  such  a  grace 
That  it  of  floures  hath  plente, 
That  both  in  summer  and  winter  be. 

There  sprang  the  violet  all  new, 
And  freshe  pervinke  rich  of  hew, 
And  floures  yellow,  white,  and  rede, 
Such  plenty  grew  there  never  in  mede : 
Full  gay  was  all  the  ground  and  quehit, 
And  poudred,  as  men  had  it  peint, 
With  many  a  fresh  and  sundry  flour, 
That  casten  up  full  good  savour. 

I  woll  nat  long  hold  you  in  fable 
Of  all  this  garden  delectable, 
1  mote  my  tongue  stinten  nede, 
For  I  ne  may  withouten  drede 
Naught  tellen  you  the  beautie  all, 
Ne  halfe  the  bountie  therewithalL 

I  went  on  right  honde  and  on  left 
About  the  place,  it  was  not  left 
Till  I  had  all  the  garden  beene 
In  the  esters  that  men  might  seene. 

And  thus  while  I  went  in  my  playe, 
The  god  of  love  me  followed  aye. 
Right  as  an  hunter  can  abide 
The  beast,  till  he  seeth  his  tide 
To  shooten  at  goodnesse  to  the  deere, 
Whan  that  him  needeth  go  no  neere. 

And  so  befell,  I  rested  mee 
Besides  a  well  under  a  tree, 
Which  tree  in  Fraunce  men  call  a  pine, 
But  sith  the  time  of  king  Pepine 
Ne  grew  there  tree  in  mannes  sight 
So  faire,  ne  so  well  woxe  in  hight, 
In  all  that  yard  so  high  was  none. 
And  springing  in  a  marble  stone 
Had  nature  set,  the  sooth  to  tell, 
Under  that  pine  tree  a  well, 
And  on  the  border  all  without 
Was  written  on  the  stone  about 
Letters  small,  that  saiden  thus, 
Here  starfe  the  faire  Narcissus. 

Narcissus  was  a  bachelere, 
That  Love  had  caught  in  his  daungere, 
And  in  his  nette  gan  him  so  straine, 
And  did  him  so  to  weepe  and  plaine, 
That  need  him  must  his  life  forgo  : 
For  a  faire  lady,  that  hight  Echo, 
Him  loved  over  any  creature, 
And  gan  for  him  such  paine  endure, 
That  on  a  time  she  him  tolde, 
That  if  he  her  loven  nolde, 
That  her  behoved  needes  die, 
There  lay  none  other  remedie. 

But  nathelesse,  for  his  beaute 
So  fierce  and  daungerous  was  he, 
That  he  nolde  graunten  her  asking, 
For  weeping,  ne  for  faire  praying. 

And  when  she  heard  him  werne  her  so, 
She  had  in  herte  so  grete  wo, 
And  tooke  it  in  so  grete  despite, 
That  she  without  more  respite 
Was  dead  anon  :  but  ere  she  deide, 
Ful  pitously  to  God  she  preide, 
That  proude  hearted  Narcissus, 
That  was  in  love  so  daungerous, 
Might  on  a  day  ben  hampered  so 
For  love,  that  ben  so  hote  for  wo, 
That  never  he  might  to  joy  attaine ; 
Then  should  he  fele  in  very  vaine 
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What  sorrow  true  lovers  maken, 
That  ben  so  villainously  forsaken. 

This  prayer  was  but  reasonable, 

Therefore  God  held  it  ftrme  and  stable  : 

For  Narcissus  shortly  to  tell, 

By  aventure  came  to  that  well 

To  rest  him  in  the  shaddowing 

A  day,  when  he  came  from  hunting. 

This  Narcissus  had  suffred  paines 
For  renning  all  day  in  the  plaines. 
And  was  for  thurst  in  great  distresse 
Of  herte,  and  of  his  wearinesse, 
That  had  his  breath  almost  benomen. 
Whan  he  was  to  that  well  yeomen, 
That  shaddowed  was  with  braunches  grene, 
He  thought  of  thilke  water  shene 
To  drinke  and  fresh  him  wele  withall, 
And  downe  on  knees  he  gan  to  fall, 
And  forth  his  necke  and  head  outstraught 
To  drinke  of  that  well  a  draught : 
And  in  the  water  anon  was  sene 
His  nose,  his  mouth,  his  eyen  shene, 
And  he  thereof  was  all  abashed, 
His  owne  shaddow  had  him  betrashed* 
For  well  wend  he  the  forme  see 
Of  a  childe  of  great  beautee, 
Well  couth  Love  him  wreke  tho 
Of  daungere  and  of  pride  also 
That  Narcissus  sometime  him  bere, 
He  quite  him  well  his  guerdon  there, 
For  he  mused  so  in  the  well, 
That  shortely  the  sooth  to  tell, 
He  loved  his  owne  shaddow  so, 
That  at  last  he  starfe  for  wo : 
For  when  he  saw  that  he  his  will 
Might  in  no  manner  way  fulfill, 
And  that  he  was  so  fastc  caught 
That  he  him  couthe  comfort  naught, 
He  lost  his  wit  right  in  that  place 
And  died  within  a  little  space, 
And  thus  his  warison  he  tooke 
For  the  lady  that  he  forsokc. 

Ladies  I  praye  ensample  taketh, 
Ye  that  ayenst  your  love  mis  taketh  : 
For  if  of  hir  death  be  you  to  wite, 
God  can  full  well  your  wile  quite. 

When  that  this  letter  of  which  I  tell, 
Had  taught  me  that  it  was  the  well 
Of  Narcissus  in  his  beaute, 
I  gan  anon  withdrawe  me, 
When  it  fell  in  my  remembraunce, 
That  him  betide  such  mischauncc  : 
But  at  the  laste  than  thought  I, 
That  scatheless,  full  sikerly, 
I  might  unto  the  welle  go, 
Whereof  shull  I  abashen  so. 
Unto  the  welle  then  went  I  mec, 
And  downe  I  louted  for  to  see 
Tho  clere  water  in  the  stone, 
And  eke  the  gravell,  which  that  shone 
Downe  in  the  bottomc,  as  silver  fine  : 
For  of  the  well,  this  is  the  fine, 
In  world  is  none  so  clere  of  hew, 
The  water  is  ever  fresh  and  new 
That  welmeth  up  with  waves  bright 
The  mountcnaunce  of  two  finger  hight : 
About  it  is  grasse  springing, 
For  moist  so  thicke  and  well  liking, 


That  it  ne  may  in  winter  die, 

No  more  than  may  the  see  be  drie. 

Downe  at  the  bottome  set  saw  I 

Two  christal  stones  craftely 

In  thilke  fresh  and  faire  well : 

But  o  thing  soothly  dare  I  tell, 

That  ye  woll  hold  a  great  mervaile 

Whan  it  is  told  withouten  faile : 

For  whan  the  Sunne  clere  in  sight 

Cast  in  that  well  his  beames  bright, 

And  that  the  heat  descended  is, 

Than  taketh  the  christall  stone  y  wis, 

Againe  the  Sunne  an  hundred  hewis, 

Blew,  yellow,  and  red,  that  fresh  and  new  is : 

Yet  hath  the  mervailous  christall 

Such  strength,  that  the  place  over  all, 

Both  foule  and  tree,  and  leaves  greene, 

And  all  the  yerd  in  it  is  seene : 

And  for  to  done  you  to  understand, 

To  make  ensample  woll  I  fond  : 

Right  as  a  mirrour  openly 

Sheweth  all  thing  that  stondeth  thereby, 

As  well  the  colour  as  the  figure, 

Withouten  any  coverture : 

Right  so  the  christall  stone  shining, 

Withouten  any  deceiving, 

The  entrees  of  the  yerd  accuseth 

To  him  that  in  the  water  museth  : 

For  ever  in  which  halfe  ye  bee, 

Ye  may  well  halfe  the  garden  see  : 

And  if  he  turne,  he  may  right  wele 

Seene  the  remenaunt  every  dele  : 

For  there  is  none  so  little  thing 

So  hid  ne  closed  with  shytting, 

That  it  ne  is  seene,  as  though  it  were 

Fainted  in  the  chrystall  there. 

This  is  the  mirrour  perillus, 

In  which  the  proude  Narcissus 

Sey  all  his  faire  face  bright, 

That  made  him  sith  to  lie  upright : 

For  who  so  looke  in  that  mirrour, 

There  may  nothing  ben  his  succour 

That  he  ne  shall  there  see  something 

That  shall  him  lede  into  laughing  : 

Full  many  a  worthy  man  hath  it 

Yblent,  for  folke  of  greatest  wit 

Ben  soone  caught  here  and  waited, 

Withouten  respite  ben  they  baited  : 

Here  commeth  to  folke  of  new  rage, 

Here  chaungeth  many  wight  courage, 

Here  lithe  no  rede  ne  wit  thereto, 

For  Venus  sonne,  dan  Cupido, 

Hath  Bowen  there  of  love  the  sede, 

That  helpe  ne  lithe  there  none,  ne  rede, 

So  cerclcth  it  the  well  about : 

His  ginnes  hath  he  set  without 

Right  for  to  catch  in  his  panters 

These  damoscls  and  bachelors. 

Love  will  none  other  birde  catch, 

Though  he  set  either  nette  or  latch  : 

And  for  the  seed  that  here  was  so  wen, 

This  well  is  eleped,  as  well  is  knowen, 

The  Well  of  Love,  of  very  right, 

Of  which  there  hath  full  many  wight 

Spoken  in  bookes  diversly  : 

But  they  shull  never  so  verily 

Description  of  the  well  here, 

Ne  eke  the  sooth  of  this  roatere, 
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mil,  when  1  have  undo 
ft  that  her  belongeth  to. 

me  liked  for  to  dwell, 

»  the  christall  in  the  well, 

;wed  me  full  openly 

ind  thinges  faste  by, 

ay  say  in  sorry  houre 

to  looken  or  to  poure  : 

en  I  sore  siked, 

rrour  hath  me  now  entriked  : 

I  first  knowen  in  my  wit 

:ue  and  strengthes  of  it, 

tot  have  mused  there, 

bette  ben  eleswhere, 

le  snare  I  fell  anone, 

I  bitreshed  many  one. 
Ike  mirrour  saw  I  tho, 
i  thousand  things  mo, 
charged  full  of  rosis, 

h  an  hedge  about  enclosis, 

I  suche  Juste  and  en  vie, 

Paris  ne  for  Pavie, 
lave  left  to  gone  and  see, 
■eatcst  heape  of  roses  bee. 
was  with  that  rage  hent, 
ight  hath  many  a  man  and  shent, 
the  roser  gan  I  go, 
in  I  was  not  ferre  therefro, 
>ur  of  the  roses  swote 
e  right  to  the  heart  rote, 
[  all  enbaumed  be  : 
ne  had  endouted  me 
ben  hated  or  assailed, 
kes  woll  I  not  have  failed 
i  rose  of  all  that  rout 

•  in  mine  honde  about, 
;llen  to  it  where  I  went, 

I I  drede  me  to  repent, 

t  it  greved  or  forthought 
that  thilke  gardin  wrought. 

there  were  great  wone, 

were  never  m  Rone : 

>es  close,  some  saw  I  there, 

,e  well  better  woxen  were, 

e  there  been  of  other  moison, 

•we  nigh  to  hir  season, 

i  hem  faste  for  to  spred, 

ell  such  roses  red  : 

le  roses,  and  open  also, 

ted  in  a  day  or  two, 

>pes  will  fresh  bee 

es  at  least,  or  els  three. 

ppes  greatly  liked  mee, 

>r  may  there  no  man  see  : 

might  have  one  of  all, 
him  been  full  lefc  withall : 

garlonde  of  hem  getten, 

ichesse  1  would  it  letten. 

gs  the  knoppes  I  chese  one 
that  of  the  remnaunt  none 

e  I  halfe  so  well  as  it, 

a  vise  in  my  wit, 

•  well  was  enlumined 
luur  red,  as  well  fined 
•e  couth  it  make  faire, 

ath  leaves  well  foure  paire, 

tide  hath  set  through  his  knowing 

ic  red  roses  springing, 


The  stalke  was  as  rishe  right, 
And  thereon  stood  the  knoppe  upright, 
That  it  ne  bowed  upon  no  side, 
The  swote  smell  sprung  so  wide, 
That  it  died  all  the  place  about 
Whan  I  had  smelled  the  savour  swote, 
No  will  had  I  fro  thence  yet  go, 
But  somedele  nere  it  went  I  tho 
To  take  it,  but  mine  hond  for  drede 
Ne  durst  I  to  the  rose  bede, 
For  thistles  sharpe  of  many  manners, 
Nettles,  thorn  es,  and  hooked  briers, 
For  muche  they  distourbled  me, 
For  sore  I  drad  to  harmed  be. 

The  god  of  love,  with  bowe  bent, 
That  all  day  set  had  his  talent 
To  pursue  and  to  spien  mee, 
Was  standing  by  a  figge  tree, 
And  when  he  sawe  how  that  I 
Had  chosen  so  ententifely 
The  bothum  more  unto  my  pey, 
Than  any  other  that  I  sey  : 
He  tooke  an  arrow  full  sharpely  whet, 
And  in  his  bowe  when  it  was  set, 
He  streight  up  to  his  eare  drough 
The  strong  bowe,  that  was  so  tough, 
And  shot  at  me  so  wonder  smert, 
That  through  mine  eye  unto  mine  hert 
The  takell  smote,  and  deepe  it  went : 
And  there  withall  such  cold  me  hent, 
That  under  clothes  warme  and  soft, 
Sithen  that  day  I  have  chivered  oft. 

When  I  was  hurte  thus  in  stound, 
I  fell  down  plat  unto  the  ground, 
Mine  herte  failed  and  fainted  aye, 
And  long  time  in  swoune  I  lay  : 
But  when  I  came  out  of  swouning, 
And  had  my  wit,  and  my  feeling, 
I  was  all  mate,  and  wend  full  wele 
Of  blood,  have  lorne  a  full  great  dele, 
But  certes  the  arrow  that  in  me  stood, 
Of  me  ne  drew  no  drop  of  blood, 
For  why  I  found  my  wounds  all  drey. 

Than  tooke  I  with  mine  hondes  twey 
The  arrow,  and  full  fast  it  out  plight, 
And  in  the  pulling  sore  I  sight, 
So  at  the  last  the  shaft  of  tree 
I  drough  out,  with  the  feathers  three, 
But  yet  the  hooked  head  ywis, 
The  whiche  Beauty  called  is, 
Gan  so  deepe  in  mine  herte  pace, 
That  I  it  might  not  arace, 
But  in  mine  herte  still  it  stood, 
All  bled  I  not  a  drop  of  blood  : 
I  was  both  anguishous  and  trouble, 
For  the  perill  that  I  saw  double, 
1  nist  what  to  say  or  do, 
Ne  get  a  leach  my  wounds  to, 
For  neither  through  grease  ne  rote, 
Ne  had  I  helpe  of  hope  ne  bote. 
But  to  the  bothum  evermo 
Mine  herte  drew,  for  all  my  wo, 
My  thought  was  in  none  other  thing, 
For  had  it  been  in  my  keeping, 
It  would  have  brought  my  life  againe, 
I     For  certes  evenly,  f  dare  well  saine, 
;     The  sight  only,  and  the  savour, 
I     A  legged  much  of  my  langour. 
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Than  gan  I  for  to  drawe  mee 
Toward  the  bothura  faire  to  see, 
And  Love  had  gette  him  in  his  throwe 
Another  arrowe  into  his  bowe, 
And  for  to  shote  gan  him  dresse, 
The  arrowes  name  was  Simplesse, 
And  when  that  love  gan  nigh  me  nere, 
He  drowe  it  up  withouten  were, 
And  shot  at  me  with  all  his  might, 
So  that  this  arrow  anon  right 
Throughout  eigh  as  it  was  found, 
Into  mine  herte  hath  made  a  wound. 
Than  I  anon  did  all  my  craft 
For  to  drawen  out  the  shaft, 
And  therwithall  I  sighed  eft, 
But  in  mine  herte  the  head  was  left, 
Which  aye  increased  my  desire  ; 
Unto  the  bothura  drow  I  nere, 
And  evermo  that  me  was  wo 
The  more  desire  had  I  to  go 
Unto  the  roser,  where  that  grew 
The  fresh  bothura  so  bright  of  hew, 
Better  me  were  to  have  letten  be, 
But  it  behoved  nede  me 
To  doen  right  as  mine  herte  bad  : 
For  ever  the  body  must  be  lad 
After  the  herte,  in  wele  and  wo, 
Or  force  together  they  must  go. 
But  never  this  archer  would  fine 
To  shote  at  me  with  all  his  pine, 
And  for  to  make  me  to  him  mete. 

The  third  arrow  he  gan  to  shete, 
Whan  best  his  time  he  might  espie, 
The  which  was  named  Courtesie, 
Into  mine  herte  he  did  avale, 
A  swoune  I  fell,  both  dead  and  pale, 
Long  time  I  lay,  and  stirred  nought, 
Till  I  abraied  out  of  my  thought. 
And  faste  than  I  a  vised  mee 
To  drawe  out  the  shaft  of  tree, 
But  ever  the  head  was  left  behind 
For  ought  I  couthe  pull  or  wind, 
So  sore  it  slicked  when  I  was  hit, 
That  by  no  craft  1  might  it  flit, 
But  anguishous  and  full  of  thought, 
I  felt  such  wo,  my  wound  aye  wrought, 
That  summoned  me  alway  to  go 
Toward  the  rose,  that  pleased  me  so, 
But  I  ne  durst  in  no  manere 
Because  the  archer  was  so  nere. 

For  evermore  gladly  as  I  rede, 
Brent  child  of  fire  hath  much  drede. 
And  certes  yet  for  all  ray  pein, 
Though  that  I  sigh,  yet  arrowes  rein, 
And  ground  quarells  sharpe  of  stele, 
Ne  for  no  paine  that  I  might  fele, 
Yet  might  I  not  my  selfe  withhold 
The  faire  roser  to  behold, 
For  Love  me  yave  such  hardement 
For  to  fulfill  his  commaundement, 
Upon  my  feet  I  rose  up  than 
Feeble,  as  a  forwounded  man  : 
And  forth  to  gone  my  might  I  set, 
And  for  the  archer  nold  I  let, 
Toward  the  roser  fast  I  drowe 
But  thorn ea  sharpe,  mo  than  ynowe 
There  were,  and  also  thistles  thicke, 
And  b  re  res  brimme  for  to  pricke, 
That  I  ne  might  get  grace 
The  rough  thorn  ea  for  to  pace 


To  seene  the  roses  fresh  of  hew, 
I  must  abide,  though  it  me  rew, 
The  hedge  about  so  thicke  was, 
That  closed  the  roses  in  compas. 

But  o  thing  liked  me  right  wele, 
I  was  so  nigh,  I  might  fele 
Of  the  bothum  the  swote  odour, 
And  also  see  the  fresh  colour, 
And  that  right  greatly  liked  mee, 
That  I  so  nere  might  it  see, 
Such  joy  anon  thereof  had  I, 
That  I  forgat  my  malady, 
To  seene  I  had  such  dehte, 
Of  sorrow  and  anger  I  was  all  quite, 
And  of  my  wounds  that  I  had  thore, 
For  nothing  liken  me  might  more, 
Than  dwellen  by  the  roser  aye, 
And  thence  never  to  passe  awaye : 
But  whan  a  while  I  had  be  thare, 
The  god  of  love,  which  all  to  share 
Mine  heart  with  his  arrowes  kenv, 
Caste tfc  him  to  yeve  me  woundes  grene, 
He  shot  at  me  full  hastely 
An  arrow  named  Company, 
The  whiche  takell  is  full  able 
To  make  these  ladies  merciable, 
Than  I  anone  gan  chaungen  hew 
For  greevaunce  of  my  wounde  uew, 
That  I  againe  fell  in  swouning, 
And  sighed  sore  in  complaining. 

Sore  I  complained  that  my  sore 
On  me  gan  greven  more  ana  more, 
I  had  none  hope  of  allegiaunce. 
So  nigh  I  drow  to  disperaunce, 
I  rought  of  death,  ne  of  life, 
Whether  that  love  would  me  drife, 
If  me  a  martir  would  he  make, 
I  might  his  power  not  forsake  : 

1     And  while  for  anger  thus  I  woke, 
The  god  of  love  an  arrow  toke, 
Full  sharpe  it  was  and  pugnaunt, 
And  it  was  called  Faire  Semblaunt, 
The  which  in  no  wise  would  consent, 

I     That  any  lover  him  repent 

To  serve  his  love  with  herte  and  all, 
For  any  perill  that  may  befall. 
But  though  this  arrow  was  dene  ground, 
As  any  rasour  that  is  found, 
To  cut  and  kerve  at  the  point, 
The  god  of  love  it  had  annoint 
With  a  precious  oyntment, 
Somedele  to  yeve  allegemeut, 
Upon  the  woundes  that  he  hade 
Through  the  body  in  my  heart  made, 
To  helpe  hir  sores,  and  to  cure, 
And  that  they  may  the  bette  endure  : 
But  yet  this  arrow,  without  more, 
Made  in  mine  heart  a  large  sore, 
That  in  full  greate  paine  I  abode, 
But  aye  the  ointment  went  abrode 
Throughout  my  woundes  large  and  wide, 
It  sprede  about  in  every  side  : 
Through  whose  vertue  and  whose  might, 
Mine  herte  joyfull  was  and  light 
I  had  ben  dead  and  all  to  shent 
But  for  the  precious  ointment : 
The  shaft  I  drow  out  of  the  arrow, 
Roking  for  wo  right  wonder  narrow, 

|     But  the  head,  which  made  me  smart, 

I     Left  behinde  in  mine  heart 
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With  other  fower,  I  dare  well  say, 

Thai  never  woll  be  take  away, 

Bat  the  ointment  halpe  me  wele, 

And  yet  such  sorrow  did  I  fele, 

That  all  day  I  ehaanged  hew, 

Of  my  woundes  fresh  and  new, 

As  men  might  see  in  my  visage, 

The  arrowes  were  so  full  of  rage, 

So  yariaunt  of  diversitee, 

That  men  in  everiche  might  see 

Both  great  annoy  and  eke  sweetnesse, 

And  joy  meint  with  bitternesse  : 

Now  were  they  easie,  now  were  they  wood, 

In  hem  I  felt  both  harme  and  good, 

Now  sore  without  alleggement, 

Now  softing  with  the  ointement, 

It  softened  here,  and  priked  there, 

Thus  ease  and  anger  together  were. 

Thb  god  of  love  deliverly 
Come  lepande  to  me  hastely, 
And  saied  to  me  in  great  jape,  * 
u  Yeeld  thee,  for  thou  may  not  escape, 
May  no  defence  availe  thee  here : 
Therefore  I  rede  make  no  daungere. 
If  thou  wold  yeeld  thee  hastely, 
Thou  shalt  rather  have  mercy : 
He  is  a  foole  in  sikernesse, 
That  with  daunger  or  stoutnesse 
Rebelleth  there  that  he  should  please, 
In  such  folly  is  little  ease. 
Be  meeke,  where  thou  must  needes  bowe, 
To  strive  ayen  is  not  thy  prowe  : 
Come  at  ones,  and  have  ido, 
For  I  woll  that  it  be  so, 
Then  yeeld  thee  here  debonairly." 
And  I  answered  full  humbly, 
"  Gladly  sir,  at  your  bidding, 
I  woll  me  yeeld  in  all  thing : 
To  your  service  I  woll  me  take, 
For  God  defend  that  I  should  make 
Ayen  your  bidding  resistence. 
I  woll  not  doen  so  great  offence, 
For  if  I  did,  it  were  no  skill, 
Ye  may  do  with  me  what  ye  will, 
Save  or  spill,  and  also  slo, 
Fro  you  in  no  wise  may  I  go, 
I     My  life,  my  death,  is  in  your  hond, 
\     I  may  not  last  out  of  your  bond, 

Plaine  at  your  list  I  yeeld  me, 
\     Hoping  in  heart,  that  sometime  ye 
1     Comfort  and  ese  shull  me  send  : 
i     Or  els  shortly,  this  is  the  end, 
\     Withouten  health  I  mote  aye  dure, 
»     Bat  if  ye  take  me  to  your  cure  : 
I    Comfort  or  health,  how  should  I  have, 
|    Sith  ve  me  hurt,  but  ye  me  save  1 
|    The  health  of  love  mote  be  found, 
I     Whereas  they  token  first  hir  wound  : 
I     And  if  ye  list  of  me  to  make 
I    Your  prisoner,  I  woll  it  take 
/    Of  heart  and  willfully  at  gree, 
I  and  plaine  1  yeeld  mee 

J    Without  feining  or  feintise, 

/    nr      S°verne^  DV  vour  emprise  : 
f    Of  joti  i  heare  so  much  prise, 
/  wolj  been  whole  at  your  devise 

*°  fuffin  J01"  ,ik»n8 
iatMm  Repent  for  nothing, 


Mercy,  of  that  I  abide : H 
And  with  that  covenaunt  yeeld  I  mee, 
Anon  downe  kneeling  upon  my  knee, 
Profering  for  to  kisse  his  fete, 
But  for  nothing  he  would  me  lete. 

And  said, "  I  love  thee  both  and  preise. 
Sens  that  thine  answere  doth  me  ese : 
For  thou  answered  so  curtealy, 
For  now  I  wote  well  utterly, 
That  thou  art  gentle  by  thy  speech  : 
For  though  a  man  ferre  would  seech, 
He  shuld  not  linden  in  certaine, 
No  such  answere  of  no  villaine  : 
For  such  a  worde  ne  might  nought 
Issue  out  of  a  villaine*  thought 
Thou  shalt  not  lesen  of  thy  speche, 
For  thy  helping  woll  I  eche, 
And  eke  encreasen  that  I  may  : 
But  first  I  woll  that  thou  obay 
Fully  for  thine  avauntage 
A  none  to  doe  me  here  homage  : 
And  sithe  kisse  thou  shalt  my  mouth, 
Which  to  no  villaine  was  never  couth 
For  to  approch  it,  ne  for  to  touch, 
For  saufe  of  cherles  I  ne  vouch 
That  they  shall  never  neigh  it  nere  ; 
For  curteis,  and  of  faire  manere, 
Well  taught,  and  full  of  gentlenesse 
He  must  be,  that  shall  me  kisse, 
And  also  of  full  high  fraunchise, 
That  shall  attaine  to  that  emprise. 

"  And  first  of  o  thing  warne  I  thee, 
That  paine  and  great  adversitee 
He  mote  endure,  and  eke  travaile 
That  shall  me  serve,  without  faile, 
But  there  againe  thee  to  comfort, 
And  with  thy  service  to  disport, 
Thou  maiest  full  glad  and  joyfull  bee 
So  good  a  maister  to  have  as  mee, 
And  lord  of  so  high  renoune, 
I  beare  of  Love  the  gonfeuoune, 
Of  curtesie  the  banere, 
For  I  am  of  the  selfe  manere, 
Gentle,  courteous,  meeke  and  free, 
That  who  ever  ententive  bee 
Me  to  honour,  doute,  and  serve, 
And  also  that  he  him  observe 
Fro  trespasse  and  fro  villanie, 
And  him  governe  in  courtesie, 
With  will  and  entention  ; 
For  when  he  first  in  my  prison 
Is  caught,  then  must  he  utterly, 
Fro  thenceforth  full  busily, 
Cast  him  gentle  for  to  be, 
If  he  desire  helpe  of  me." 

Anon  without  more  delay, 
Withouten  daunger  or  affray, 
I  become  his  man  anone, 
And  gave  him  thankes  many  a  one, 
And  kneled  doune  with  hondes  joint, 
And  made  it  in  my  port  full  queint : 
The  joy  went  to  my  herte  rote, 
Whan  I  had  kissed  his  mouth  so  swote, 
I  had  such  mirth  and  such  liking, 
It  cured  me  of  languishing. 
He  asked  of  me  than  hostages, 
"  I  have,"  he  sayd,  "  taken  fele  homages 
Of  one  and  other,  where  I  have  bene, 
Distreined  oft,  withouten  wene, 
These  felons  full  of  falaite, 
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Have  many  sithes  beguiled  me, 

And  through  hir  falshed  hir  lust  atchieved, 

Whereof  I  repent  and  am  agreeved, 

And  I  hem  get  in  my  daungere, 

Hir  falshed  shall  they  bie  full  dere, 

But  for  I  love  thee,  I  say  thee  plaine, 

I  woll  of  thee  be  more  certaine, 

For  thee  sore  I  woll  now  binde, 

That  thou  away  ne  shalt  not  winde, 

For  to  denien  thy  covenaunt, 

Or  done  that  is  not  avenaunt, 

That  thou  were  false,  it  were  great  ruth, 

Sith  thou  seemest  so  ful  of  truth.1' 

"  Sir,  if  thee  list  to  understand, 
I  marvaile  thee  asking  this  demaund, 
For  why  or  wherefore  should  ye, 
Hostages  or  borowes  aske  of  me, 
Or  any  other  sikernesse, 
Sith  ye  wote  in  sothfastnesse, 
That  ye  me  have  surprised  so, 
And  hold  mine  heart,  taken  me  fre, 
That  it  woll  doe  for  me  nothing, 
But  if  it  be  at  your  bidding, 
Mine  herte  is  yours,  and  mine  right  nought 
As  it  behoveth,  in  deede  and  thought, 
Ready  in  all  to  worke  your  will, 
Whether  so  tourne  to  good  or  ill, 
So  sure  it  lusteth  you  to  plese, 
No  man  thereof  may  you  disese, 
Ye  have  thereon  set  such  justise, 
That  it  is  werried  in  many  wise, 
And  if  ye  doubt  it  n'old  obaie, 
Ye  may  thereof  do  make  a  kaie, 
And  hold  it  with  you  for  hostage." 

"  Now  certes  this  is  none  outrage," 
(Quoth  Love)  u  and  fully  I  accord, 
For  of  the  bodie  he  is  full  lord 
That  hath  the  heart  in  his  treasore, 
Outrage  it  were  to  asken  more." 

Than  of  his  aumener  he  drough, 

A  little  key  fetise  inough, 

Which  was  of  gold  polished  clere 

And  sayed  to  me,  "  With  this  keye  here, 

Thine  herte  to  me  now  woll  I  shet, 

For  all  my  jowel  loke  and  knet, 

I  binde  under  this  little  kay, 

That  no  wight  may  carie  away." 

This  key  is  full  of  great  poste, 
With  which  anone  he  touched  me, 
Under  the  side  full  softely, 
That  he  mine  herte  sodainely, 
Without  annoy  had  speered, 
That  yet  right  nought  it  hath  me  deered. 
When  he  had  done  his  will  all  out, 
And  I  had  put  him  out  of  doubt, 
"  Sir  "  I  sayd,  M  I  have  right  great  will, 
Your  lust  and  pleasure  to  fulfill, 
Looke  ye  my  service  take  at  gree, 
By  thilke  fayth  ye  owe  to  me, 
I  say  nought  for  recreaundise, 
For  I  nought  doubt  of  your  service. 

"  But  the  servaunt  travaileth  in  vaine, 
That  for  to  eerven  doth  his  paine 
Unto  that  lord,  which  in  no  wise, 
Conne  him  no  thanke  for  his  service." 

Love  sayed,  "  Dismaie  thee  nought, 
Sith  thou  for  succour  hast  me  sought, 
In  thanke  thy  service  woll  I  take, 
And  high  of  degree  woll  thee  make, 


If  wickednesse  ne  hinder  thee, 
But  (as  I  hope)  it  shall  nought  bee, 
To  worship  no  wight  by  aventure, 
May  come,  but  he  paine  endure. 

M  Abide  and  suffer  thy  distresee, 
That  hurteth  now,  it  shall  be  lease. 
I  wote  my  selfe  what  may  thee  save, 
What  medicine  thou  wouldeet  have. 
And  if  thy  truth  to  me  thou  keepe, 
I  shall  unto  thine  helping  eke, 
To  cure  thy  woundes  ana  make  hem  dene, 
Where  so  they  be  old  or  grene, 
Thou  shalt  be  holpen  at  wordes  few, 
For  certainly  thou  shalt  well  shew, 
Where  that  thou  servest  with  good  will, 
For  to  acoomplishen  and  fulfill 
My  commaundements  day  and  night, 
Which  I  to  lovers  yeve  of  right." 

"Ah  sir,  for  Goddes  love  "  (sayd  I) 
"  Er  ye  passe  hence  ententifely, 
Your  commaundements  to  me  say, 
And  I  shall  keepe  hem  if  I  may, 
For  hem  to  keepen  is  all  my  thought : 
And  if  so  be  I  wote  hem  nought, 
Than  may  I  unwittingly, 
Wherefore  I  pray  you  entierly, 
With  all  mine  herte,  me  to  lere, 
That  I  trespace  in  no  manere." 

The  god  of  love  then  charged  me 
Anon,  as  ye  shall  here  and  see, 
Word  by  word,  by  right  emprise, 
So  as  the  Romaunt  snail  devise. 

The  maister  leseth  his  time  to  lere, 
When  the  disciple  woll  not  here, 
It  is  but  vaine  on  him  to  swinke, 
That  on  his  learning  woll  not  thinke, 
Who  so  lust  love,  let  him  entend, 
For  now  the  Romance  beginneth  to  ames? 

Now  is  good  to  heare  in  fay 
If  any  be  that  can  it  say, 
And  point  it  as  the  reason  is 
Set  for  other  gate  ywis, 
It  shall  nat  well  in  all  thing, 
Be  brought  to  good  understanding, 
For  a  reader  that  pointeth  ill, 
A  good  sentence  may  oft  spill : 
The  booke  is  good  at  the  ending, 
Made  of  newe  and  lustie  thing  : 
For  who  so  woll  the  ending  here, 
The  craft  of  love  he  shall  now  lere, 
If  that  he  woll  so  long  abide, 
Till  I  this  Romaunce  maie  unhide, 
And  undoe  the  signifiaunce 
Of  this  dreame  into  Romaunce, 
The  soothfastnesse  that  now  is  hid, 
Without  coverture  shall  be  kid, 
When  I  undoen  have  this  dreaming, 
Wherein  no  worde  is  of  leasing. 

"  Villanie  at  the  beginning, 

I  woll,"  sayd  Love,  "  over  all  thing 

Thou  leave,  if  thou  wolt  ne  be 

False,  and  trespace  ayenst  me  : 

I  curse  and  blame  generally 

All  hem  that  loven  villany, 

For  villanie  maketh  villeine 

And  by  his  deeds  a  chorle  is  seine. 

"  These  villain es  arne  without  pitie, 
Friendship,  love,  and  all  bountie. 
I  nill  receive  unto  my  servise 
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Hem  that  been  villaines  of  emprise. 

M  But  understood  in  thine  entent, 
That  this  is  not  mine  entendement, 
To  elepe  no  wight  in  no  ages 
Onely  gentle  for  his  linages : 
But  who  so  is  Tortuous, 
And  in  his  port  not  outrageous, 
When  such  one  thou  seest  thee  beforne, 
Though  he  be  not  gentle  borne, 
Than  maiest  well  seine  this  in  sooth, 
That  he  is  gentle,  because  he  doth 
As  longeth  to  a  gentleman  : 
Of  hem  none  other  deme  I  can, 
For  certainly  withouten  dreede, 
A  chorle  is  darned  by  his  deede, 
Of  hye  or  lowe,  as  ye  may  see, 
Or  of  what  kinred  that  he  bee. 
Ne  say  nought  for  none  evill  will, 
Thing  that  is  to  holden  still, 
It  as  no  worship  to  mis-saie, 
Thou  mayest  ensample  take  of  Kaie, 
That  was  sometime  for  mis-sayeng, 
Hated  both  of  old  and  yeng : 
As  ferre  as  Gawein  the  worth  ie, 
Was  praysed  for  his  courtesie, 
Kaie  was  hated,  for  he  was  fell, 
Of  word  dispitons  and  cruell ; 
Wherefore  be  wise  and  acqueintable, 
Goodly  of  word,  and  reasonable : 
Both  to  lease  and  eke  to  mare, 
And  when  thou  commest  there  men  are, 
Looke  that  thou  have  in  custome  ay, 
First  to  salve  hem  if  thou  may  : 
And  if  it  fall,  that  of  hem  somme 
Salve  the  first,  be  not  domrae, 
But  quite  him  courtesly  anone 
Without  abiding,  ere  they  gone. 

"  For  nothing  eke  thy  tongue  applie 
To  speake  words  of  ribauldne, 
To  villaine  speech  in  no  degree 
Let  never  thy  lippe  unbounden  bee : 
For  I  nought  hold  him  in  good  faith 
Curtets,  that  foule  wordes  saith  : 
And  all  women  serve  and  preise, 
And  to  thy  power  bir  honour  reise  : 
And  if  that  any  mis-sayere 
Despise  women,  that  thou  maist  here, 
Blame  him,  and  bid  him  hold  him  still, 
And  set  thy  might  and  all  thy  will 
Women  and  ladies  for  to  please, 
And  to  doe  thing  that  may  hem  ease, 
That  they  ever  speake  good  of  thee, 
For  so  thou  maiest  best  praised  bee. 

**  Looke  fro  pride  thou  keepe  thee  wele, 
For  thou  maiest  both  perceive  and  feele, 
that  pride  is  both  folly  and  sin, 
W  be  that  pride  hath  him  within, 
«•  may  his  herte  in  no  wise, 
Meken  ne  souplen  to  service  : 
For  pride  is  found  in  everie  part, 
C«>truie  unto  Loves  art : 
™  be  that  loveth  truely, 
jjjfpjJd  him  conteine  jollily, 
Wjlhout  pride  in  sundrie  wise, 
^  "  him  disguisen  in  queintise, 
f01"  queint  array,  without  drede, 
La  n°thing  proude,  who  taketh  hede, 

****ah  array,  as  men  may  see, 
ri  x?11*  P1}^®  mftv  °fte  bee. 

~*       i  thy.  selfe  after  thy  rent, 


Of  robe  and  eke  of  garment, 
For  many  sithe  faire  clothing 
A  man  amendeth  in  much  thing. 

"  And  looke  alway  that  they  be  shape, 
(What  garment  that  thou  shalt  make) 
Of  him  that  can  best  do, 
With  all  that  partaineth  thereto, 
Pointes  and  sleeves  be  well  sittand, 
Right  and  straight  on  the  hand, 
Of  shone  and  bootes,  new  and  faire, 
Looke  at  the  least  you  have  a  paire, 
And  that  they  sit  so  fetously, 
That  these  rude  may  utterly 
Marvaile,  sith  that  they  sit  so  plaine, 
How  they  come  on  or  off  againe. 
Weare  streighte  gloves  with  anmere 
Of  silke :  and  alway  with  good  chere 
Thou  veve,  if  thou  have  richesse, 
And  if  thou  have  nought,  spend  the  lease. 
Alway  be  merry,  if  thou  may, 
But  waste  not  thy  good  alway  ; 
Have  hatte  of  fioures  fresh  as  May, 
Chapelet  of  roses  of  Whitsunday, 
For  such  arraie  ne  costneth  but  lite. 
Thine  hondes  wash,  thy  teeth  make  white, 
And  let  no  filth  upon  thee  bee, 
Thy  nayles  blacke,  if  thou  maiest  see, 
Voide  it  alwaie  deliverly, 
And  kembe  thine  head  right  Jollily  : 
Farce  not  thy  visage  in  no  wise, 
For  that  of  love  is  nat  th'emprise, 
For  love  doth  haten,  as  I  finde, 
A  beautie  that  commeth  not  of  Kinde  : 
Alway  in  herte  I  read  thee, 
Glad  and  merry  for  to  be, 
And  be  as  joyfull  as  thou  can, 
Love  hath  no  joy  of  sorrowfull  man, 
That  evill  is  full  of  curtesie, 
That  knoweth  in  his  maladie, 
For  ever  of  love  the  sickenesse 
Is  meint  with  sweete  and  bitternesse  : 
The  sore  of  love  is  marvailous, 
For  now  the  lover  is  joyous, 
Now  can  he  plaine,  now  can  be  grone, 
Now  can  he  singen,  now  maken  mone. 
To  day  he  plaineth  for  heavinesse, 
To  morrow  he  plaineth  for  jolynesBe  : 
The  life  of  love  is  full  contrarie, 
Which  stoundemele  can  oft  varie  ; 
But  if  thou  canst  mirthes  make, 
That  men  in  gre  woll  gladly  take, 
Doe  it  goodly  I  command  thee, 
For  men  should,  wheresoever  they  be, 
Doe  thing  that  hem  fitting  is, 
For  thereof  commeth  good  loos  and  pris. 
Whereof  that  thou  be  vertuous, 
Ne  be  nat  straunge  ne  daungerous  : 
For  if  that  thou  good  rider  be, 
Pricke  gladly  that  men  may  see  ; 
In  armes  also  if  thou  conne, 
Pursue  till  thou  a  name  hast  wonne  : 
And  if  thy  voice  be  faire  and  clere, 
Thou  Bnait  maken  no  great  daungere. 
Whan  to  sing  they  goodly  pray, 
It  is  thy  worship  for  to  obay  : 
Also  to  you  it  longeth  aye, 
To  harpe  and  citterne,  daunce  and  playe, 
For  if  he  can  well  foot  and  daunce, 
It  may  him  greatly  doe  avaunce, 
Emong  eke  for  thy  lady  sake, 
q2 
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Songes  and  complaintes  that  thou  make, 

For  that  meven  in  her  hart, 

When  they  readen  of  thy  smart. 

Looke  that  no  man  for  scarce  thee  hold, 

For  that  may  greeve  thee  manifold  : 

Reason  woll  that  a  lover  be 

In  his  yeftes  more  large  and  free 

Than  chorles  that  been  not  of  loving, 

For  who  thereof  can  any  thing, 

He  shall  be  lefe  aie  for  to  yeve, 

In  londes  lore  who  so  woll  leve, 

For  he  that  through  a  sodain  sight, 

Or  for  a  kissing  anon  right, 

Yave  hole  his  heart,  in  will  and  thought, 

And  to  himselfe  keepeth  right  nought, 

After  this  swift,  it  is  good  reason, 

He  yeve  his  good  in  abandon. 

*  Now  wol  I  shortly  here  reherse, 

Of  that  I  have  sayd  in  verse, 

All  the  sentence  by  and  by, 

In  wordes  fewe  compendiously, 

That  thou  the  better  mayest  on  hem  thinke, 

Whether  so  it  be  thou  wake  or  winke, 

For  the  wordes  little  greeve, 

A  man  to  keepe,  when  it  is  breeve. 

"  Who  so  with  Love  woll  gone  or  ride 
He  mote  be  courteous,  and  voide  of  pride, 
Merry  and  full  of  jollite, 
And  of  largesse  a  losed  be. 

u  First  I  joyne  thee  here  in  penaunce 
That  ever  without  repentaunce. 
Thou  set  thy  thought  in  thy  loving 
To  last  without  repenting, 
And  thinke  upon  thy  mirthes  sweet 
That  shall  follow  after  whan  ye  meet. 

"  And  for  thou  true  to  love  shalt  be, 
I  will  and  commaunde  thee, 
That  in  one  place  thou  set  all  hole 
Thine  herte,  without  halfen  dole, 
For  trecherie  and  sikernesse, 
For  I  loved  never  doublenesse  : 
To  many  his  herte  that  woll  depart, 
Everich  shall  have  but  little  part, 
But  of  him  drede  I  me  right  nought, 
That  in  one  place  setteth  his  thought : 
Therefore  in  o  place  it  set, 
And  let  it  never  thence  net : 
For  if  thou  yevest  it  in  lening, 
I  holde  it  but  wretched  thing  : 
Therefore  yeve  it  whole  and  quite, 
And  thou  shalt  have  the  more  merite. 
If  it  be  lent  than  after  soone, 
The  bountie  and  the  thankes  is  doone, 
But  in  love,  free  yeven  thing 
Requireth  a  great  guerdoning. 

"  Yeve  it  in  yeft  all  quite  fully, 
And  make  thy  gift  debonairly  : 
For  men  that  yeft  holde  more  dere 
That  yeven  is  with  gladsome  chere. 

"  That  gifte  nought  to  praysen  is 
That  man  yeveth  maugre  his  : 
Whan  thou  hast  yeven  thine  heart  (as  1 
Have  sayd)  thee  here  openly, 
Thau  adventures  ahull  thee  fall, 
Which  hard  and  heavie  been  withall : 
For  oft  when  thou  bethinkest  thee 
Of  thy  loving,  where  so  thou  be, 
Fro  folke  thou  must  depart  in  hie, 
That  none  perceive  thy  maladie, 


But  hide  thine  harme  thou  must  alone, 
And  go  forth  sole,  and  make  thy  mone  : 
Thou  shalt  no  while  be  in  o  state, 
But  whilom  cold  and  whilom  hate, 
Now  redde  as  rose,  now  yellow  and  fade, 
Such  sorow  I  trow  thou  never  hade  : 
Cotidien,  ne  quarteine. 
It  is  not  so  full  of  peine, 
For  often  times  it  shall  fall, 
In  love  among  thy  paines  all, 
That  thou  thy  selfe  all  holy, 
Foryetten  shalt  so  utterly, 
That  many  times  thou  shalt  bee, 
Still  as  an  image  of  tree, 
Domme  as  a  stone,  without  stirring 
Of  foote  or  honde,  without  speaking. 

"  Than  soone  after  all  thy  paine, 
To  memorie  shalt  thou  come  againe, 
A  man  abashed  wonder  sore, 
And  after  sighen  more  and  more : 
For  wite  thou  wele  withouten  wene, 
In  such  a  state  full  oft  have  bene, 
That  have  the  evill  of  love  assaide, 
W  her- through  thou  art  so  dismaide. 

"  After  a  thought  shall  take  thee  so, 
That  thy  love  is  too  ferre  the  fro  : 
Thou  shalt  say,  '  God,  what  may  this  be, 
That  I  ne  may  my  ladie  see ! 
Mine  heart  alone  is  to  her  goe, 
And  I  abide  all  sole  in  woe, 
Departed  fro  mine  owne  thought, 
And  with  mine  eien  se  right  nought. 

"  *  Alas  mine  eyen  sene  I  ne  may, 
My  carefull  herte  to  convay, 
Mine  hertes  guide,  but  they  be, 
I  praise  nothing  what  ever  they  se : 
Shull  they  abide  than,  nay, 
But  gone  and  visiten  without  delay 
That  mine  heart  desireth  so 
For  certainly,  but  if  they  go. 

"  '  A  foole  my  selfe  I  may  well  hold, 
When  I  ne  se  what  mine  hart  wold. 
Wherefore  I  woll  gone  her  to  sene, 
Or  eased  shall  I  never  bene, 
But  I  have  some  tokening.' 

"  Then  goest  thou  forth  without  dwelling  - 
But  oft  thou  faylest  of  thy  desire, 
Er  thou  mayest  corae  her  any  nere, 
And  wastest  in  vaine  thy  passage : 
Than  fallest  thou  in  a  new  rage, 
For  want  of  sight  thou  ^innest  mourne, 
And  homeward  pensive  thou  dost  retourn^^ 
In  great  roischiefe  than  shalt  thou  bee, 
For  than  againe  Bhall  come  to  thee 
Sighes  and  plaintes  with  new  wo, 
That  no  itching  pricketh  so  : 
Who  wote  it  nought,  he  may  goe  lore, 
Of  hem  that  buyen  love  so  dere. 

"  Nothing  thine  heart  appeasen  may, 
That  oft  thou  wolt  gone  and  assay, 
If  thou  maiest  seene  by  adventure 
Thy  lives  joy,  thine  heartes  cure, 
So  that  by  grace,  if  thou  might 
Attaine  of  her  to  have  a  sight, 
Than  shalt  thou  done  none  other  deed, 
But  with  that  sight  thine  eyen  feed  : 
That  faire  fresh  whan  thou  mayst  see, 
Thine  herte  shall  so  ravished  bee, 
That  never  thou  wouldest  thy  thankes  let^ 
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Ne  remove,  for  to  see  that  swete  : 

The  more  thou  seest  in  soothfastnesse, 

The  more  thou  covetest  of  that  sweetnesee  : 

The  more  thine  herte  brenneth  in  fire, 

The  more  thine  herte  is  in  desire. 

For  who  considereth  everie  dele. 

It  may  be  likened  wonder  wele, 

The  paine  of  love  unto  a  fere, 

For  evermore  thou  neighest  nere, 

Thought,  or  who  so  that  it  be, 

For  verie  sooth  I  tell  it  thee, 

The  hotter  ever  shalt  thou  brenne, 

As  experience  shall  thee  kenne, 

Where  so  commest  in  any  cost, 

Who  is  next  fire  he  brenneth  most : 

And  yet  forsooth  for  all  thine  heat, 

Though  thou  for  love  swelte  and  sweat, 

Ne  for  no  thing  thou  felen  may, 

Thou  shalt  not  willen  to  passe  away, 

And  though  thou  goe,  yet  must  thou  nede, 

Thinke  all  day  on  tier  faire  hede, 

Whome  thou  beheld  with  so  good  will, 

And  hold  thy  selfe  beguiled  ill, 

That  thou  ne  hadst  ne  hardiment, 

To  shew  her  ought  of  thine  entent ; 

Thine  herte  full  sore  thou  wolt  dispise, 

And  eke  repreve  of  cowardise, 

That  thou  so  dull  in  every  thing, 

Were  domme  for  drede,  without  speaking. 
«  Thou  shalt  eke  thinke  thou  didst  folly, 

That  thou  were  her  so  faste  by, 

And  durst  not  auntre  thee  to  say 

Some  thing  er  thou  came  away, 

For/thou  hadest  no  more  wonne, 

To  speake  of  her  whan  thou  begonne  : 

But  yet  if  she  would  for  thy  sake, 

In  armes  goodly  thee  have  take, 

It  should  have  be  more  worth  to  thee, 

Than  of  treasour  great  plentee. 

*  Thus  shalt  thou  mourne  and  eke  complain, 

And  yet  encheson  to  gone  again, 

Unto  thy  walke,  or  to  thy  place, 

Where  thou  beheld  her  fleshly  face, 

Ajid  never  for  false  suspection, 

Thou  wouldest  finde  occasion, 

For  to  gone  unto  her  house, 

So  art  thou  than  desirouse, 

A  sight  of  her  for  to  have, 

If  thou  thine  honour  mightest  save, 

Or  any  errand  mightest  make 

Thider,  for  thy  loves  sake  : 

Full  faine  thou  wouldest,  but  for  dreede 

Thou  goest  not,  least  that  men  take  heede, 
Wherefore  I  read  in  thy  going, 
And  also  in  thine  againe  comming, 
Thou  be  well  ware  that  men  ne  wit, 
feme  thee  other  cause  than  it, 
To  eoe  that  way,  or  fast  bie, 
I     To  heale  well  is  no  follie  : 
\    And  if  so  be  it  happe  thee, 

I  Tbit  thou  thy  love  there  mayst  see, 
!  I    Id  «ker  wise  thou  her  salewe, 

I I  Wherewith  thy  colour  woll  transmewe, 
J    And  eke  thy  bloud  shall  all  to  quake, 

J    Thy  Aewe  eke  chaungen  for  her  sake, 
Bat  word  and  wit,  with  chere  full  pale 
flwtt  want  for  to  tell  thy  tale, 
And  if  thou  mayest  so  ferre  forth  winne, 
tliou  reason  durst  beginne, 
wouldest  saine  three  things  or  mo, 


Thou  slialt  full  scarcely  saine  the  two, 
Though  thou  bethinke  thee  never  so  wele, 
Thou  shalt  foryele  yet  somedele. 

u  But  if  thou  deale  with  trechery, 
For  false  lovers  mowe  all  fouly 
Sain  what  hem  lust  withouten  dred, 
They  be  so  double  in  hir  falshed, 
For  they  in  herte  can  thinke  o  thing 
And  saine  another,  in  hir  speaking, 
And  when  thy  speech  is  ended  all, 
Right  thus  to  thee  it  shall  befall : 
If  any  word  than  come  to  minde, 
That  thou  to  say  hast  left  behinde, 
Than  thou  shalt  brenne  in  great  martire, 
For  thou  shalt  brenne  as  any  fire, 
This  is  the  strife  and  eke  the  affraie, 
And  the  battaile  that  lasteth  aie : 
This  bargaine  end  may  never  take, 
But  if  that  she  thy  peace  will  make. 

"  And  whan  the  night  is  commen  anon, 
A  thousand  angres  shall  come  upon, 
To  bed  as  fast  thou  wolt  thee  dight, 
There  thou  shalt  have  but  small  delight, 
For  whan  thou  wenest  for  to  sleepe, 
So  full  of  peine  shalt  thou  creepe, 
Stert  in  thy  bed  about  full  wide, 
And  turne  full  oft  on  everie  side  : 
Now  downeward  groffe,  and  now  upright, 
And  wallow  in  woe  the  longe  night, 
Thine  armes  shalt  thou  sprede  abrede, 
As  man  in  warre  were  forwerede. 
Than  shalt  the  come  a  remembraunce 
Of  her  shape  and  her  semblaunce, 
Whereto  none  other  may  be  pere, 
And  wete  thou  well  without  were, 
That  thee  shall  see  sometime  that  nignt, 
That  thou  hast  her,  that  is  so  bright, 
Naked  betweene  thine  armes  there, 
All  800thfa8tnesse  as  though  it  were  ; 
Thou  shalt  make  castles  than  in  Spaine, 
And  dreame  of  joy,  all  but  in  vaine, 
And  thee  delighten  of  right  nought, 
While  thou  so  slumbrest  in  that  thought, 
That  is  so  sweete  and  deli  table, 
The  which  in  sooth  n'is  but  a  fable, 
For  it  ne  shall  no  while  last  ; 
Than  shalt  thou  sigh  and  weepe  fast, 
And  say  *  Deere  God,  what  thing  is  this, 
My  dreame  is  turned  all  amis, 
Which  was  full  sweet  and  apparent : 
Bu*  now  I  wake  it  is  all  shent, 
Now  yede  this  merry  thought  away, 
Twentie  times  upon  a  day 
I  would  this  thought  would  come  againe, 
For  it  alleggeth  well  my  paine, 
It  maketh  me  full  of  joyfull  thought, 
It  sleeth  ine  that  it  lasteth  nought. 
Ah  Lord,  why  nill  ye  me  succour  ! 
The  joy  I  trow  that  I  langour, 
The  death  I  would  me  shoulde  slo, 
While  I  lye  in  her  armes  two, 
Mine  harme  is  hard  withouten  wene, 
My  great  unease  full  oft  I  mene. 

« <  But  woulde  Love  do  so  I  might 
Have  fully  joy  of  her  so  bright, 
My  paine  were  quit  me  richely, 
Alas  too  great  a  thing  aske  I  : 
It  is  but  folly,  and  wrong  wening, 


280 


v.  2602— 273 


To  aske  so  outragious  a  thing, 

And  who  so  asketh  follily, 

He  mote  be  warned  hastily, 

And  I  ne  wote  what  I  may  say, 

I  am  so  ferre  out  of  the  way, 

For  I  would  have  full  great  liking, 

And  full  great  joy  of  lasse  thing, 

For  would  she  of  her  gentlenesse, 

Withouten  more,  me  ones  kesse, 

It  were  to  me  a  great  guerdon, 

Release  of  all  my  passion  : 

But  it  is  hard  to  come  thereto, 

All  is  but  folly  that  I  do, 

So  high  I  have  mine  herte  set, 

Where  I  may  no  comfort  get, 

I  wote  not  where  I  say  well  or  nought, 

But  this  I  wote  well  in  my  thought, 

That  it  were  bette  of  her  alone 

For  to  stint  my  woe  and  mone : 

A  looke  on  her  I  cast  goodly, 

That  for  to  have  all  utterly, 

Of  another  all  hole  the  play. 

Ah  Lord,  where  I  shall  bide  the  day 

That  ever  she  shall  my  ladie  be, 

He  is  full  cured,  that  may  her  see. 

Ah  God,  when  shall  the  dawning  spring, 

To  liggen  thus  as  an  angrie  thing, 

I  have  no  joy  thus  here  to  lye, 

When  that  my  love  is  not  me  bye  : 

A  man  to  lyen  hath  great  disease, 

Which  may  not  sleepe  ne  rest  in  ease, 

I  would  it  dawed,  and  were  now  day, 

And  that  the  night  were  went  away, 

For  were  it  day,  I  would  up  rise, 

Ah  slowe  Sunne,  shew  thine  enprise, 

Speede  thee  to  spread  thy  beames  bright, 

And  chase  the  darknesse  of  the  night, 

To  put  away  the  stoundes  strong, 

Which  in  me  lasten  all  too  long.' 

"  The  night  shalt  thou  continue  so, 
Without  rest,  in  paine  and  wo, 
If  ever  thou  knew  of  love  distresse, 
Thou  shalt  mo  learne  in  that  sicknesse, 
And  thus  enduring  shalt  thou  lye, 
And  rise  on  morow  up  earlye, 
Out  of  thy  bed,  and  harneis  thee 
Er  ever  dawning  thou  maiest  see  : 
All  privily  than  shalt  thou  gone, 
What  whider  it  be,  thy  selfe  alone, 
For  raine,  or  haile,  for  snow,  for  slete, 
Thider  she  dwelleth  that  is  bo  awete, 
The  which  may  fall  asleepe  bee, 
And  thinketh  but  little  upon  thee. 
Than  shalt  thou  goe,  full  foule  aferde, 
Looke  if  the  gate  be  unsperde, 
And  waite  without  in  woe  and  paine, 
Full  evill  a  cold  in  mind  and  raine  : 
Than  shalt  thou  goe  the  dore  before, 
If  thou  mayest  finde  any  shore, 
Or  hole,  or  reft,  what  ever  it  were, 
Than  shalt  thou  stoupe,  and  lay  to  care 
If  they  within  a  sleepe  be, 
I  meane  all  save  thy  ladie  free, 
Whom  waking  if  thou  mayest  espie, 
Goe  put  thy  selfe  in  ieopardie, 
To  aske  grace,  and  thee  bimene, 
That  she  may  wete  without  wene, 
That  thou  all  night  no  rest  hast  had, 
So  sore  for  her  thou  were  bestad. 

«  Women  well  ought  pitie  to  take 


Of  hem  that  sorrowen  for  hir  sake. 
And  looke  for  love  of  that  relike, 
That  thou  thinke  none  other  like, 
For  whan  thou  hast  so  great  annoy, 
Shall  kisse  thee  er  thou  goe  away, 
And  hold  that  in  full  great  deintee, 
And  for  that  no  man  shall  thee  see 
Before  the  house,  ne  in  the  way, 
Looke  thou  be  gon  againe  er  day. 
Suche  comming,  and  suche  going, 
Such  heavinesse,  and  such  walking, 
Maketh  lovers  withouten  wene, 
Under  hir  clothes  pale  and  lene, 
For  Love  leaveth  colour  ne  clearnesse, 
Who  loveth  trew  hath  no  fatnesse, 
Thou  shalt  well  by  thy  selfe  see 
That  thou  must  needs  assaied  bee  : 
For  men  that  shape  hem  other  way 
Falsely  hir  ladies  to  betray, 
It  is  no  wonder  though  they  be  fatte, 
With  false  othes  her  loves  they  gatte, 
For  oft  I  see  such  losengeours 
Fatter  than  abbots  or  priours. 

«  Yet  with  o  thing  I  thee  charge, 
That  is  to  say,  that  thou  be  large 
Unto  the  maid,  that  her  doth  serve, 
So  best  her  thanke  thou  shalt  deserve. 
Yeve  her  giftes,  and  get  her  mo% 
For  so  thou  may  thanke  purchace, 
That  she  thee  worthy  hold  and  fret, 
Thy  ladie,  and  all  that  may  thee  see. 
Also  her  servaunts  worship  ate, 
And  please  as  muche  as  thou  maie, 
Great  good  through  hem  may  come  to  thee, 
Because  with  her  they  been  privee : 
They  shall  her  tell  how  they  thee  fand 
Curteous  and  wise,  and  well  doand, 
And  she  shall  preise  well  thee  more. 
Looke  out  of  lond  thou  be  not  fore, 
And  if  such  cause  thou  have,  that  thee 
Behoveth  to  gone  out  of  countree, 
Leave  hole  thine  herte  in  hostage, 
Till  thou  againe  make  thy  passage, 
Thinke  long  to  Bee  the  8 wete  thing 
That  hath  thine  heart  in  her  keeping. 

<k  Now  have  I  told  thee,  in  what  wise 
A  lover  shall  doe  me  servise, 
Do  it  than,  if  thou  wolte  have 
The  mede  that  thou  after  crave." 


The  God  of  love  then  sayd  me, 

"  Friend,  by  the  faith  I  owe  to  thee, 

i     May  no  man  have  good,  but  he  it  buy  : 

I     A  man  loveth  more  tenderly 

I     The  thing  that  he  hath  bought  most  der^^ss 


When  Love  all  this  had  boden  me, 
I  said  him  :  "  Sir,  how  may  it  be 
That  lovers  may  in  such  manere, 
Endure  the  paine  ye  have  sayd  here  t 
I  marvaile  me  wonder  fast, 
How  any  man  may  live  or  last 
In  suche  paine,  and  such  brenning, 
In  sorrow  and  thought,  and  such  sighing. 
Aie  unreleased  woe  to  make, 
Whether  so  it  be  they  sleepe  or  wake, 
In  such  annoy  continually, 
As  hclpe  me  God  this  marvaile  I 
How  man,  but  he  were  made  of  Steele, 
Might  live  a  moneth,  such  pains  to  feele~ 
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For  wete  thou  well  without  were, 
Iu  thanke  that  thing  is  taken  more, 
For  which  a  man  hath  suffred  sore  : 
Certes  no  woe  ne  may  attaine, 
Unto  the  sore  of  loves  paine, 
None  evill  thereto  ne  may  amount, 
No  more  than  a  man  count 
The  drops  that  of  the  water  bee  : 
For  drie  as  well  the  grete  see 
Thou  mightest,  as  the  harmes  tell 
Of  hem  that  with  Love  dwell 
In  service,  for  paine  hem  sleeth, 
And  that  echo  would  flee  the  death 
And  trowe  they  should  never  escape, 
Nere  that  hope  couth  hem  make, 
Glad  as  man  in  prison  sete, 
And  may  not  getten  for  to  ete 
But  barly  bread,  and  water  pure, 
And  lyeth  in  vermin  and  in  ordure, 
With  all  this  yet  can  he  live, 
Good  hope  such  comfort  hath  him  yeve, 
Which  maketh  wene  that  he  shall  be 
Delivered  and  come  to  libertie, 
In  fortune  is  full  trust, 
Though  he  lye  in  straw  or  dusty 
In  hope  is  all  his  sustaining  : 
And  so  faire  lovers  in  her  wening, 
Which  love  hath  set  in  his  prison 
Good  hope  is  her  salvation : 
Good  hope  (how  sore  that  they  smart) 
Yeveth  hem  both  will  and  hart 
To  prefer  her  body  to  martire, 
For  hope  so  sore  doth  hem  desire 
To  sutler  each  harme  that  men  devise, 
For  joy  that  afterward  shall  i 


*  Hon  in  desire  catch  victorie, 
Id  hope  of  love  is  all  the  glorie, 
For  hope  is  all  that  love  may  yeve, 
^ere  hope,  there  should  no  lenger  live. 
-Blessed  be  hope,  which  with  desire, 
'Avaunceth  lovers  in  such  manire. 
Good  hope  is  curteis  for  to  please, 
Iceepe  lovers  from  all  disease, 
^ope  keepeth  his  iond,  and  woll  abide, 
any  perill  that  may  betide, 
^Tor"  hope  to  lovers,  as  most  chiefe, 

hem  endure  all  mischiefe, 
**°pe  is  hir  helpe  whan  mistere  is, 

I  shall  yeve  thee  eke  y  wis, 
iJ~**"^  other  thinges,  that  great  sollace 

to  hem  that  be  in  my  lace, 
r^,       The  firste  good  that  may  be  found, 
-p  °  Hem  that  in  my  lace  be  bound, 

ywete  thought,  for  to  record 
i****!^  wherewith  thou  canst  accord 
izj^fc  m  thine  herte,  where  she  be, 
-£I****»kmg  in  absence  is  good  to  thee. 
Y*^fcfc**n  any  lover  doth  complaine, 
^^<1.  liveth  in  distresse  and  in  paine 
JF**^ci  swete  thought  shall  come  as  blive, 
y^^saj  his  anger  for  to  drive, 

**aaketh  lovers  to  have  remembraunce 
comfort,  and  of  high  plesaunce, 

hope  hath  hight  him  for  to  winne, 
r  thought  anone  than  shall  beginne, 
Cure  God  wote  as  he  can  finde, 
nuke  a  mirrour  of  his  minde, 

*o  behold  he  woll  not  let, 
"  Person  he  shall  afore  him  set, 
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Her  laughing  eyen  persaunt  and  clere, 
Her  shape,  her  form,  her  goodly  chere, 
Her  mouth  that  is  so  gracious, 
So  swete,  and  eke  so  savourous, 
Of  all  her  feyters  he  shall  take  heed, 
His  eyen  with  all  her  limmes  feed. 

u  Thus  swete  thinking  shall  as  wage 
The  paine  of  lovers,  and  hir  rage, 
Thy  joy  shall  double  without  gesse 
Whan  thou  thinkest  on  her  seemelinesse, 
Or  of  her  laughing,  or  of  her  chere 
That  to  thee  made  thy  lady  dere, 
This  comfort  woll  I  that  thou  take, 
And  if  the  next  thou  wolt  forsake 
Which  is  not  lesse  saverous, 
Thou  shouldest  not  ben  too  danngerous. 

"  The  second  shall  be  swete  speche, 

That  hath  to  many  one  be  leche, 

To  bring  hem  out  of  woe  and  were, 

And  helpe  many  a  baohelere, 

And  many  a  ladie  sent  succour, 

That  have  loved  paramour, 

Through  speaking,  whan  they  might  heare, 

Of  hir  lovers  to  hem  so  dears  : 

To  me  it  voideth  all  hir  smart, 

The  which  is  closed  in  hir  hart. 

In  heart  it  maketh  hem  glad  and  light, 

Speech,  whan  they  mowe  have  sight. 

And  therefore  now  it  commeth  to  mind, 

In  olde  dawes  as  I  find, 

That  clerkes  written  that  her  knew, 

There  was  a  ladie  fresh  of  hew, 

Which  of  her  love  made  a  song, 

On  him  for  to  remember  among, 

In  which  she  sayd,  <  Whan  that  I  heare 

Speaken  of  him  that  is  so  deare, 

To  me  it  voideth  all  smart, 

Ywis  he  sitteth  so  nere  mine  hart, 

To  speake  of  him  at  eve  or  morrow, 

It  cureth  me  of  all  my  sorrow, 

To  me  is  none  so  high  pleasaunce 

As  of  his  person  daliaunce  :' 

She  wist  full  well  that  sweet  speaking 

Comforteth  in  full  muche  thing, 

Her  love  she  had  full  well  assaide, 

Of  him  she  was  full  well  apaide, 

To  speake  of  him  her  joy  was  set. 

Therefore  I  read  thee  that  thou  get 

A  fellow  that  can  well  counsele, 

And  keepe  thy  counsaile,  and  welhele 

To  whom  goe  shew  wholly  thine  hart 

Both  wele  and  woe,  joy  and  smart : 

To  get  comfort  to  him  thou  go, 

And  prively  between  you  two, 

Ye  shall  speake  of  that  goodly  thing, 

That  hath  thine  heart  in  her  keeping. 

Of  her  beaute  and  her  semblaunce, 

And  of  her  goodly  countenaunce, 

Of  all  thy  state,  thou  shalt  him  say, 

And  aske  him  counsaile  how  thou  may, 

Do  any  thing  that  may  her  please, 

For  it  to  thee  shall  doe  great  ease, 

That  he  may  wete  thou  trust  him  so, 

Both  of  thy  wele  and  of  thy  wo. 

And  if  his  heart  to  love  be  sette, 

His  companie  is  much  the  bette, 

For  reason  woll  he  shew  to  thee 

All  utterly  his  privite, 

And  what  she  is  he  loveth  so 
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To  thee  plainly  he  shall  undo, 
Without  drede  of  any  shame, 
Both  tell  her  renome  and  her  name. 
Than  shaH  he  further  farre  and  nere, 
And  namely  to  thy  ladie  dere 
In  Biker  wise,  ye  every  other, 
Shall  helpen  as  his  owne  brother, 
In  trouthe  without  doublenesse, 
And  keepen  close  in  sikernesse  : 
For  it  is  noble  thing  in  fay, 
To  have  a  man  thou  darste  say 
Thy  privie  coonsaile  everie  dele, 
For  that  woll  comfort  thee  right  wele, 
And  thou  shalt  hold  thee  well  apaide, 
When  such  a  friend  thou  hast  assaide. 

"The  thirde  good  of  great  comfort 

That  yeveth  to  lovers  most  disport, 

Commeth  of  sight  and  beholding, 

That  cleped  is  swete  looking, 

The  whiche  may  thee  none  ease  do, 

Whan  thou  art  ferre  thy  ladie  fro, 

Wherefore  thou  prese  aJway  to  be 

In  place,  where  thou  mayest  her  see : 

For  it  is  thing  most  amorous 

Most  delectable  and  saverous, 

For  to  asswage  a  mannes  sorrow 

To  seen  his  ladie  by  the  morrow, 

For  it  is  a  full  noble  thing 

Whan  thine  eyen  have  meeting, 

With  that  relike  precious, 

Whereof  they  be  so  desirous. 

But  all  day  after  sooth  it  is, 

They  have  no  drede  to  faren  amis, 

They  dreden  neither  winde  ne  raine, 

Ne  none  other  manner  paine  : 

For  when  thine  eyen  were  thus  in  blisse, 

Yet  of  her  courtesie  ywisse 

Alone  they  cannot  have  hir  joy, 

But  to  the  herte  they  convoy 

Part  of  hir  blisse,  to  him  thou  send, 

Of  all  this  harme  to  make  an  end. 

The  eye  is  a  good  messenger, 
Whicli  can  to  the  heart  in  such  manner 
Tidinges  sende,  that  hath  Bene 
To  voide  him  of  his  paines  clene  : 
Whereof  the  heart  rejoyseth  so 
That  a  great  partie  of  his  wo 
Is  voided,  and  put  away  to  flight. 
Right  as  the  darkenesse  of  the  night 
Is  chased  with  clerenesse  of  the  nioone, 
Right  so  is  all  his  woe  full  soone 
Devoided  cleane,  whan  that  the  sight 
Beholden  may  that  fresh  wight 
That  the  herte  desire th  so, 
That  all  his  darknesse  is  ago, 
For  than  the  herte  is  all  at  ease, 
Whan  they  seen  that  may  hem  please. 

u  Now  have  I  declared  thee  all  out, 
Of  that  thou  were  in  dread  and  dout, 
For  I  have  told  thee  faithfully, 
What  thee  may  curen  utterly, 
And  all  lovers  that  woll  be 
Faithfull,  and  full  of  stabilite, 
Good  hope  alway  keepe  by  thy  side, 
And  sweet  thought  make  eke  abide, 
Sweet  looking  and  sweet  speche, 
Of  all  thine  harmes  they  shall  be  leche, 
Of  everie  thou  shalt  have  great  pleasaunce, 
If  thou  canst  bide  in  sufferaunce, 


And  serve  well  without  feintise, 
Thou  shalt  be  quite  of  thine  emprise 
With  more  guerdoun,  if  that  thou  live, 
But  all  this  time  this  I  thee  yevc." 

The  god  of  love,  whan  all  the  day 
Had  taught  me,  as  ye  have  heard  say, 
And  enformed  com pendousl y, 
He  vanished  away  all  sodainly, 
And  I  alone  left  all  sole, 
So  full  of  complaint  and  of  dole, 
For  I  saw  no  man  there  me  by. 
My  woundes  me  greeved  wondersly, 
Me  for  to  curen  nothing  I  knewe, 
Save  the  bothum  bright  of  hewe, 
Whereon  was  sette  hooly  my  thought, 
Of  other  comfort  knew  I  nought, 
But  it  were  through  the  God  of  Love, 
I  knew  nat  else  to  my  behove 
That  might  me  ease  or  comfort  gette, 
But  if  he  would  him  entermette. 

The  roser  was  withouten  dout 
Closed  with  an  hedge  without, 
As  ye  toforne  have  heard  me  saine, 
And  fast  I  besied,  and  would  faine 
Have  passed  the  haie,  if  I  might 
Have  getten  in  by  anv  sleight 
Unto  the  bothum  so  xaire  to  see, 
But  ever  I  dradde  blamed  to  bee, 
If  men  would  have  suspection 
That  I  would  of  entention 
Have  stole  the  roses  that  there  were, 
Therefore  to  enter  I  was  in  fere. 
But  at  the  last,  as  I  bethought 
Whether  I  should  passe  or  nought, 
I  sawe  come  with  a  glad  chere 
To  me,  a  lusty  bachelere, 
Of  good  stature  and  of  good  height, 
And  Bialacoil  forsooth  he  height : 
Sonne  he  was  to  Curtesie, 
And  he  me  graunted  full  gladly, 
The  passage  of  the  utter  hay, 
And  sayd  :  "  Sir,  how  that  you  may 
Passe,  if  your  will  bee 
The  freshe  roser  for  to  see  : 
And  ye  the  swete  savour  fele, 
Your  warrans  may  right  wele, 
So  thou  thee  keepe  fro  folly, 
Shall  no  man  doe  thee  villany, 
If  I  may  helpe  you  in  ought, 
I  shali  not  faine,  dredeth  nought, 
For  I  am  bound  to  your  servise, 
Fully  devoid  of  feintise." 
Than  unto  Bialacoil  sayd  I, 
"  I  thanke  you  sir  full  hartely, 
And  your  behest  take  at  gree, 
That  ye  so  goodly  profer  mee, 
To  you  it  commeth  of  great  fraunchue, 
That  ye  me  profer  your  servise." 

Than  after  full  deliverly, 
Through  the  breres  anon  went  I, 
Whereof  encombred  was  the  haie, 
I  was  well  pleased,  the  soth  to  saie, 
To  so  the  bothum  faire  and  swote, 
So  freshe  sprong  out  of  the  rote. 

And  Bialacoil  me  served  wele, 
Whan  I  so  nigh  me  might  fele 
Of  the  bothum  the  sweet  odour, 
And  so  lusty  hewed  of  colour : 
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i  a  chorle,  foule  him  betide, 
he  roses  gan  him  hide, 
e  the  roses  of  that  rosere, 
1  the  name  was  Daumgerb  : 
trie  was  hid  there  in  the  greves, 
with  grasse  and  with  leves, 
and  take  whom  that  he  fond 
it  roser  put  an  bond, 
is  not  sole,  for  there  was  mo, 
l  him  were  other  two 
3d  manners,  and  evill  fame, 
e  was  cleped  by  his  name, 
Tongue,  God  yeve  him  sorrow, 
.her  at  eve  ne  at  morrow, 
of  no  man  good  speake, 
y  a  just  man  doth  he  wreake. 

>  was  a  woman  that  eke  hight 
that  who  can  reckon  right, 
se  was  her  fathers  name, 

ther  Reason,  and  thus  was  Shame 
t  of  these  ilke  two : 
.  had  Trespasse  never  ado 
eason,  ne  never  leie  her  by, 
hidous  and  so  ugly, 
;  this  that  Trespasse  hight, 
won  conceiveth  of  a  sight, 
)f  that  I  spake  aforne. 
whan  that  Shame  was  thus  borne, 
irdained,  that  Chastite, 
of  the  roser  ladie  be  : 
)f  the  both  urns  more  and  las, 
indrie  folkes  assailed  was, 
e  ne  wiste  what  to  do, 
ius  her  assaileth  so, 
;ht  and  day  for  her  she  stall 
is  and  roses  over  all. 
son  than  prayeth  Chastite, 
Venus  hath  flemed  over  the  see, 
e  her  daughter  would  her  lene, 
«  the  roser  fresh  and  grene. 
Reason  to  Chastite 
assented  that  it  be, 
Minted  her  at  her  request, 
tame,  because  she  is  honest, 
seper  of  the  roser  be  : 
is  to  keepe  it,  there  were  three, 
•ne  should  hardy  be  ne  bold, 
tie  young  or  were  he  old) 
her  will  away  to  bere 
is  ne  roses,  that  there  were, 
ell  sped,  had  I  nat  been 
1  with  these  three,  and  seen  : 
lacoil,  that  was  so  faire, 
ious  and  debonair©, 
lim  to  me  full  courteously, 
■  to  please  badde  that  I, 
drawe  to  the  bothum  nere, 
l  to  touche  the  rosere 
bare  the  roses,  he  yave  me  leve, 
lunt  ne  might  but  little  greve  : 
1  he  saw  it  liked  me, 
igh  the  bothum  pulled  he 
all  grene,  and  yave  me  that 
ich  full  nigh  the  bothum  sat. 
of  that  leafe  full  queint, 
tan  I  felt  was  acqueint 
ialacoil,  and  so  prive, 

>  all  my  will  had  be. 
ext  I  hardy  for  to  tell 
acoil  how  me  befell* 


Of  love,  that  tooke  and  wounded  me, 
And  sayd  :  "  Sir,  so  mote  I  thee, 
I  may  no  joy  have  in  no  wise, 
Upon  no  side,  but  it  arise, 
For  sithe  (if  I  shall  not  faine) 
In  herte  I  have  had  so  great  paine, 
So  great  annoy,  and  such  affraie, 
That  I  ne  wotte  what  I  shall  saie, 
I  drede  your  wrothe  to  deserve, 
Lever  me  were,  that  knives  kerve 
My  bodie  should  in  peces  small, 
Than  in  any  wise  it  should  fall, 
That  ye  wrothed  should  been  with  me." 

"  Say  boldely  thy  will "  (quod  he) 
« I  nill  be  wroth  if  that  I  may, 
For  nought  that  thou  ahalt  to  me  say." 

Than  sayd  I,  u  Sir,  not  you  displese, 
To  knowen  of  my  great  unease, 
In  which  only  love  hath  me  brought, 
For  paines  great,  disease  and  thought, 
Fro  day  to  day  it  doth  me  drie, 
Supposeth  not,  sir,  that  I  lie, 
In  me  five  woundes  did  he  make, 
The  sore  of  which  shall  never  slake, 
But  ye  the  bothum  graunt  me, 
Which  is  most  passaunt  of  beaute, 
My  life,  my  death,  and  my  martire, 
And  treasour  that  I  most  desire." 

Than  Bialacoil  affraied  all 
Sayd  «  Sir,  it  may  not  fall, 
That  ye  desire  it  may  not  arise, 
What  would  ye  shend  me  in  this  wise  : 
A  mokell  foole  than  I  were, 
If  I  suffred  you  away  to  beare 
The  fresh  bothum,  so  faire  of  sight, 
For  it  were  neither  skill  ne  right, 
Of  the  roser  ye  broke  the  rinde, 
Or  take  the  rose  aforne  his  kinde  ; 
Ye  are  not  courteous  to  aske  it, 
Let  it  still  on  the  roser  sit, 
And  let  it  grow  till  it  amended  be, 
And  perfectly  come  to  beaute, 
I  nolde  not  that  it  pulled  were, 
Fro  the  roser  that  it  bere, 
To  me  it  is  so  lefe  and  dere." 
With  that  anon  start  out  Daungere, 
Out  of  the  place  where  he  was  hidde, 
His  malice  in  his  chere  was  kidde  : 
Full  great  he  was  and  blacke  of  hewe, 
Sturdy,  and  hidous,  who  so  him  knewe, 
Like  sharpe  urchons  his  haire  was  grow, 
His  eyes  red  sparkling  as  the  fire  glow, 
His  nose  frounced  full  kyked  stood, 
He  come  criand  as  he  were  wood, 
And  sayd,  u  Bialacoil,  tell  me  why 
Thou  bringest  hider  so  boldely 
Him  that  so  nigh  the  rosere, 
Thou  worchest  in  a  wrong  manor?, 
He  thinketh  to  dishonour  thee, 
Thou  art  well  worthy  to  have  maugre, 
To  let  him  of  the  rosere  witte, 
Who  serveth  a  felon  is  evill  quitte. 

u  Thou  wouldest  have  done  great  bountoe, 
And  he  with  shame  would  quite  thee, 
Fly  hence,  fellow,  I  rede  thee  go, 
It  wanteth  little  he  woll  thee  slo, 
For  Bialacoil  ne  knew  thee  nought, 
Whan  thee  to  serve  he  set  his  thought, 
For  thou  wolt  shame  him  if  thou  might, 
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Both  againe  reson  and  right, 

I  woll  no  more  in  thee  affie, 

That  coramest  so  slightly  for  t'espie  : 

For  it  prooveth  wonder  wele, 

Thy  sleight  and  treason  everie  dele." 

I  durst  no  more  make  there  abode, 
For  the  chorle  he  was  so  wode, 
So  san  he  threat  and  menace, 
And  through  the  haie  he  did  rae  chace, 
For  feare  of  him  I  trembled  and  quoke, 
So  chorlishlv  his  head  he  shoke, 
And  sayd,  if  eft  he  might  me  take, 
I  should  not  from  his  hands  scape. 
Than  Bialacoil  is  fled  and  mate, 
And  I  all  soole  disconsolate, 
Was  left  alone  in  paine  and  thought, 
Fro  shame  to  death  I  was  nigh  brought. 
Than  thought  I  on  my  high  folly, 
How  that  my  bodie  utterly, 
Was  yeve  to  paine  and  to  martire, 
And  thereto  had  I  so  great  ire, 
That  I  ne  durst  the  haies  passe, 
There  was  no  hope,  there  was  no  grace, 
I  trow  never  man  wist  of  paine, 
But  he  were  laced  in  Love's  chaine, 
Ne  no  man,  and  sooth  it  is, 
But  if  he  love,  what  anger  is. 

Love  holdeth  his  hest  to  me  right  wele, 
Whan  paine  (he  savd)  I  should  fele, 
No  herte  may  thinke,  no  tongue  saine, 
A  quarter  of  my  woe  and  paine, 
I  might  not  with  the  anger  last, 
Mine  heart  in  point  was  for  to  brast, 
Whan  I  thought  on  the  rose,  that  so, 
Was  through  Daunger  cast  me  fro, 
A  long  while  stoode  I  in  that  state, 
Till  that  me  sawe  so  madde  and  mate, 
The  ladie  of  the  high  ward, 
Which  from  her  tower  looked  thiderward. 

Reason,  men  clepe  that  lady, 
Which  from  her  tower  deliverly, 
Come  downe  to  me  without  more. 
But  she  was  neither  young,  ne  hore, 
Ne  high  ne  low,  ne  fat  ne  leane, 
But  best,  as  it  were  in  a  meane  : 
Her  eyen  two  were  clere  and  light 
As  any  candle  that  brenneth  bright, 
And  on  her  head  she  had  a  croune, 
Her  seemed  well  an  high  pcrsoune  : 
For  round  environ  her  crounet 
Was  full  of  riche  stones  fret. 
Her  goodly  serablaunt  by  devise, 
I  trow  was  made  in  Paradise, 
For  nature  had  never  such  a  grace, 
To  forge  a  worke  of  such  compace : 
For  certain,  but  if  the  letter  lye, 
God  him  selfe,  that  is  so  hye, 
Made  her  after  his  image, 
And  yafc  her  sith  such  a  vantage, 
That  she  hath  might  and  seignory 
To  keepe  men  from  all  folly, 
Who  so  woll  trowe  her  lore, 
Ne  may  offenden  nevermore. 

And  while  I  stoode  this  darke  and  pale, 
Reason  began  to  me  her  tale, 
She  aaied  :  "  Alhaile  my  swete  frend, 
Folly  and  childhood  woll  thee  shend, 
Which  thee  have  put  in  great  affray, 
Thou  hast  bought  dere  time  of  May, 
That  made  thine  herte  merrie  to  be  •  I 


In  evill  time  thou  wentest  to  Me 

The  gardin,  whereof  Idleness* 

Bare  the  key  and  was  maistresse 

Whan  thou  yedest  in  the  daonce 

With  her,  and  had  acquaintaunoe  : 

Her  acquaintance  is  perillous, 

First  soft,  and  after  noyous, 

She  hath  thee  trashed  without  wene, 

The  god  of  lore  had  thee  not  sene, 

Ne  had  Idlenesse  thee  eonvaid 

In  the  verge  where  Mirth  him  pleid, 

If  Folly  have  surprised  thee, 

Do  so  that  it  recovered  be, 

And  be  well  ware  to  take  no  more 

Counsaile,  that  greeveth  after  sore : 

He  is  wise,  that  woll  hhneelfe  chastise. 

"  And  though  a  young  man  in  any  wise 
Trespasse  among,  and  do  folly, 
Let  him  nat  tarie,  but  hastely 
Let  him  amend  what  so  be  mis, 
And  eke  I  counsaile  thee  ywis, 
The  god  of  love  hooly  foryet, 
That  hath  thee  in  such  paine  set, 
And  thee  in  herte  tormenteth  so, 
I  cannot  seen  how  thou  maist  go 
Other  waies  thee  to  garisoun, 
For  Daunger,  that  is  so  felonn, 
Felly  purposeth  thee  to  werrey, 
Which  is  full  cruell  the  sooth  to  Bey. 

"  And  yet  of  Daunger  cometh  no  blame, 

In  reward  of  my  daughter  Shame, 

Which  hath  the  roses  in  her  ward, 

As  she  that  may  be  no  musard, 

And  Wicked  Tongue  is  with  these  two, 

That  suffreth  no  man  thider  go, 

For  er  a  thing  be  do  he  shall. 

Where  that  he  commeth  over  all, 

In  fortie  places,  if  it  be  sought, 

Saie  thing  that  never  was  done  ne  wrou^l  xi< 

So  much  treason  is  in  his  male, 

Of  falsenesse  for  to  faine  a  tale  : 

Thou  dealest  with  angrie  folke  ywis, 

Wherefore  to  thee  better  is, 

From  these  folke  away  to  fare, 

For  they  woll  make  thee  live  in  care  ; 

This  is  the  evill  that  love  they  call, 

Wherein  there  is  but  folly  all, 

For  love  is  folly  everie  dele  ; 

Who  loveth,  in  no  wise  may  do  wele, 

Ne  set  his  thought  on  no  good  werke, 

His  schoole  he  leseth,  if  he  be  a  clerke, 

Or  other  craft  eke,  if  that  he  be, 

He  shall  not  thrive  therein,  for  he 

In  love  shall  have  more  passioun, 

Than  monke,  hermite,  or  chanoun : 

This  paine  is  hard  out  of  measure, 

The  joy  may  eke  no  while  endure, 

And  in  the  possession, 

Is  much  tribulation, 

The  joye  it  is  so  short  lasting, 

And  but  in  hap  is  the  getting  ; 

For  I  see  there  many  in  travails* 

That  at  last  foule  faile, 

I  was  nothing  thy  counsaQer, 

Whan  thou  were  made  the  homager 

Of  god  of  love  too  hastely  : 

Where  was  no  wisedome  but  folly, 

Thine  herte  was  jolly,  but  not  sage, 

Whan  thou  were  brought  in  such  a  rage, 
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e  thee  so  readyly, 

Love  of  his  great  maistrie. 

e  thee  Love  away  to  drive, 
iketh  the  recche  not  of  thy  live, 
y  more  fro  day  to  day 
■owe,  but  thou  it  put  away ; 
ith  thy  teeth  the  bridle  fast, 
it  thy  herte,  and  eke  the  cast 
thou  mayest,  to  get  the  defence 
redresse  thy  first  offence. 

•  his  herte  alway  woll  leve, 

ide  among  that  shall  him  greve." 

a  I  heard  her  thus  me  chastise,  * 

sard  in  full  angrie  wise, 

d  her  cease  of  her  speach, 

to  chastise  me  or  teach, 

e  me  my  thought  refrein, 

Love  hath  caught  in  his  demein  : 

wene  ye  Love  woll  consent, 
le  assaieth  with  bowe  bent) 
v  mine  herte  out  of  his  bona, 
is  so  quickly  in  his  bond  1 
i  counsaile,  may  never  bee, 
an  he  first  ares  ted  mee, 
Le  mine  herte  so  sore  him  till, 
is  nothing  at  my  will, 
;ht  it  so  mm  for  to  obey, 
i  it  sparred  with  a  key. 
you  let  me  be  all  still, 
may  well,  if  that  ye  will, 
ordee  wast  in  idlenesse, 
erly  withouten  gesse, 
t  ye  sain  is  but  in  vaine, 
•e  lever  die  in  the  paine, 
ove  to  me  ward  should  arette, 
1  or  treason  on  me  sette, 
ne  get  pris  or  blame, 
re  true  to  save  my  name, 
lat  me  chastiseth,  I  him  hate." 

that  word,  Reason  went  her  gate, 
ihe  saw  for  no  sermon  ing 
£ht  me  fro  my  folly  bring, 
ismayed  I  left  all  soole, 
xie,  forwandred  as  a  foole, 
le  knew  ne  cherisaunce. 
ill  into  my  remembraunce, 
ove  bad  me  to  purvey 
Mr,  to  whome  I  might  sey 
insaile  and  my  privite, 
it  shuld  much  availe  me. 
i  that  bethought  I  me,  that  I 
fell  owe  faste  by, 
id  siker,  courteous,  and  hend, 

called  was  by  name  a  frend, 

*  fellowe  was  no  where  none, 
to  him  I  went  anone, 

him  all  my  woe  1  told, 

a  right  nought  I  would  withhold, 

lim  all  without  were, 

*de  my  complaint  on  Daungere, 

r  to  see  he  was  hi  do  us, 

me  ward  contrarious, 
dche  through  his  cruelte, 

point  to  have  meimed  me, 
tialacoil  whan  he  me  sey 

the  gardin  walke  and  pley, 
>  he  made  him  for  to  goe, 
be  left  alone  in  woe  : 

no  longer  with  him  speake, 


For  Daunger  sayd  he  would  be  wreake, 
Whan  that  he  sawe  how  I  went, 
The  freshe  bothum  for  to  hent, 
If  I  were  hardie  to  come  nere, 
Betweene  the  haie  and  the  rosere. 

This  frend  when  he  wist  of  my  thought, 
He  discomforted  me  right  nought, 
But  saied,  **  Fellow,  be  nat  so  madde, 
Ne  so  abashed  nor  bestadde, 
My  selfe  I  know  full  well  Daungere, 
And  how  he  is  fierce  of  chere, 
At  prime  temps,  Love  to  manace, 
Full  oft  1  have  beene  in  his  case  ; 
A  felon  first  though  that  he  be, 
After  thou  shalt  him  souple  see  ; 
Of  lone  passed  I  knew  him  wele, 
Ungodly  first  though  men  him  fele, 
He  woll  meeke  after  in  his  bering 
Been,  for  service  and  obeissing  : 
I  shall  thee  tell  what  thou  shalt  do : 
Meekely  I  rede  thou  go  him  to, 
Of  herte  pray  him  specially 
Of  thy  trespace  to  have  mercy, 
And  bote  him  well  here  to  please, 
That  thou  shalt  never  more  him  displease : 
Who  can  best  serve  of  flattery, 
Shall  please  Daunger  utterly." 

My  friend  hath  saied  to  me  so  wele, 
That  he  me  eased  hath  somedele, 
And  eke  allegged  of  my  tourment, 
For  through  him  had  I  hardement 
Againe  to  Daunger  for  to  go, 
To  preve  if  I  might  meeke  him  so. 

To  Daunger  came  I  all  ashamed, 

The  which  aforne  me  had  blamed, 

Desiring  for  to  pease  my  wo, 

But  over  hedge  durst  I  not  go, 

For  he  forbode  me  the  passage  : 

I  found  him  cruell  in  his  rage, 

And  in  his  hond  a  great  bourdoun, 

To  him  I  kneeled  low  adoun, 

Full  meeke  of  port,  and  simple  of  chere, 

And  saied,  "  Sir,  I  am  comen  here 

Onely  to  aske  of  you  mercy, 

It  greeveth  me  full  greatly 

That  ever  my  life  I  wrathed  you, 

But  for  to  amend  I  am  come  now, 

With  all  my  might,  both  loud  and  still, 

To  doen  right  at  your  owne  will, 

For  Love  made  me  for  to  do 

That  I  have  trespassed  hiderto, 

Fro  whom  I  ne  may  withdraw  mine  herte, 

Yet  shall  I  never  for  joy  ne  smart 

(What  so  befall  good  or  ill) 

Offende  more  againe  your  will, 

Lever  I  have  endure  disease, 

Than  do  that  should  you  displease. 

"  I  tou  require,  and  pray  that  ye 
Of  roe  have  mercy  and  pite, 
To  stint  your  ire  that  greveth  so, 
That  I  woll  sweare  for  evermo 
To  be  redressed  at  your  liking 
If  I  trespace  iu  any  thing, 
Save  that  (I  pray  thee)  graunt  me 
A  thing,  that  may  nat  warned  be, 
That  I  may  love  all  onely, 
None  other  thing  of  you  aske  I : 
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I  shall  doen  all  ywis, 

If  of  your  grace  ye  graunt  me  this, 

And  ye  may  not  letten  mee, 

For  well  wote  ye  that  love  is  free : 

And  I  shall  loven  such  that  I  will, 

Whoever  like  it  well  or  ill : 

And  yet  ne  would  I  not  for  all  Fraunce 

Doe  thing  to  do  you  displeasaunce." 

Than  Daunger  fell  in  his  entent 
For  to  foryeve  his  male  talent, 
But  all  his  wrathe  yet  at  last 
He  hath  released,  I  praide  so  fast : 
"  Shortly"  (he  saied)  "  thy  request 
Is  not  too  mokell  dishonest, 
Ne  I  woll  not  werne  it  thee, 
For  yet  nothing  engreeveth  mee : 
For  though  thou  love  thus  evermore, 
To  me  is  neither  soft  ne  sore  : 
Love  where  that  thee  list,  what  reccheth  me, 
So  ferre  fro  my  roses  be : 
Trust  not  on  me  for  none  assaie, 
In  any  time  to  passe  the  haie." 

Thus  hath  he  graunted  my  prayere, 
Than  went  1  forth  withouten  were 
Unto  my  frend,  and  told  him  all, 
Which  was  right  joyfull  of  my  tale, 
(He  saied)  "  Now  goeth  well  thine  affaire, 
He  shall  to  thee  be  debonaire, 
Though  he  aforne  was  dispitous, 
He  shall  hereafter  be  gracious : 
If  he  were  touched  on  some  good  veine, 
He  should  vet  rewen  on  thy  peine, 
Suffer  I  rede,  and  no  boast  make, 
Til  thou  at  goodness  maist  him  take." 

By  suffraunce,  and  by  wordes  soft, 
A  man  may  overcome  oft 
Him  that  aforne  he  had  in  drede, 
In  bookes  sooth  ly  as  I  rede. 
Thus  hath  my  friend  with  great  comfort 
Avaunced  me  with  high  disport, 
Which  would  me  good,  as  much  as  I  : 
And  than  anon  full  sodainely 
I  tooke  my  leave,  and  streight  I  went 
Unto  the  haie,  for  great  talent 
I  had  to  Beene  the  fresh  bothum, 
Wherein  lay  my  salvation, 
And  Daunger  tooke  keepe,  if  that  I 
Keepe  him  covenaunt  truely  ; 
So  sore  1  dread  his  manacing, 
I  durst  not  breake  his  bidding, 
For  least  that  I  were  of  him  shent, 
I  brake  not  his  commaundement, 
For  to  purchase  his  good  will, 
It  was  for  to  come  there  till, 
His  mercy  was  too  ferre  behind 
I  kept,  for  I  ne  might  it  find. 
I  complained  and  sighed  sore, 
And  languished  evermore, 
For  I  durst  nat  overgo, 
Unto  the  rose  I  loved  so, 
Throughout  my  deeming  utterly, 
That  he  had  knowledge  certainly  : 
Than  Love  me  ladde  in  such  a  wise, 
That  in  me  there  was  no  feintise, 
Falshood,  ne  no  trecherie  : 
And  yet  he  full  of  villanie, 
Of  disdaine,  and  crueltie, 
On  me  ne  would  have  pitie 
His  cruell  will  for  to  refraine, 
Tho  I  wept  alway,  and  me  complaine. 


And  while  I  was  in  this  turment, 
Were  come  of  grace,  by  God  sent, 
Fraunchise,  and  with  her  Pity, 
Fulfilde  the  bothum  of  bounty : 
They  go  to  Daunger  anon  right 
To  ferther  me  with  all  hir  might, 
And  helpe  in  worde  and  in  deed, 
For  well  they  saw  that  it  was  need. 

First  of  her  grace  dame  Fraunchise 
Hath  taken  of  this  emprise : 
She  saied,  "  Daunger  great  wrong  ye  do 
To  worche  this  man  so  much  wo, 
Or  pinen  him  so  angerly, 
It  is  to  you  great  vUlany : 
I  cannot  see  why  ne  how 
That  he  hath  trespassed  againe  you, 
Save  that  he  loveth,  wherfore  ye  ahold 
The  more  in  charitie  of  him  hold  : 
The  force  of  love  maketh  him  do  this, 
Who  would  him  blame  he  did  amis. 
He  leveth  more  than  he  may  do, 
His  paine  is  hard,  ye  mav  see  lo  : 
And  love  in  no  wise  would  consent 
That  ye  have  power  to  repent, 
For  though  that  quicke  ye  would  him  alo, 
Fro  love  his  herte  may  nat  go. 

"  Now  swete  sir,  it  is  your  ease 
Him  for  to  anger  or  disease. 
Alas,  what  may  it  you  avaunce 
To  doen  to  him  so  great  greavaunce  ! 
What  worship  is  it  againe  him  take, 
Or  on  your  man  a  werre  make, 
Sith  he  so  lowly  every  wise 
Is  ready,  as  ye  lust  devise  f 
If  Love  have  caught  him  in  his  laas, 
You  for  to  beye  in  every  caas, 
And  been  your  subject  at  your  will, 
Should  ye  therefore  willen  him  ill ! 
Ye  shuld  him  spare  more  all  out, 
Than  him  that  is  both  proud  and  stout : 
Courtesie  would  that  ye  succoure 
Hem  that  been  meeke  under  your  cure  : 
His  herte  is  hard  that  woll  not  meeke, 
Whan  men  of  meekenesse  him  beseeke." 

"  This  is  certaine,"  saied  Pitie, 
"  We  see  oft  that  humilitie, 
Both  ire,  and  also  felonie 
Venquisheth,  and  also  malanchollie, 
To  stonde  forth  in  such  duresse 
This  crueltie  and  wickednesse  : 
Wherefore  I  pray  you,  sir  Daungere, 
For  to  maintaine  no  lenger  here 
Such  cruell  warre  againe  your  man, 
As  wholly  yours  as  ever  he  can, 
Nor  that  ye  worchen  no  more  wo 
Upon  this  caitife  that  languisheth  so, 
Which  woll  no  more  to  you  trespace, 
But  put  him  wholly  in  your  grace  : 
His  offence  ne  was  but  lite, 
The  god  of  love  it  was  to  wite. 
That  he  your  thrall  so  greatly  is. 
And  if  ye  harme  him  ye  doen  amis, 
For  he  bath  had  full  hard  pennaunce, 
Sith  that  ye  reft  him  thaquaintaunce, 
Of  Bialacoil,  his  most  joie, 
Which  all  his  paines  might  accoie  : 
He  was  before  annoyed  sore, 
But  than  ye  doubled  him  well  more, 
For  he  of  blisse  hath  been  full  bare, 
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acoil  was  fro  him  fare : 
h  to  him  great  distresse, 
no  need  of  more  duresse : 
Tom  him  your  ire  I  rede, 
not  winnen  in  this  dede, 
Bialacoil  repaire  againe, 
?th  pitie  upon  his  paine, 
mchise  woll,  and  1  Pite, 
rcifull  to  him  ye  be, 
that  she  and  I  accorde, 
m  him  misericorde, 
u  pray,  and  eke  moneste, 

0  refusen  our  requeste  : 

t  hard  and  fell  of  thought, 

us  two  woll  doe  right  nought." 

er  ne  might  no  more  endure, 

ed  him  unto  measure. 

a  no  wise,"  saieth  Daungere, 

hat  ye  have  asked  here : 

-co  great  uncourtesie, 

'  have  the  companie 

soil,  as  ye  devise, 

m  let  in  no  wise." 

daooil  than  went  in  hie, 

ise,  and  saied  full  curteslie  : 

e  too  long  be  deignous 

1  lover,  and  daungerous 

to  withdraw  your  presence, 
ath  do  to  him  great  offence, 
Dot  would  upon  him  see, 
re  a  sorrowfull  man  is  hee  : 
■  to  pay  him,  and  to  please, 
ve  if  ye  woll  have  ease, 
8  will,  sith  that  ye  know 
is  daunted  and  brought  low 
helpe  of  me  and  of  Pite 
e  no  more  aferde  be." 
dl  do  right  as  ye  will  " 
Uacoil,  "  for  it  is  skill, 
nger  woll  that  it  so  be : 19 
urochise  hath  him  sent  to  me. 

x  at  the  beginning 
le  in  his  comming, 
ngenesse  was  in  him  seene, 

wan  he  had  wrathed  been, 
semblaunt  than  shewed  he  me, 
Uy,  as  aforne  did  he, 
Jic  honde  without  dout, 
he  haie  right  all  about, 
ic  with  right  good  chere, 
•on  the  vergere, 
angere  had  me  chased  fro  : 
i  I  leave  over  all  to  go, 
I  raised  at  my  devise 

unto  Paradise. 
Jacoil  of  gentlenesse 
his  paine  and  businesse, 
•wed  me  onely  of  grace 
■b  of  the  swote  place, 
the  rose  when  I  was  nigh, 
iter  woxen,  and  more  high, 
•oddy,  and  faire  of  hew, 
•  ever  iliche  new  : 
n  I  had  it  long  seene, 
it  through  the  leaves  greene, 

spread  to  spannishing, 

it  was  a  goodly  thing, 

was  so  sprede  on  brede, 
a  within  might  know  the  sede, 


For  it  covert  was  and  close 

Both  with  the  leaves  and  with  the  rose, 

The  stalke  was  even  and  grene  upright, 

It  was  thereon  a  goodly  sight, 

And  well  the  better  without  wene 

For  the  seede  was  not  sene, 

Full  faire  it  sprad,  the  god  of  blesse, 

For  such  another,  as  I  gesse, 

Aforne  ne  was,  ne  more  vermeile, 

I  was  abawed  for  marveile, 

For  ever  the  fairer  that  it  was, 

The  more  I  am  bounden  in  Loves  laas. 

Long  I  abode  there  sooth  to  say, 

Till  Bialacoil  I  gan  to  pray, 

Whan  that  I  saw  him  in  no  wise 

To  me  warnen  his  servise, 

That  he  me  would  graunt  a  thing, 

Which  to  remember  is  well  fitting  : 

This  is  to  saine,  that  of  his  grace 

He  would  me  yeve  leisure  and  space 

To  me  that  was  so  desirous 

To  have  a  kissing  precious 

Of  the  goodly  fresh  rose, 

That  so  sweetly  smelleth  in  my  nose, 

"  For  if  it  you  displeased  nought, 

I  woll  gladly,  as  I  have  sought, 

Have  a  kiss  thereof  freely 

Of  your  yeft,  for  certainely 

I  woll  none  have  but  by  your  leve, 

So  loth  me  were  you  for  to  greve." 

He  saied,  "  Frend,  so  God  me  spede, 
Of  Chastitie  I  have  such  drede, 
Thou  shouldest  not  warned  be  for  me, 
But  I  dare  not  for  Chastite  : 
Againe  her  dare  I  not  misdo, 
For  alway  biddeth  she  me  so 
To  yeve  no  lover  leave  to  kisse, 
For  who  therto  may  winnen  ywisse, 
He  of  the  surplus  of  the  praie 
May  live  in  hope  to  get  some  day, 
For  who  so  kissing  may  attaine, 
Of  loves  paine  hath  (sooth  to  saine) 
The  best  and  moste  avenaunt, 
And  earnest  of  the  remenaunt." 

Of  his  answere  I  sighed  sore, 
I  durst  assay  him  tho  no  more, 
I  had  such  drede  to  greve  him  aye  ; 
A  man  shuld  not  too  much  assaye 
To  chafe  his  friend  out  of  measure, 
Nor  put  his  life  in  aventure  ; 
For  no  man  at  the  first  stroke 
Ne  may  not  fell  downe  an  oke, 
Nor  of  the  reisins  have  the  wine, 
Till  grapes  be  ripe  and  well  afine, 
Be  sore  empressed,  I  you  ensure, 
And  drawen  out  of  the  pressure  : 
But  I  forpeined  wonder  strong, 
Though  that  I  abode  right  long 
And  after  the  kisse,  in  paine  and  wo, 
Sith  I  to  kisse  desired  so  : 
Till  that  renning  on  my  distress*, 
There  come  Venus  the  goddesse 
( Which  aye  werrieth  Chastite) 
Came  of  her  grace  to  succour  me, 
Whose  might  is  know  ferre  and  wide, 
For  she  is  mother  of  Cupide, 
The  god  of  Love,  blinde  as  stone, 
That  helpeth  lovers  many  one. 
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This  lady  brought  in  her  right  hond 
Of  brenning  fire  a  biasing  brond, 
Whereof  the  flame  and  hote  fire 
Hath  many  a  lady  in  desire 
Of  love  brought,  and  sore  hette, 
And  in  her  service  her  herte  is  sette. 
This  lady  was  of  good  entayle, 
Right  wonderfull  of  apparaile, 
By  her  attire  so  bright  and  shene, 
Men  might  perceive  well  and  Bene, 
She  was  not  of  religionn  : 
Nor  I  nill  make  mentioun 
Nor  of  robe,  nor  of  treasour, 
Of  broche,  neither  of  her  rich  attour, 
Ne  of  her  girdle  about  her  side, 
For  that  I  n'ill  not  long  abide, 
But  knoweth  well,  that  certainly 
She  was  arraied  richely ; 
Devoid  of  pride  certaine  she  was, 
To  Bialacoil  she  went  apaas, 
And  to  him  shortely  in  a  clause 
She  said  :  "  Sir,  what  is  the  cause 
Ye  ben  of  port  so  daungerous 
Unto  this  lover,  and  dainous, 
To  graunt  him  nothing  but  a  kisse  ? 
To  warne  it  him  ye  done  amisse, 
Sith  well  ye  wot,  how  that  hee 
Is  Loves  scrvaunt,  as  ye  may  see, 
And  hath  beautie,  wherthrough  he  is 
Worthy  of  love  to  have  the  blis  : 
How  he  is  seemely  behold  and  see, 
How  he  is  faire,  how  he  is  free, 
How  he  is  swote  and  debonaire, 
Of  age  young,  lusty,  and  faire, 
There  is  no  lady  so  hautaine, 
Duchesse,  countesse,  ne  chastelaine, 
That  I  nolde  hold  her  ungodly, 
For  to  refuse  him  utterly. 

u  II  is  breath  is  also  good  and  swete, 
And  eke  his  lips  roddy  and  mete, 
Onely  to  plain*,  and  to  kiss, 
Graunt  him  a  kisse  of  gentleness. 

"  His  teeth  arn  also  white  and  clene, 
Me  thinketh  wrong  withouten  wene, 
If  ye  now  warne  him,  trusteth  me, 
To  graunt  that  a  kisse  have  he, 
The  lasse  ye  helpe  him  that  ye  haste, 
And  the  more  time  shull  ye  waste." 

Whan  the  flame  of  the  very  brond 
That  Venus  brought  in  her  right  hond, 
Had  Bialacoil  with  his  hete  sraete, 
A  none  he  bad  me  withouten  lete, 
Graunt  to  me  the  rose  kisse, 
Than  of  my  paine  I  gan  to  lisse, 
And  to  the  rose  anon  went  I, 
And  kissed  it  full  faithfully : 
There  need  no  man  aske  if  I  was  blith, 
Whan  the  savour  soft  and  lith 
Stroke  to  mine  herte  without  more, 
And  me  allegged  of  my  sore, 
So  was  I  full  of  joy  and  b lisse, 
It  is  faire  such  a  floure  to  kisse, 
It  was  so  swote  and  saverous, 
I  might  not  be  so  anguishous, 
That  I  mote  glad  and  jolly  be, 
Whan  that  I  remembre  me, 
Yet  ever  among  sooth  ly  to  saine, 
I  suffer  noie  and  muche  paine. 

The  sec  may  never  be  so  still, 


That  with  a  little  wind  at  will 
Overwhelme  and  tourne  also, 
As  it  were  wood  in  wawes  go, 
After  the  calme  the  trouble  soone 
Mote  follow,  and  channge  as  the  Moone. 

Right  so  fareth  Love,  that  selde  in  one 
Holdeth  his  anker,  for  right  anone 
Whan  they  in  ease  wene  best  to  live, 
They  ben  with  tempest  all  fordrive  : 
Who  serveth  Love,  can  tell  of  wo, 
The  stoundmele  joy  mote  overgo, 
Now  he  hurteth,  and  now  he  cureth, 
For  selde  in  o  point  Love  endureth. 

Now  is  it  right  me  to  proceed, 
How  Shame  gan  meddle  and  take  heed, 
Through  whom  fell  angers  I  have  hade, 
And  how  the  strong  wall  was  made, 
And  the  castle  of  brede  and  length, 
That  god  of  love  wan  with  his  strength : 
All  this  romance  will  I  set, 
And  for  no  thing  ne  will  I  let, 
So  that  it  liking  to  her  be, 
That  is  the  floure  of  beaute, 
For  she  may  best  my  labour  quite, 
That  I  for  her  love  shall  endite. 

Wicked  Tongue,  that  the  covine 
Of  every  lover  can  devine 
Worst,  and  addeth  mere  somdele 
(For  wicked  tongue  saith  never  wele) 
To  me  ward  bare  he  right  great  hate, 
Espying  me  early  and  late, 
Till  he  hath  seene  the  great  chere 
Of  Bialacoil  and  me  yfere  : 
He  might  not  his  tongue  withstonde 
Worse  to  reporte  than  he  fonde, 
He  was  so  full  of  cursed  rage ; 
It  sat  him  wele  of  his  linage, 
For  him  an  irous  woman  bare  ; 
His  tongue  was  filed  sharpe  and  square* 
Poignaunt  and  right  kerving, 
And  wonder  bitter  in  speaking ; 
For  whan  that  he  me  gan  espy, 
He  swore  (affirming  sikerly) 
Betweene  Bialacoil  and  me 
Was  evill  acquaintaunce  and  prive : 
He  spake  thereof  so  folilie, 
That  he  awaked  Jelousie, 
Which  all  afraied  in  his  rising, 
When  that  he  heard  jangling, 
He  ran  anon  as  he  were  wood 
To  Bialacoil  there  that  he  stood, 
Which  had  lever  in  this  caas 
Have  ben  at  Reinea  or  Amias, 
For  fote  hote  in  his  fellonie, 
To  him  thus  said  Jelousie  : 
"  Why  hast  thou  ben  so  negligent, 
To  keepen,  whan  I  was  absent, 
This  verger  here  left  in  thy  ward  t 
To  me  thou  haddest  no  regard, 
To  trust  (to  thy  confusion) 
H  im  thus,  to  whom  suspection 
I  have  right  great,  for  it  is  nede, 
It  is  well  shewed  by  the  dede. 
Great  fault  in  thee  now  have  I  found, 
By  God  anon  thou  shalt  be  bound, 
And  faste  locken  in  a  toure, 
|     Without  refuite  or  succoure, 

u  For  Shame  too  long  hath  be  thee  fro, 
I     Oversoone  she  was  ago, 
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hast  lost  both  drede  and  fere, 

ell  she  was  not  here, 

tie  in  no  wise, 

ee  and  chastise, 

lelpen  Chastite 

e  roser,  as  thinketh  me, 

is  boy  knave  so  boldly, 

ot  have  be  hardy 

e  bad  such  game, 

me  turnetli  to  great  shame." 

tist  what  to  say, 

e  would  have  fled  away, 

ave  hid,  nere  that  he 

ly  tooke  him  with  me : 

[  saw  he  had  so, 

ie  take  us  two, 

ied,  and  knew  no  rede, 

ay  for  very  drede. 

jne  came  forth  full  simply, 

have  trespaced  full  greatly, 

her  port,  and  made  it  simple, 

vaile  in  stede  of  wimple, 

lone  in  hir  abbey  : 

r  herte  was  in  affray, 

speake  within  a  throw 

,  right  wonder  low. 

lis  grace  she  besought, 

u  Sir,  ne  leveth  nought 

igue,  that  false  espie, 

>  glad  to  faine  and  lie, 

u  made,  through  flattering, 

1  a  false  leasing  : 

ise  is  not  now  anew, 

tg  that  he  him  knew  : 

the  first  daie, 

1  Tongue  hath  custome  aie, 
tea  to  bewrie, 
»ings  on  hem  lie. 
rerthelesse  I  see  among, 
igne  it  is  so  long 
I,  hertes  to  lure, 
jrvice  for  to  endure, 
che  folke  him  to, 
i  nothing  with  to  do, 
finesse  I  trowe  nought, 
»il  had  ever  in  thought 
ace  or  villanie, 
mother  Curtesie 
t  him  ever  to  be 
[Uaintaunce  and  prive, 
th  none  heavinesse, 
ind  play,  and  all  gladnessc  ; 
ill  tree  ho  us, 
e  and  envious : 
•n  how  that  he 
;lad  and  joyfull  be 
ith  folke  to  play : 
egligent  in  good  fay 
him,  therefore  now  I 
?rie  you  here  mercy, 
;  ben  so  recheles 
im  withouten  lees, 
I  me  repent, 
hole  set  mine  en  tent 
}th  low  and  still 
do  your  will." 
Shame  "  (said  Jelousy) 
■ashed  great  drede  have  I. 
e  hath  clombe  bo  hie 


That  almost  bleared  is  mine  eie, 

No  wonder  is,  if  that  drede  have  I, 

Over  all  reigneth  Lechery, 

Whose  might  groweth  night  and  day, 

Both  in  cloyster  and  in  abbay, 

Chastitie  is  werried  over  all, 

Therefore  I  woll  with  Biker  wall 

Close  both  roses  and  rosere, 

I  have  too  long  in  this  manere 

Left  hem  unclosed  wilfully  : 

Wherefore  I  am  right  inwardly 

Sorrowfull,  and  repent  me, 

But  now  they  shall  no  lenger  be 

Unclosed,  and  vet  I  drede  sore, 

I  shall  repent  ferthermore, 

For  the  game  goeth  all  amis, 

Counsaile  I  must  new  ywis, 

I  have  too  long  trusted  thee, 

But  now  it  shall  no  lenger  bee  : 

For  he  may  best  in  every  cost 

Deceive  that  men  trusten  most : 

I  see  well  that  I  am  nigh  shent, 

But  if  I  set  my  full  entent 

Reroedye  to  purvay : 

Wherefore  close  I  shall  the  way 

From  hem  that  woll  the  rose  espie, 

And  come  to  wait  me  villanie, 

For  in  good  faith  and  in  trouth 

I  woll  not  let  for  no  slouth 

To  live  the  more  in  sikernesse, 

Do  make  anon  a  fortresse. 

Than  close  the  roses  of  good  savour  ; 

In  middes  shall  I  make  a  tour 

To  put  Bialacoil  in  prison, 

For  ever  I  drede  me  of  treason  ; 

I  trow  I  shall  him  keepe  so, 

That  he  shall  have  no  might  to  go 

About  to  make  compagnie 

To  hem  that  thinke  of  villanie, 

Ne  to  no  such  as  hath  ben  here 

Aforne,  and  found  in  him  good  chere, 

Which  han  assailed  him  to  shend, 

And  with  hir  trowandise  to  blend, 

A  foole  is  eith  to  beguile, 

But  may  I  live  a  little  while, 

He  shall  forthinke  his  faire  semblaunt  " 

And  with  that  word  came  Drede  avaunt, 
Which  was  abashed,  and  in  great  fere, 
Whan  he  wist  Jelousie  was  there. 
He  was  for  drede  in  such  affray, 
That  not  a  worde  durst  he  say, 
But  quaking  stood  full  still  alone 
(Till  Jelousie  his  way  was  gone) 
Save  Shame,  that  him  not  forsoke, 
Both  Drede  and  she  full  sore  quoke, 
That  at  last  Drede  abraide, 
And  to  his  cousin  Shame  saide. 

M  Shame"  (he  said)  "  in  soothfastnesse, 
To  me  it  is  great  heavinesse, 
That  the  noise  so  ferre  is  go, 
And  the  slaunder  of  us  two : 
But  sithe  that  it  is  befall, 
We  may  it  not  againe  call, 
When  once  sprung  is  a  fame  : 
For  many  a  yeare  withouten  blame 
We  have  ben,  and  many  a  day, 
For  many  an  April  and  many  a  May 
We  han  passed,  not  ashamed, 
Till  Jelousie  hath  us  blamed 
Of  mistrust  and  suspection 
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Causelesse,  without  encheson : 
Go  we  to  Daunger  hastely, 
And  let  us  shew  him  openly. 
That  he  hath  not  aright  wrought, 
Whan  that  he  set  not  his  thought 
To  keepe  better  the  purprise  ; 
In  his  doing  he  is  not  wise. 
He  hath  to  us  do  great  wrong, 
That  hath  suffred  now  so  long 
Bialacoil  to  have  his  will 
All  his  lustes  to  fulfill : 
He  must  amend  it  utterly, 
Or  els  shall  he  villanously 
Exiled  be  out  of  this  lond : 
For  he  the  warre  may  not  withstand 
Of  Jelousie,  nor  the  greefe, 
Sith  Bialacoil  is  at  mischeefe." 

To  Daunger,  Shame  and  Drede  anon 
The  right  way  ben  gon  : 
The  chorle  they  founde  hem  aforne 
Lagging  under  an  hawthorne. 
Under  his  head  no  pillow  was, 
But  in  the  stede  a  trusse  of  gras : 
He  slombred,  and  a  nappe  he  toke, 
Till  Shame  pitously  him  shoke, 
And  great  manace  on  him  gan  make. 

"  Why  sleepest  thou  when  thou  should  wake" 
(Quod  Shame)  w  thou  dost  us  villanie, 
Who  trusteth  thee,  he  doth  follie, 
To  keepe  roses  or  both  urns 
When  they  be  faire  in  hir  seasons : 
Thou  art  woxe  too  familiere 
Where  thou  should  be  straunge  of  chere, 
Stout  of  thy  port,  ready  to  greve  : 
Thou  doest  great  folly  for  to  leve 
Bialacoil  here  in  to  call 
The  yonger  man  to  shenden  us  all : 
Though  that  thou  sleepe,  we  may  here, 
Of  Jelousie  great  noise  here, 
Art  thou  now  late,  rise  up  and  bye, 
And  stop  soone  and  dcliverlye 
All  the  gaps  of  the  hay  ; 
Do  no  favour  I  thee  pray  : 
It  falleth  nothing  to  thy  name, 
To  make  fair  semblant,  were  thou  mayst  blame 

"  If  Bialacoil  be  sweet  and  free, 
Dogged  and  fell  thou  shuldest  bee, 
Froward  and  ou  tragi  ous  y wis, 
A  chorle  chauugeth  that  curteis  is : 
This  have  I  heard  oft  in  saying, 
That  man  may  for  no  daunting 
Make  a  sparhauke  of  a  bosarde : 
All  men  hold  thee  for  musarde, 
That  debonaire  have  founden  thee, 
It  sitteth  thee  nought  curteis  to  bee, 
To  do  men  pleasaunce  or  servise, 
In  thee  it  is  recreaundise  : 
Let  thy  werkes  ferre  and  nere 
Be  like  thy  name,  which  is  Daungere." 

Then  all  abashed  in  shewing, 
Anon  spake  Drede,  right  thus  saying, 
And  said,  "  Daunger,  I  drede  me, 
That  thou  ne  wolt  besie  be 
To  keepe  that  thou  hast  to  keepe, 
When  thou  shuldest  wake,  thou  art  asleepc  : 
Thou  shalt  be  greeved  certainely, 
If  thee  aspie  Jelousy, 


Or  if  he  finde  thee  in  blame. 
He  hath  to  day  assailed  Shame, 
And  chased  away  with  great  manace 
Bialacoil  out  of  this  place, 
And  sweareth  shortly  that  he  shall 
Enclose  him  in  a  sturdy  wall ; 
And  all  is  for  thv  wickednesse, 
For  that  thee  faileth  straungenesse  ; 
Thine  herte  I  trow  be  failed  all ; 
Thou  shalt  repent  in  special  1, 
If  Jelousie  the  soothe  knew, 
Thou  shalt  forth inke,  and  sore  rew." 

With  that  the  chorle  his  clubbe  gan  sfaal^^^ 
Fro uning  his  eyen  gan  to  make, 
And  hidous  chere,  as  man  in  rage, 
For  ire  he  brent  in  his  visage  : 
Whan  that  he  heard  him  blamed  so, 
He  said,  "  Out  of  my  witte  I  go, 
To  be  discomfite  I  have  great  wrong, 
Certes,  I  have  now  lived  too  long, 
Sith  I  may  not  this  closer  keepe, 
All  quicke  I  would  be  dolven  deepe, 
If  any  man  shall  more  repaire 
Into  this  garden  for  foule  or  faire, 
Mine  herte  for  ire  gothe  afere, 
That  I  let  any  entre  here, 
I  have  doe  folly  now  I  see, 
But  now  it  shall  amended  be, 
Who  setteth  foot  here  any  more, 
Truly  he  shall  repent  it  sore, 
For  no  man  more  into  this  place 
Of  me  to  enter  shall  have  grace, 
Lever  I  had  with  swerdes  twaine, 
Throughout  mine  herte,  in  every  vaine 
Perced  to  be,  with  many  a  wound, 
Than  slouth  should  in  me  be  found : 
From  henceforth  by  night  or  day, 
I  shall  defend  it  if  I  may 
Withouten  any  exception 
Of  cache  manner  condition, 
And  if  I  it  any  man  graunt, 
Holdeth  me  for  recreaunt." 

Then  Daunger  on  his  feet  gan  stond, 
And  hent  a  burdon  in  his  bond, 
Wroth  in  his  ire  ne  left  he  nought, 
But  through  the  verger  he  hath  sought* 

If  he  might  find  hole  or  trace,   ^ 

Where  through  that  me  mote  forth  by 
Or  any  gappe,  he  did  it  close, 
That  no  man  might  touch  a  rose 
Of  the  roser  all  about, 
He  shetteth  every  roan  without. 

Thus  day  by  day  Daunger  is  wen, 
More  wonderfull  and  more  divers, 
And  feller  eke  than  ever  he  was, 
For  him  full  oft  I  sing  alas, 
For  I  ne  may  nought  through  his  ire 
Recover  that  I  most  desire  ; 
Mine  herte  alas  woll  brest  atwo, 
For  Bialacoil  1  wrathed  so  : 
For  certainly  in  every  member 
1  quake,  when  I  me  remember 
Of  the  bothum,  which  I  would 
Full  oft  a  day  seene  and  behold, 
And  when  I  thinke  upon  the  kisse, 
And  how  muche  joy  and  blisse, 
I  had  through  the  savour  swete, 
For  want  of  it  I  grone  and  grete  : 
Me  thinketh  I  fele  yet  in  my  nose 
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ivour  of  the  rose, 
vote  that  I  mote  go 
fresh  floures  fro, 
welcome  were  the  death, 
reof  (alas)  me  sleeth, 
e  with  this  rose,  alas, 
>se,  mouth,  and  face, 
death  I  must  abide  ; 
nsent  another  tide, 
touch  may  and  kisse, 
aine  shall  never  lisse  ; 
Jl  my  covetise, 
k  my  heart  in  many  wise. 
»paire  againe  sighing, 
on  nights,  and  no  sleeping, 
wishing,  turment,  and  wo, 
a  turning  to  and  fro, 
ly  paine  I  cannot  tell, 
Hen  into  Hell, 
ise  and  wealth,  the  more 
greveth  more  and  more, 
»w  the  bitterness©, 
ne  have  felt  sweetnesse, 
I  Tongue,  through  his  falshedc, 
ny  wo  and  drede, 
»th  a  pitous  charge, 
tongue  was  too  large, 
time  shortly  that  I 
lething  of  Jelousie, 
great  suspection  : 
eft  he  no  mason, 
ould  lay,  ne  querrour, 
m  to  make  a  tour  : 
i  roses  for  to  keepe, 
nade  he  a  ditch  deepe, 
;r  large,  and  also  brode, 
liche  also  stode 
stone  a  sturdy  wall, 
cragge  was  founded  all, 
•eat  thicknesse  eke  it  bare, 
i  founded  square 
fadome  on  every  side, 
the  long  and  wide, 
me  it  were  assailed, 
)ut  it  was  battailed, 
environ  eke  were  set 
rich  and  faire  tournet, 
•ner  of  this  wall 
•ur  full  principall, 
e  had  without  fable 
?  defensable 
enemies,  and  to  greve, 
lir  force  would  preve. 
inidde  this  purprise 
.  tour  of  great  maistrisc, 
gh  no  man  with  sight, 
ide,  and  of  great  might, 
j  none  assaut, 
ane,  nor  skaffaut, 
•e  of  the  mortere 
f  liquor  wonder  dere, 
ne  persaunt  and  egre, 
faa  tempred  with  v  in  egre. 
was  hard  of  adamaunt, 
7  made  the  foundeniaunt, 
as  round  made  in  compas, 
orld  no  richer  was, 
•dained  therewithal], 
3ur  was  made  a  wall, 
ixt  that  and  the  tour, 


Roses  were  set  of  sweet  savour, 
With  many  roses  that  they  bere, 
And  eke  within  the  castle  were 
Springolds,  gonnes,  bowes,  and  archers, 
And  eke  about  at  corners 
Men  seine  over  the  wall  stond 
Great  engines,  who  were  nere  hond, 
And  in  the  kernels  here  and  there, 
Of  arblasters  great  plentie  were. 
None  armour  might  hir  stroke  withstand, 
It  were  folly  to  prease  to  hond  ; 
Without  the  diche  were  listes  made, 
With  wall  battailed  large  and  brade, 
For  men  and  horse  should  not  attaine 
Too  nigh  the  diche  over  the  plaine. 
Thus  Jelousie  hath  environ 
Sette  about  his  garnison 
With  walles  round,  and  diche  deepe, 
Onely  the  roser  for  to  keepe, 
And  Daunger  early  and  late 
The  keyes  kept  of  the  utter  gate, 
The  which  opened  toward  the  east, 
And  he  had  with  him  at  least 
Thirtie  servants  echone  by  name. 

That  other  gate  kept  Shame, 
Which  opened,  as  it  was  couth, 
Toward  the  parte  of  the  south, 
Sergeaunts  assigned  were  her  to 
Full  many,  her  will  for  to  do. 
Than  Drede  had  in  her  baillie 
The  keeping  of  the  constablerie, 
Toward  the  north  I  understand, 
That  opened  upon  the  left  hond, 
The  which  for  nothing  may  be  sure, 
But  if  she  doe  busie  cure 
Early  on  morrow  and  also  late, 
Strongly  to  shette  and  barre  the  gate  : 
Of  every  thing  that  she  may  see, 
Drede  is  aferde,  where  so  she  bee, 
For  with  a  puffe  of  little  wind, 
Drede  is  astonied  in  her  mind, 
Therefore  for  stealing  of  the  rose, 
I  rede  her  nat  the  yate  unclose, 
A  foules  flight  would  make  her  flee, 
And  eke  a  shaddow  if  she  it  see. 

Than  Wicked  Tongue  full  of  envie, 
With  souldiours  of  Normandie, 
As  he  that  causeth  all  debate, 
Was  keeper  of  the  fourth  gate, 
And  also  to  the  tother  three, 
He  went  full  ofte  for  to  see. 
When  his  lotte  was  to  walke  a  night, 
His  instrumentes  would  he  dight, 
For  to  blowe  and  make  soune, 
Ofter  than  he  hath  enchesoune, 
And  walken  oft  upon  the  wall, 
Corners  and  wickettes  over  all, 
Full  narrow  searchen  and  espie  ; 
Though  he  nought  fond,  yet  would  he  lie 
Discordaunt  ever  fro  armonie, 
And  dissoned  from  melodie, 
Controve  he  would,  and  foule  faile, 
With  hornepipes  of  Comewaile. 
I  n  floy tes  made  he  discordaunce, 
And  in  his  musicke  with  mischaunce, 
He  would  seine  with  notes  newe, 
That  he  fond  no  woman  trew, 
Ne  that  he  saw  never  in  his  life, 
Unto  her  husbond  a  trew  wife  : 
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Ne  none  so  full  of  honeste, 
That  she  nill  laugh  and  merry  be, 
Whan  that  she  heaieth  or  may  espie 
A  man  speaken  of  lecherie. 
Everiche  of  hem  hath  some  rice, 
One  is  dishonest,  another  is  nice, 
If  one  be  full  of  villanie, 
Another  with  a  licorous  eie, 
If  one  be  full  of  wantonnesse, 
Another  is  a  chideresse. 

Thus  Wicked  tong,  God  yeve  him  shame, 
Can  put  hem  everichone  in  blame, 
Without  desert  and  causelessc, 
He  lieth,  though  they  ben  guiltlesse  ; 
I  have  pity  to  scene  the  sorrow, 
That  waketh  both  even  and  morrow, 
To  innocents  doth  such  grevaunce, 
I  pray  God  yeve  him  evijl  chaunce, 
That  he  ever  so  busie  is, 
Of  any  woman  to  seine  amis. 

Eke  Jelousie  God  confound, 
That  hath  made  a  toure  so  round, 
And  made  about  a  garison, 
To  sette  Bialacoil  in  prison, 
The  which  is  shette  there  in  the  tour, 
Full  long  to  holde  there  so  jour, 
There  for  live  in  pennaunce, 
And  for  to  do  him  more  grevaunce, 
Which  hath  ordained  Jelousie, 
An  olde  vecke  for  to  spie 
The  manner  of  his  governaunce, 
The  which  devill  in  her  enfaunce 
Had  learned  of  Loves  art, 
And  of  his  plays  tooke  her  part, 
She  was  expert  in  his  servise, 
She  knew  each  wrenche  and  every  gise 
Of  love,  and  every  wile, 
It  was  hard  her  to  beguile. 

Of  Bialacoil  she  tooke  aye  hede, 
That  ever  he  liveth  in  wo  and  drede, 
He  kept  him  coy  and  eke  privee, 
Least  in  him  she  hadde  see 
Any  folly  countenance, 
For  she  knew  all  the  old  daunce. 

And  after  this,  whan  Jelousie 
Had  Bialacoil  in  his  bail  lie, 
And  shette  him  up  that  was  so  free, 
For  sure  of  him  he  would  bee, 
He  trusteth  sore  in  his  castcll, 
The  strong  werke  him  liketh  well, 
He  dradde  nat  that  no  glotons 
Should  steale  his  roses  or  bothoms, 
The  roses  weren  assured  all 
Defenced  with  the  strong  wall, 
Now  Jelousie  full  well  may  be 
Of  drede  devoid  in  liberte, 
Whether  that  he  sloepe  or  wake, 
For  of  his  roses  may  none  be  take. 

But  I  (alas)  now  moume  shall, 

Because  I  was  without  the  wall, 

Full  muche  dole  and  mone  1  made, 

Who  had  wist  what  wo  I  hade, 

I  trow  he  would  have  had  pite, 

Love  too  dcare  had  solde  me 

The  good  that  of  his  love  had  I, 

I  went  about  it  all  queintly, 

But  now  through  doubling  of  my  pame 

I  sec  he  woll  it  sell  againe, 

And  me  a  new  bargaine  lere, 


The  which  all  out  the  more  is  dere, 
For  the  sol  lace  that  I  have  lorne, 
Than  I  had  it  never  aforne ; 
Certaine  I  am  full  like  indeed 
To  him  that  cast  in  earth  his  seed, 
And  hath  joy  of  the  new  springing, 
Whan  it  greeneth  in  the  ginning, 
And  is  also  faire  and  fresh  of  flour, 
Lustie  to  seene,  swote  of  odour, 
But  ere  he  it  in  his  sheves  shere, 
May  fall  a  weather  that  shall  it  dere, 
And  make  it  to  fade  and  fall, 
The  stalke,  the  greine,  and  floures  all, 
That  to  the  tiller  is  fordone, 
The  hope  that  he  had  too  soone  : 
I  drede  certaine  that  so  fare  I, 
For  hope  and  travaile  sikerly 
Ben  me  be  raft  all  with  a  storme, 
The  floure  nill  seden  of  my  come, 
For  Love  hath  so  avaunced  me, 
When  I  began  my  privite, 
To  Bialacoil  all  for  to  tell, 
Whom  I  ne  found  fro  ward  ne  fell, 
But  tooke  agree  all  whole  my  play  ; 
But  Love  is  of  so  hard  assay, 
That  all  at  ones  he  reved  me, 
Whan  I  weent  best  aboven  to  have  be. 

It  is  of  Love,  as  of  Fortune, 
That  chaungeth  oft,  and  nill  contune, 
Which  whylome  woll  of  folke  smile, 
And  glombe  on  hem  another  while, 
Now  friend,  now  foe,  shalt  her  feele, 
For  a  twinckling  tourneth  her  wheels. 

She  can  writhe  her  head  away, 
This  is  the  concourse  of  her  play, 
She  can  arcise  that  doeth  mourne, 
And  whirle  adounc,  and  overtourne 
Who  sitteth  highest,  but  as  her  lust, 
A  foole  is  he  that  woll  her  trust, 
For  it  is  I  that  am  come  doun 
Through  charge  and  revolutioun, 
Sith  Bialacoil  mote  fro  me  twin, 
Shette  in  her  prison  yonde  within, 
His  absence  at  mine  herte  I  fele, 
For  all  my  joy  and  all  mine  hele 
Was  in  him  and  in  the  rose, 
That  but  you  will,  which  him  doeth  clotty 
Open,  that  I  may  him  see, 
Love  woll  not  that  I  cured  bee 
Of  the  paines  that  I  endure, 
Nor  of  my  cruell  aventure. 

Ah,  Bialacoil  mine  owne  dere, 
Though  thou  be  now  a  prisonere, 
Keepe  at  least  thine  herte  to  me, 
And  suffer  nat  that  it  daunted  be, 
Ne  let  not  Jealousie  in  his  rage, 
Putten  thine  heart  in  no  servage, 
Although  he  c  hast  ice  thee  without, 
And  make  thy  bodie  unto  him  lout. 
Have  herte  as  hard  as  Diamaunt, 
Stcdfast,  and  naught  pliaunt : 
In  prison  though  thy  bodie  bee 
At  large  keepe  thine  herte  free, 
A  true  herte  will  not  plie 
For  no  manace  that  it  may  drie. 
If  Jelousie  doeth  thee  paine, 
Quite  him  his  wile  thus  againe, 
To  venge  thee  at  least  in  thought, 
If  other  way  thou  maiest  nought, 
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3  wise  subtelly 
d  winne  the  maistrie. 
im  in  great  affray, 
doe  nat  as  I  say, 
>u  canst  me  great  maugre, 
emprisoned  art  for  me, 
at  for  my  trespas, 
;h  me  never  discovered  was 
that  ought  be  secre  : 
annoie  is  in  me, 
thee  of  this  mischannce, 
re  more  hard  penaunce 
i&a  saine  or  thinke, 
e  sorrow  almost  I  sinke, 
member  me  of  my  wo, 
•ut  of  my  witte  I  go. 
nine  herte  I  feele  blede, 
-tlesse  the  death  I  drede, 
well  to  have  distresse, 
?,  through  hir  wickednesse, 
irs,  that  arn  envious, 
le  be  so  coragious. 
acoil  full  well  I  see, 
lem  shape  to  deceive  thee, 
lee  buxom  to  hir  law, 
iir  corde  thee  to  draw 
lem  lust,  right  at  hir  will, 
■y  have  thee  brought  theretill  : 
mfort,  the  thought  me  sleeth, 
would  bring  roe  to  my  death, 
•  good  will  I  lese, 
lead,  I  may  not  chese, 
thou  foryete  me, 
shall  never  in  liking  be, 
re  find  sollace, 
out  of  your  grace, 
never  ben  I  hope, 
d  I  fall  in  wanhope. 
wanhope,  nay  parde, 
never  dispaired  be ; 
e  faile,  than  am  I 
i  and  unworthy ; 
woll  comforted  be, 
when  he  betaught  her  me, 
Hope  where  so  I  go, 
be  relees  to  my  wo. 
t  and  she  my  bales  bete, 
me  curteis  and  swete  t 
>thing  full  certaine, 
put  m  full  great  paine, 
h  hem  with  wo  to  dele, 
•eheste  deceiveth  fele, 
•11  behote  sikerly, 
after  utterly, 
is  a  full  noyous  thing, 
\  lover  in  loving 
xm  her,  and  trusteth  fast, 
hir  travaile  at  the  last, 
to  commen  she  wot  right  nought, 
f  it  be  wisely  sought, 
ile  follie  is  to  take, 
imes,  when  she  woll  make 
sillogisme,  I  drede, 
*ard  there  shall  indede 
;vill  conclusion, 
e  in  confusion, 
imes  I  have  it  seene, 
have  beguiled  beene, 
fiat  they  have  set  in  hope, 
hem  afterward  a  slope. 


But  nathelosse  yet  gladly  she  would, 
That  he  that  woll  him  with  her  hold, 
Had  all  times  her  purpose  clere, 
Without  deceit  any  where, 
That  she  desireth  sikerly  ; 
Whan  I  her  blamed,  I  did  folly ; 
But  what  availeth  her  good  will, 
Whan  she  ne  may  staunch  my  stound  ill, 
That  helpeth  little  that  she  may  do, 
Or  take  behest  unto  my  wo  : 
And  heste  certaine  in  no  wise, 
Without  yfete  is  not  to  preise. 

When  heste  and  deed  asunder  vary, 
They  doen  a  great  contrary  ; 
Thus  am  I  posted  up  and  doun 
With  dole,  thought,  and  confusioun, 
Of  my  desease  there  is  no  number, 
Daunger  and  Shame  me  encumber, 
Drede  also,  and  Jelousie, 
And  Wicked  Tongue  full  of  envie, 
Of  which  the  sharpe  and  cruell  ire 
Full  oft  me  put  in  great  mattire  ; 
They  have  my  ioie  fully  let, 
Sith  Bialacoil  they  have  beshet 
Fro  me  in  prison  wickedly, 
Whom  I  love  so  entierly, 
That  it  woll  my  bane  bee, 
But  I  the  sooner  may  him  see. 

And  yet  moreover  worst  of  all, 
There  is  set  to  keepe,  foule  her  befall, 
A  rimpled  vecke  ferre  ronne  in  rage, 
Frouning  and  yellow  in  her  visage, 
Which  in  await  lieth  day  and  night, 
That  none  of  him  may  have  a  sight. 

Now  mote  my  sorrow  enforced  be, 
Full  sooth  it  is,  that  Love  yafe  me 
Three  wonder  yeftes  of  his  grace, 
Which  I  have  lorne,  now  in  this  place, 
Sith  they  ne  maie  without  drede 
Helpen  but  little,  who  taketh  hede  : 
For  her  availeth  no  Sweet  Thought, 
And  Sweet  Speech  helpeth  right  nought, 
The  third  was  called  Sweet  Looking, 
That  now  is  lorne  without  lesing. 

Yeftes  were  faire,  but  nat  for  thy 
They  helpe  me  but  simply, 
But  Bialacoil  loosed  bee 
To  gone  at  large  and  to  be  free, 
For  him  my  life  lieth  all  in  dout, 
But  if  he  come  the  rather  out. 

Alas,  I  trow  it  woll  nat  beene, 
For  how  should  I  evermore  him  seene  ! 
He  may  nat  out,  and  that  is  wrong, 
Because  the  toure  is  so  strong, 
How  should  he  out,  or  by  whose  prowesse 
Of  so  strong  a  forteresse ! 

By  me  certaine  it  nill  be  do, 
God  wote  I  have  no  wit  thereto, 
But  well  I  wote  I  was  in  rage, 
When  I  to  Love  did  homage  ; 
Who  was  the  cause  (in  soothfastnesse) 
But  her  selfe  dame  Id  leu  esse  ! 
Which  me  conveide  through  faire  praiere 
To  enter  into  that  faire  vergere  : 
She  was  to  blame  me  to  leve, 
The  which  now  doeth  me  sore  greve, 
A  fooles  word  is  nought  to  trow, 
Ne  worth  an  apple  for  to  low, 
Men  should  hem  snibbe  bitterly, 
r  2 
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At  prime  temps  of  his  folly  : 
I  was  a  foole,  and  she  me  leved, 
Through  whom  I  am  right  nought  releved, 
She  accomplished  all  my  will, 
That  now  me  greveth  wonder  ill. 

Reason  me  saied  what  should  fall, 
A  foole  my  selfe  I  may  well  call, 
That  love  aside  I  had  not  laied, 
And  trowed  that  dame  Reason  saied. 
Reason  had  both  skill  and  right, 
When  she  me  blamed  with  all  her  might 
To  meddle  of  love,  that  hath  me  shent, 
But  certaine  now  I  woll  repent. 

And  should  I  repent !   Nay  parde, 

A  false  traitour  then  should  I  be, 

The  devils  engine  would  me  take, 

If  I  Love  would  forsake, 

Or  Bialacoil  falsly  betray. 

Should  I  at  mischeefe  hate  him  f  nay, 

Sith  he  now  for  his  courtesie 

Is  in  prison  of  Jelousie  ; 

Courtesie  certaine  did  he  me, 

So  much,  that  it  may  not  yolden  be, 

When  he  the  haie  passen  me  lete, 

To  kisse  the  rose,  faire  and  swete, 

Should  I  therefore  conne  him  maugre  ! 

Nay  certainely,  it  shall  nat  be, 

For  Love  shall  never  (yeve  God  will) 

Here  of  me,  through  word  or  will, 

Offence  or  complaint  more  or  lesse, 

Neither  of  Hope  nor  Idlenesse  : 

For  certes,  it  were  wrong  that  I 

Hated  hem  for  hir  courtesie. 

There  is  not  els,  but  suffer  and  thinke, 

And  waken  whan  I  should  winke, 

Abide  in  hope,  till  Love  through  chaunce 

Send  me  succour  or  allegeaunce, 

Expectaunt  aye  till  I  may  mete, 

To  getten  mercie  of  that  swete. 

Whilome  I  thinke  how  Love  to  mee 
Saied  he  would  take  at  gree 
My  service,  if  unpatience 
Caused  me  to  doen  offence  : 
He  saied,  "In  thanke  I  shall  it  take, 
And  high  maister  eke  thee  make, 
If  wickednesse  ne  reve  it  thee, 
But  800 ne  I  trow  that  shall  nat  bee." 
These  were  his  wordes  by  and  by, 
It  seemed  he  loved  me  truely. 

Now  is  there  not  but  serve  him  wele, 
If  that  I  thinke  his  thanke  to  fele, 
My  good,  mine  harme,  lithe  hole  in  me, 
In  Love  may  no  defaut  be, 
For  true  Love  ne  failed  never  man  : 
Sooth ly  the  faute  mote  needs  than 
As  God  forbide,  be  found  in  me, 
And  how  it  commeth,  I  cannot  see. 
Now  let  it  gone  as  it  may  go, 
Whether  Love  woll  succour  me  or  slo, 
He  may  do  hole  on  mc  his  will, 
I  am  so  sore  bound  him  till, 
From  his  service  I  may  not  Bene, 
For  life  and  death  withouten  wene 
Is  in  his  hond,  I  may  nat  chese, 
He  may  me  doe  both  winne  and  lese, 
And  sith  so  sore  he  doth  me  greve, 
Yet  if  my  lust  he  would  acheve, 
To  Bialacoil  goodly  to  be, 


I  yeve  no  force  what  fell  on  me  : 
For  though  I  die,  as  I  mote  nede, 
I  pray  Love  of  his  goodlyhede. 
To  Bialacoil  doe  gentlenesse, 
For  whom  I  live  in  such  distresse, 
That  I  mote  dien  for  penaunce, 
But  first,  without  repentaunce, 
I  woll  me  confesse  in  good  entent, 
And  make  in  hast  my  testament, 
As  lovers  doen  that  feelen  smart : 
To  Bialacoil  leave  I  mine  herte 
All  hole,  without  departing, 
Or  doublenesse  of  repenting. 

COMENT  RAISON  VIENT  A  l'aXAXT. 

Thus  as  I  made  my  passage 
In  complaint,  and  in  cruell  rage, 
And  I  not  where  to  finde  a  leche, 
That  couth  unto  mine  helping  eche, 
Suddainely  againe  comen  doun 
Out  of  her  toure  I  saw  Reasoun, 
Discreet  and  wise,  and  full  pleasannt, 
And  of  her  port  full  avenaunt ; 
The  right  waie  she  tooke  to  me, 
Which  stood  in  gret  perplexite 
That  was  poshed  in  every  side, 
That  I  n'ist  where  I  might  abide, 
Till  she  demurely  sad  of  chere 
Saied  to  me  as  she  came  nere. 

"  Mine  owne  friend,  art  thou  greved, 
How  is  this  quarrell  yet  atcheved 
Of  Loves  side  !    Anone  me  tell, 
Hast  thou  not  yet  of  love  thy  fill! 
Art  thou  nat  wearie  of  thy  service 
That  thee  hath  in  suche  wise  t 

"  What  joy  hast  thou  in  thy  loving  t 
Is  it  sweet  or  bitter  thing  t 
Canst  thou  yet  chese,  let  me  see, 
What  best  thy  succour  might  bee  t 

u  Thou  servest  a  full  noble  lord, 
That  maketh  thee  thrall  for  thy  reward, 
Which  aye  reneweth  thy  tourment, 
With  folly  so  he  hath  thee  blent ; 
Thou  fell  in  mischeefe  thilke  day, 
When  thou  diddest  the  sooth  to  say 
Obeisaunce  and  eke  homage 
Thou  wroughtest  nothing  as  the  sage ; 
When  thou  became  his  liege  man, 
Thou  diddest  a  great  follie  than  ; 
Thou  wistest  nat  what  fell  thereto, 
With  what  lord  thou  haddest  to  do, 
If  thou  haddest  him  well  know 
Thou  haddest  nought  be  brought  so  low, 
For  if  thou  wiste  what  it  were, 
Thou  n'oldest  serve  him  halfe  a  yere, 
Nat  a  weeke,  nor  halfe  a  day, 
Ne  yet  an  hour©  without  delay  : 
Ne  never  yloved  paramours, 
His  lordship  is  so  full  of  shours  : 
K  no  west  him  ought !" 
L'amaunt.  u  Ye,  dame,  pari 

Raisoun.  "  Nay, nay."  L'amaunt.  u  Yes  I." 
Raisoun.  "  Wherefore  let  se 

L'amaunt.  "  Of  that  he  saied  I  should  be 
Glad  to  have  such  lord  as  he 
And  maister  of  such  seignorie." 
Raisoun.  "  Knowest  him  no  more ! " 
L'amaunt.        m  Nay,  certes,  I, 
Save  that  he  yafe  me  rules  there, 
And  went  his  way  I  nist  where, 
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abode  bound  in  ballaunce, 
re  a  noble  cogniaaunce." 


I  woll  that  thou  know  him  now 

5  and  end,  sithe  that  thou 

anguishous  and  mate, 

red  out  of  astate, 

may  no  wreche  have  more  of  wo, 

ife  none  enduren  so, 

>  to  every  man  sitting, 

ord  have  knowledging : 

hou  knew  him  out  of  dout, 

-  thou  shouldest  scapen  out 

prison  that  marreth  thee." 


dame  sith  my  lord  is  hee, 
his  man  made  with  mine  hond, 
1  right  faine  understood 
we  of  what  kind  he  be, 
would  enforme  me." 


tld  "  (saied  Reason)  "  thee  lere, 
ou  to  learne  hast  such  desire, 
ewe  thee  withouten  fable 
i  that  is  not  demonstrable  ; 
halt  withouten  science, 
tow  withouten  experience 
ing  that  may  not  knowen  bee, 
t  ne  sheweth  in  no  degree, 
laiest  the  sooth  of  it  not  witten, 
i  in  thee  it  were  written, 
halt  not  knowe  thereof  more, 
thou  art  ruled  by  his  lore, 
to  him  that  love  woll  flie, 
otte  may  unlosed  be, 
hath  to  thee,  as  it  is  found, 
;  to  knitte  and  not  unbound, 
t  well  thine  entention, 
re  of  love  the  description. 

it  is  an  hateful]  pees, 
acquitaunce  without  relees, 
rough  the  fret  full  of  falshede, 
-nesse  all  set  in  drede, 
e  is  a  despairing  hope, 
11  of  hope  it  is  wanhope, 
roodnesse,  and  void  reasoun, 
e  perill  in  to  droun, 
.vie  burthen  light  to  beare, 
ed  wawe  away  to  weare. 
irybdis  perillous, 
eeable  and  gracious, 
scordaunce  that  can  accord, 
Kordaunce  to  discord, 
lining  without  science, 
>me  without  sapience, 
without  discretion, 
e  without  possession ; 
te  heale  and  hole  sickenesse, 
t  drowned  and  dronkennessc, 
?alth  full  of  maladie, 
laritie  full  of  envie, 
iger  full  of  aboundaunce, 
greedie  anffisaunce, 
t  right  full  of  heavinease, 
reried  full  of  gladnesse, 


Bitter  sweetnesse  and  sweet  errour, 
Right  evill  savoured  good  savour, 
Sin  that  pardon  hath  within, 
And  pardon  spotted  without  sin, 
A  paine  also  it  is  joyous, 
And  fellonie  right  pitous, 
Also  play  that  selde  is  stable, 
And  stedfast  right  mevable, 
A  strength  weiked  to  stood  upright, 
And  feeblenesse  full  of  might, 
Witte  una  vised,  sage  follie, 
And  joy  full  of  tourmentrie, 
A  laughter  it  is  weeping  aie, 
t  Rest  that  travaileth  night  and  dale, 
Also  a  sweete  Hell  it  is, 
And  a  sorrowfull  Paradis, 
A  pleasaunt  gaile  and  easie  prisoun, 
And  full  of  froste  summer  seasoun, 
Prime  temps  full  of  frostes  white, 
And  May  devoid  of  all  delite, 
With  seer  braunches,  blossoms  ungrene, 
And  new  fruit  filled  with  winter  tene, 
It  is  a  slowe  may  nat  forbeare, 
Ragges  ribaned  with  gold  to  weare, 
For  also  well  woll  love  be  sette 
Under  ragges  as  rich  rochette, 
And  eke  as  well  by  amorettes 
In  mourning  blacke,  as  bright  burnettes, 
For  none  is  of  so  mokell  prise, 
Ne  no  man  founden  so  wise, 
Ne  none  so  high  of  parage, 
Ne  no  man  found  of  witte  so  sage, 
No  man  so  hardie  ne  so  wight, 
Ne  no  man  of  so  mokell  might, 
None  so  fulfilled  of  bounte, 
That  he  with  love  may  daunted  be  ; 
All  the  worlde  holdeth  this  way, 
Love  maketh  all  to  gone  misway, 
But  it  be  they  of  evill  life, 
Whom  genius  cursed  man  and  wife, 
That  wrongly  werke  againe  nature, 
None  such  I  love,  ne  have  no  cure 
Of  such  as  loves  servaunts  beene, 
And  woll  nat  by  my  counsaile  fleene, 
For  I  ne  preise  that  loving, 
Wherthrough  man  at  the  last  ending 
Shall  call  hem  wretches  full  of  wo, 
Love  greveth  hem  and  shendeth  so  ; 
But  if  thou  wolt  well  love  eschew, 
For  to  escape  out  of  his  mew, 
And  make  all  whole  the  sorrow  to  slake, 
No  better  counsaile  maiest  thou  take, 
Than  thinke  to  Been  well  ywis, 
May  nought  helpe  els :  for  wite  thou  this, 
If  thou  fl ye  it,  it  shall  flye  thee, 
Follow  it,  and  followen  shall  it  thee." 


When  I  had  heard  Reason  sain, 

Whiche  had  spilt  her  speech  in  vain  : 

"  Dame  "  (sayd  I)  «  I  dare  weU  say 

Of  this  avaunt  me  well  I  may 

That  from  your  schoole  so  deviaunt 

I  am,  that  never  the  more  avaunt 

Right  nought  am  I  through  your  doctrine, 

I  dull  under  your  discipline, 

I  wote  no  more  than  wist  ever 

To  me  so  contrarie  and  so  fer 

Is  everie  thing  that  ye  me  lere, 

And  yet  I  can  it  all  by  parcuere  : 
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Mine  herte  foryeteth  thereof  right  nought, 

It  is  so  writen  in  my  thought. 

And  deepe  graven  it  is  so  tender 

That  all  by  herte  I  can  it  render, 

And  rede  it  over  communely, 

But  to  my  selfe  lewdest  am  I. 

"  But  sith  ye  love  discriven  so 
And  lacke  and  preise  it  bothe  two 
Defiueth  it  into  this  letter, 
That  I  may  thinke  on  it  the  better  : 
For  I  heard  never  defined  here, 
And  wilfully  I  would  it  lere." 


"  If  love  be  searched  well  and  sought 
It  is  a  sickenesse  of  the  thought 
Annexed  and  knedde  betwixt  tweine, 
With  male  and  female  with  o  cheine, 
So  freely  that  bindeth,  yet  they  n'ill  twinne, 
Wheder  so  thereof  they  lese  or  winne  : 
The  roote  springeth  through  hot  brenning 
Into  disordinate  desiring, 
For  to  kissen  and  embrace, 
And  at  hir  lust  them  to  solace, 
Of  other  thing  love  retcheth  nought 
But  setteth  hir  herte  and  all  hir  thought, 
More  for  delectatioun 
Than  any  procreatioun 
Of  other  fruit  by  engendrure  : 
Which  love,  to  God  n  not  pleasure, 
For  of  hir  body  fruit  to  get 
They  yeve  no  force,  they  are  so  set 
Upon  delight  to  play  in  fere. 
And  some  have  also  this  manere, 
To  fainen  hem  for  love  seke, 
Such  love  I  preise  not  at  a  leke. 
For  paramours  they  doe  but  faine, 
To  love  truely  they  disdaine, 
They  falsen  ladies  traitorously, 
And  swerne  hem  othes  utterly, 
With  many  a  leasing,  and  many  a  fable, 
And  all  the  finden  deceivable. 

u  And  when  they  han  hir  lust  getten 
The  hote  ernes  they  all  foryetten  ; 
Women  the  harme  buycn  full  sore  : 
But  men  thus  thinken  evermore, 
The  lasse  harme  is,  so  mote  I  thee, 
Deceive  them,  than  deceived  be. 
And  namely  where  they  ne  may 
Finde  none  other  meane  way  : 
For  I  wote  well  in  soothfastnesse, 
That  who  doeth  now  his  businesse 
With  any  woman  for  to  dele, 
For  any  lust  that  he  may  fele, 
But  if  it  be  for  engendrure, 
He  doth  trcspasse  I  you  ensure  : 
For  he  should  setten  all  his  will 
To  getten  a  likely  thing  him  till, 
And  to  sustaine,  if  he  might, 
And  keepe  forth  by  Kindes  right 
His  owne  likenesse  and  semblable  : 
For  because  all  is  corrumpable 
And  faile  should  succession 
Ne  were  there  generation, 
Our  sectes  stern e  for  to  save, 
Whan  father  or  mother  am  in  grave, 
Her  children  should,  whan  they  been  dead, 
Full  diligent  been  in  hir  stead 
To  use  that  worke  on  such  a  wise, 


That  one  may  through  another  rise. 

Therefore  set  Kinde  therein  delight, 

For  men  therein  should  hem  delight, 

And  of  that  deede  be  not  erke, 

But  ofte  sithes  haunt  that  werke : 

For  none  would  draw  thereof  a  draught 

Ne  were  delight,  which  hath  hem  caught, 

This  had  subtill  dame  Nature : 

For  none  goeth  right  I  thee  ensure 

Ne  hath  en  tent  hoole  ne  perfite, 

For  hir  desire  is  for  delite, 

The  which  fortened  crease  and  eke 

The  play  of  love,  for  oft  seeke 

And  thrall  hem  selfe  they  be  so  nice 

Unto  the  prince  of  everie  vice  : 

For  of  each  sinne  it  is  the  roote 

Unlefull  lust,  though  it  be  soote, 

And  of  all  evill  the  racine, 

As  Tullius  can  determine, 

Which  in  his  time  was  full  sage, 

In  a  booke  he  made  of  age, 

Where  that  more  he  praiseth  Elde 

Though  he  be  crooked  and  unwelde, 

And  more  of  commendatioun, 

Than  youth  in  his  discriptioun : 

For  youth  set  bothe  man  and  wife 

In  all  perill  of  soule  and  life, 

And  perill  is,  but  men  have  grace. 

The  perill  of  youth  for  to  paoe, 

Without  any  death  or  distresse, 

It  is  so  full  of  wildnesse, 

So  oft  it  doeth  shame  and  domage 

To  him  or  to  his  linage, 

It  leadeth  man,  now  up  now  doun 

In  mokell  dissolutioun, 

And  maketh  him  love  evill  companie, 

And  lead  his  life  disrulilie, 

And  halt  him  payd  with  none  estate 

Within  himselfe  in  such  debate, 

He  chaungeth  purpose  and  entent, 

And  yalte  into  some  covent, 

To  liven  after  hir  emprise, 

And  leeseth  freedome  and  fraunchbe, 

That  nature  in  him  had  set, 

The  which  againe  he  may  not  get, 

If  he  there  make  his  mansion, 

For  to  abide  profession. 

Though  for  a  time  his  herte  absent 

It  may  not  faile,  he  shall  repent, 

And  eke  abide  thilke  day, 

To  leave  his  abite,  and  gone  his  way, 

And  leaseth  his  worship  and  his  name, 

And  dare  not  come  againe  for  shame, 

But  all  his  life  he  doth  so  mourne, 

Because  he  dare  not  home  retourne, 

Freedome  of  kinde  so  lost  hath  he 

That  never  may  recured  be, 

But  that  if  God  him  graunt  grace 

That  he  may,  er  he  hence  pace, 

Conteine  under  obedience 

Through  the  vertue  of  patience. 

For  youth  set  man  in  all  follie, 

In  unthrift  and  in  ribaudrie, 

In  lecherie,  and  in  outrage, 

So  oft  it  chaungeth  of  courage. 

Youth  ginneth  oft  suche  bargaine, 

That  may  not  ende  without  paine. 

In  great  perill  is  set  youthhede 

Delight  so  doeth  his  bridell  lede, 

Delight  this  haugeth,  drede  thee  nought, 
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jines  bodie  and  his  thought, 
trough  youthes  c  ham  be  re, 
doen  evill  is  custoraere, 
laught  else  taketh  hede, 
!y  folkes  for  to  lede 
jort  and  wildenesse, 
•ward  from  sadneaso, 
;  draweth  hem  therefro, 
te  it  not,  he  may  well  go, 
of  them,  that  now  arn  old, 
Horn  youth  had  in  hold, 
>  et  remembreth  of  tender  age 
lim  brought  in  many  a  rage, 
ny  a  follie  therein  wrought : 
'  that  elde  hath  him  through  sought 
pent  hem  of  hir  follie, 
ith  hem  put  in  jeopardie, 
1  and  in  muche  woe, 
de  hem  oft  amisse  to  doe, 
ten  evill  companie 
1  advoutrie. 

de  gan  againe  restraine 
ich  follie,  and  refraine 
men  by  her  ordinaunce, 
rule  and  goveroaunce, 
she  spendeth  her  servise, 
nan  woll  her  love,  neither  preise, 
ated,  this  wote  I  wele, 
uaintance  would  no  man  fele, 
of  elde  companie, 
te  to  be  of  her  alie, 
man  would  becommen  old, 
when  he  is  young  and  bold, 
e  marvaileth  right  greatly, 
hey  remember  hem  inwardly 
f  a  perillous  emprise 
that  they  wrought  in  sundry  wise, 
•r  they  might  without  blame 
awaie  without  shame, 
h  without  domage 
efe  of  her  linage, 
f  member,  shedding  of  blood, 
f  death,  or  losse  of  good. 
iou  nat  where  youth  abit, 
en  so  preisen  in  hir  wit  1 
elight  she  halt  sojour, 
h  they  dwellen  in  o  tour, 
as  youth  is  in  season, 
vellen  in  one  mansion  : 
,  of  youth  woll  have  servise 
what  so  he  woll  devise, 
uth  is  readie  evermore 
obey,  for  smert  or  sore, 
elight,  and  him  o  yeve 
•vise,  while  that  she  may  live, 
lere  elde  abitte,  I  woll  thee  tell 
,  and  no  while  dwell, 
dcr  behoveth  thee  to  go 
l  in  youth  thee  not  slo  : 
journey  thou  mayst  not  faile, 
er  Labour  and  Travail e, 
been  with  Sorrow  and  Wo, 
?ver  out  of  her  court  go : 
jid  Distresse,  Sickenesne,  and  Ire, 
elancholly  that  angrie  sire, 
her  paleis  senatours, 
g  and  grutching,  her  herbegeours, 
y  and  night  her  to  tourment 
rnell  death  they  her  present, 


And  tellen  her  erlich  and  late 

That  Death  stondeth  armed  at  her  gate : 

Than  bring  they  to  her  remembraunce 

The  folly  deedes  of  her  enfaunce, 

Which  causen  her  to  mourne  in  wo 

That  youth  hath  her  beguiled  so 

Which  sodainly  away  is  hasted, 

She  weeped  the  time  that  she  hath  wasted, 

Complaining  of  the  preteritte, 

And  the  present,  that  nat  abitte, 

And  of  her  olde  vanitee 

That  but  aforne  her  she  may  see, 

In  the  future  some  succour, 

To  leggen  her  of  her  dolour 

To  graunt  her  time  of  repentaunce, 

For  her  sinnes  to  doe  penaunce, 

And  at  the  last  so  her  governe 

To  winne  the  joy  that  is  eterne, 

Fro  which  goe  backeward  youth  he  made 

In  vanitie  to  drowne  and  wade, 

For  present  time  abideth  nought, 

It  is  more  swift  than  any  thought, 

So  little  while  it  doth  endure 

That  there  n'is  compte  ne  measure. 

"  But  how  that  ever  the  game  go 
Who  list  to  love  joy  and  mirth  also 
Of  love,  be  it  he  or  she, 
Hie  or  lowe  who  it  be, 
In  fruite  they  should  hem  delite, 
Hir  part  they  may  not  else  quite, 
To  save  hem  selfe  in  honeste, 
And  yet  full  many  one  I  see 
Of  women,  soothly  for  to  saine, 
That  desire  and  would  faine 
The  play  of  love,  they  be  so  wilde 
And  not  covet  to  go  with  childe: 
And  if  with  childe  they  be  perchaunce, 
They  woll  it  hold  a  great  mischaunce, 
But  whatsoever  woe  they  fele, 
They  woll  not  plaine,  but  concele, 
But  if  it  be  any  foole  or  nice, 
In  whome  that  shame  hath  no  justice, 
For  to  delight  each  one  they  draw, 
That  haunt  this  worke  both  hie  and  law, 
Save  such  that  arn  worth  right  nought, 
That  for  money  woll  be  bought, 
Such  love  I  preise  in  no  wise, 
Whan  it  is  given  for  covetise  ; 
I  praise  no  woman,  though  she  be  wood 
That  yeveth  her  selfe  for  any  good 
For  little  should  a  manne  tell 
Of  her,  that  will  her  bodie  sell, 
Be  she  maide,  be  she  wife, 
That  quicke  woll  sell  her  by  her  life, 
How  faire  chere  that  ever  she  make, 
He  is  a  wretch  I  undertake 
That  loved  such  one,  for  sweete  or  soure, 
Though  she  him  called  her  paramoure, 
And  laugheth  on  him,  and  maketh  him  feast, 
For  certainly  no  suche  beast 
To  be  loved  is  not  worthie 
Or  beare  the  name  of  Druerie, 
None  should  her  please,  but  ho  wer  wood, 
That  woll  dispoile  him  of  his  good  : 
Yet  nathelesse  I  woll  not  say 
That  she  for  solace  and  for  play, 
May  a  jewel!  or  other  thing 
Take  of  her  loves  free  yevin^ : 
But  that  she  aske  it  in  no  wise, 
For  drede  of  shame  or  covetise. 
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And  she  of  hen  may  him  certaine 
Without  slaunder  yeven  againe, 
And  joyne  hir  hearts  togither  so 
In  love,  and  take  and  yeve  also. 
Trow  not  that  1  woll  hem  twinne, 
When  in  hir  love  there  is  no  sinne, 
I  woll  that  they  together  go, 
And  done  all  that  they  ban  ado, 
As  cartes  should  and  debonaire, 
And  in  hir  love  beren  hem  faire, 
Without  vice,  both  he  and  she, 
So  that  alway  in  honeste, 
Fro  folly  Love  to  keepe  hem  clere 
That  brenneth  hertes  with  his  fere, 
And  that  hir  love  in  any  wise, 
Be  devoide  of  covetise. 
Good  love  should  engendred  be 
Of  true  herte,  just,  and  secree, 
And  not  of  such  as  set  hir  thought 
To  have  hir  lust,  and  else  nought : 
So  are  they  caught  in  Loves  lace, 
Truly  for  bodily  solace, 
Fleshly  deligbte  is  so  present 
With  thee,  that  set  all  thine  cntent, 
Without  more,  what  should  I  glose, 
For  to  get  and  have  the  rose, 
Which  maketh  thee  so  mate  and  wood 
That  thou  desirest  none  other  good  ; 
But  thou  art  not  an  inch  the  nerre, 
But  ever  abidest  in  sorrow  and  werre, 
As  in  thy  face  it  is  seene, 
It  maketh  thee  both  pale  and  leene, 
Thy  might,  thy  vertue  goeth  away : 
A  sorry  guest  (in  good  fay) 
Thou  harbourest  in  thine  inne 
The  god  of  love  whan  thou  let  inne : 
Wherefore  I  read  thou  shette  him  out, 
Or  he  shall  greve  thee  out  of  dout, 
For  to  thy  profite  it  woll  tourne, 
If  he  no  more  with  thee  sojourne. 
In  great  mischief e  and  sorrow  sonken, 
Ben  hertes,  that  of  love  arn  dronken, 
As  thou  peraventure  knowen  shall, 
When  thou  hast  lost  the  time  all, 
And  spent  thy  thought  in  idlenesse, 
In  waste,  and  wofull  lustinesse  : 
If  thou  maiest  live  the  time  to  see 
Of  love  for  to  delivered  bee, 
Thy  time  thou  shalt  beweepe  sore 
The  which  never  thou  mayest  restore : 
For  time  lost,  as  men  may  see, 
For  nothing  may  recovered  bee, 
And  if  thou  scape,  yet  at  last, 
Fro  Love  that  hath  thee  so  fast 
Knitte  and  bounden  in  his  lace, 
Certaine  I  hold  it  but  a  grace, 
For  many  one  as  it  is  seine 
Have  lost,  and  spent  also  in  veine 
In  his  servise  without  succour 
Bodie  and  soule,  good,  and  treasour, 
Wit,  and  strength,  and  eke  richesse, 
Of  which  they  had  never  redresse." 

i/amant. 

Thus  taught  and  preached  hath  Reason, 
But  Love  spilte  her  sermon, 
That  was  so  imped  in  my  thought, 
That  her  doctrine  I  set  at  nought, 
And  yet  ne  sayd  she  never  a  dele, 
That  I  ne  understood  it  wele, 


Word  by  word  the  matter  all, 

But  unto  Love  I  was  so  thrall, 

Which  calleth  over  all  his  praie, 

He  chaseth  so  my  thought  aie, 

And  holdeth  mine  herte  under  his  sele, 

As  trustie  and  true  as  any  stele  : 

So  that  no  devotion 

Ne  had  I  in  the  sermon 

Of  dame  Reason,  ne  of  her  rede 

I  tooke  no  so  jour  in  mine  hede. 

For  all  yede  out  at  one  ere 

That  in  that  other  she  did  lere, 

Fully  on  me  she  lost  her  lore 

Her  speech  me  greeved  wonder  sore. 

That  unto  her  for  ire  I  said 

For  anger,  as  I  did  abraid  : 

"  Dame,  and  is  it  your  will  algate, 

That  I  not  love,  but  that  I  hate 

All  men,  as  ye  me  teach, 

For  if  I  doe  after  your  speach, 

Sith  that  you  seine  love  is  not  good, 

Than  must  I  nedes  say  with  mood 

If  I  it  leve,  in  hatred  aie 

Liven,  and  voide  love  awaie, 

From  me  a  sinfull  wretch, 

Hated  of  all  that  tetch, 

I  may  not  go  none  other  gate, 

For  either  must  I  love  or  hate, 

And  if  I  hate  men  of  new, 

More  than  love  it  woll  me  rew, 

As  by  your  preching  seemeth  mee, 

For  love  nothing  ne  praiseth  thee : 

Ye  yeve  good  counsaile  sikerly 

That  precheth  me  all  day,  that  I 

Should  not  loves  lore  alowe, 

He  were  a  foole  woulde  you  not  trowe ! 

In  speech  also  ye  han  me  taught, 

Another  love  that  knowne  is  naught 

Which  I  have  heard  you  not  repreve, 

To  love  each  other  by  your  leve, 

If  ye  would  diffine  it  mee, 

I  would  gladly  here  to  see, 

At  the  least  if  I  may  lere 

Of  sundrie  loves  the  manere." 

RAISON. 

"  Cbrtes  friend,  a  foole  art  thou 

Whan  that  thou  nothing  wilt  allow 

That  I  for  thy  profite  say  : 

Yet  woll  I  say  thee  more  in  fay, 

For  I  am  readie  at  the  leest, 

To  accomplish  thy  request, 

But  I  not  where  it  woll  availe, 

In  vaine  peraventure  I  shall  travaile : 

Love  there  is  in  sundrie  wise, 

As  I  shall  thee  here  devise. 

"  For  some  love  lefull  is  and  good, 
I  meane  not  that  which  maketh  thee  woo*** 
And  bringeth  thee  in  many  a  fitte, 
And  ravisheth  fro  thee  all  thy  witte, 
It  is  so  marvailous  and  queint, 
With  such  love  be  no  more  aquaint 

COMMENT  RAISON  DIPFIMST  AMITIE- 

"  Love  of  friendship  also  there  is 
Which  maketh  no  man  done  amis, 
Of  will  knitte  betwixt  two, 
That  woll  not  breake  for  wele  ne  wo, 
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rig  is  likely  to  con  tune, 
1  and  goods  been  in  commune, 
by  Gods  ordinaunce, 
hout  discordaunce, 
i  holding  commaunce 
good  in  charite, 
e  be  none  exceptioun, 
rhaunging  of  ententioun, 
helpe  other  at  her  nede, 
y  hele  both  word  and  dede, 
eaning,  devoidc  of  slouth, 
nought  without  trouth : 
e  tone  dare  all  his  thought 
is  friend,  and  spare  nought, 
selfe  without  d reding, 
(overed  by  wreiyng, 
a  that  conjunction, 
re  is  none  suspection, 
ey  would  prove 
and  perfite  weren  in  love  : 
in  may  be  amiable, 
be  so  firme  and  stable, 
ine  change  him  not  ne  blinde, 
lis  friend  alway  him  finde, 
•e  and  riche  in  o  state  : 
friend  through  any  gate, 
plaine  of  his  poverte, 
not  bide  so  long,  till  he 
:>ing  him  require, 
deed  done  through  praiere 
i  bought  too  dec  re  ywis 
hat  of  great  valour  is. 
fulfilled  of  gentlenesse, 
lemeane  his  distresse. 
that  worthy  is  of  name, 
Dften  hath  great  shame, 
d  man  brenneth  in  his  thought, 
3  when  he  asketh  ought, 
reat  thought,  and  dredeth  aie 
sease  when  he  shall  praie 
,  least  that  he  warned  be 
e  prove  his  stab i lit ie  : 
that  he  hath  founden  one 
ie  is  and  true  as  stone, 
ed  him  at  all, 
1  him  stedfast  as  a  wall, 
i  friendship  be  certaine, 
lim  shew  both  joy  and  paine, 
at  he  dare  thiuke  or  say, 
hame,  as  he  well  may, 
hould  he  ashamed  be, 
ie  as  I  told  thee  ? 
he  wotc  his  secret  thought, 
shall  know  thereof  right  nought, 
in  number  is  bet  than  three, 
counsaile  and  secree  : 
ie  dredeth  never  a  dele, 
beset  his  wordes  wele, 
i  wise  man  out  of  drede, 
his  tongue  till  he  see  nede. 
ooles  cannot  hold  hir  tongue, 
ell  is  soone  ronge, 
a  true  friend  doe  more 
lis  fellow  of  his  sore, 
»ur  him  whan  he  hath  need 
;  he  may  done  indeed, 
ler  that  he  him  pleaseth 
felowe  that  he  easeth, 
doe  not  his  request, 
m  muche  him  molest 


As  his  felowe,  for  that  he 
May  not  fulfill  his  volunte 
Fully,  as  he  hath  required  ; 
If  both  the  hertes  love  hath  fired 
Joy  and  woe  they  shall  depart, 
And  take  evenly  each  his  part, 
Halfe  his  annoy  he  shall  have  aie, 
And  comforte  what  that  he  may, 
And  of  this  blisse  part  shall  he, 
If  love  woll  departed  be. 

"  And  whilom  of  this  unitie 
Spake  Tullius  in  a  ditie, 
And  should  maken  his  request 
Unto  his  friend,  that  is  honest. 
And  he  goodly  should  it  fulfill, 
But  it  the  more  were  out  of  skill, 
And  otherwise  not  graunt  thereto, 
Except  onely  in  causes  two. 

"If  men  his  friend  to  death  would  drive 
Let  him  be  busie  to  save  his  live. 

"  Also  if  men  wollen  hem  assaile, 
Of  his  worship  to  make  him  faile 
And  hindren  him  of  his  renoun, 
Let  him  with  full  ententioun, 
His  dever  done  in  each  degree 
That  his  friend  ne  shamed  be. 

"In  this  two  case  with  his  might, 
Taking  no  keepe  to  skill  nor  right, 
As  farre  as  love  may  him  excuse, 
This  ought  no  manne  to  refuse. 

"  This  love  that  1  have  told  to  thee 
Is  nothing  contrarie  to  mee, 
This  woll  I  that  thou  follow  wele, 
And  leave  the  other  everie  dele, 
This  love  to  vertue  all  attendeth, 
The  tother  fooles  blent  and  shendeth. 

"  Another  love  also  there  is, 
That  is  contrarie  unto  this, 
Which  desire  is  so  constrained 
That  is  but  will  fained  ; 
Away  fro  trouth  it  doth  so  varie 
That  to  good  love  it  is  contrarie  ; 
For  it  maymeth  in  many  wise 
Sicke  hertes  with  covetise  ; 
All  in  winning  and  in  profite, 
Such  love  setteth  his  delite  : 
This  love  so  hangeth  in  balaunce 
That  if  it  lese  his  hope  perchaunce, 
Of  lucre,  that  he  is  set  upon, 
It  woll  faile,  and  quench  anon, 
For  no  man  may  be  amorous, 
Ne  in  his  living  vertuous, 
But  he  love  more  in  mood 
Men  for  hem  selfe  than  for  hir  good  : 
For  love  that  profite  doth  abide, 
Is  false,  and  hideth  not  in  no  tide. 
Love  commeth  of  dame  Fortune, 
That  little  while  woll  contune, 
For  it  shall  chaungen  wonders  soone, 
And  take  eclips  as  the  Moone 
Whan  she  is  from  us  let 
Through  Earth,  that  betwixt  is  set 
The  Sunne  and  her,  as  it  may  fall, 
Be  it  in  partie,  or  in  all ; 
The  shadow  maketh  her  beames  nierke, 
And  her  homes  to  shew  derke, 
That  part  where  she  hath  lost  her  light 
Of  Pbebus  fully,  and  the  sight, 
Till  whan  the  shadow  is  overpast, 
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She  is  enlumined  againe  as  fast, 

Through  the  brightnesse  of  the  son  beames 

That  yeveth  to  her  againe  her  leames  : 

That  love  is  right  of  such  nature, 

Now  is  faire,  and  now  obscure, 

Now  bright,  now  clipsy  of  inanere, 

And  whilom  dimme,  and  whilom  clere, 

Assoone  as  poverte  ginneth  take, 

With  mantell  and  weedes  blake 

Hideth  of  love  the  light  away, 

That  into  night  it  tourneth  day, 

It  may  not  see  richesse  shine, 

Till  the  blacke  shadowes  fine, 

For  whan  richesse  shineth  bright 

Love  recovereth  ayen  his  light, 

And  whan  it  faileth,  he  woll  flit, 

And  as  she  ereeveth,  so  greeveth  it. 

w  Of  this  love  heare  what  I  saie : 
The  riche  men  are  loved  aie, 
And  namely  tho  that  sparand  beene, 
That  woll  not  wash  hir  hertes  cleene 
Of  the  filth,  nor  of  the  vice 
Of  greedy  brenning  avarice. 

"  The  rich  man  full  fond  is  ywis, 
That  weneth  that  he  loved  is, 
If  that  his  herte  it  understood, 
It  is  not  he,  it  is  his  good, 
He  mav  well  weten  in  his  thought, 
His  good  is  loved,  and  he  right  nought : 
For  if  he  be  a  niggard  eke, 
Men  would  not  set  by  him  a  leke, 
But  haten  him,  this  is  the  sooth, 
Lo  what  profite  his  cattell  dooth, 
Of  every  man  that  may  him  see, 
It  getteth  him  nought  but  en  mi  tee : 
But  he  amend  himselfe  of  that  vice, 
And  know  himselfe,  he  is  not  wise. 

"  Certes  he  should  aye  friendly  be, 
To  get  him  love  also  been  free, 
Or  else  he  is  not  wise  ne  sage 
No  more  than  is  a  gote  ramage. 
That  he  not  loveth,  his  deede  proveth, 
Whan  he  his  richesse  so  well  loveth, 
Tnat  he  woll  hide  it  aie  and  spare, 
His  poore  friends  seene  forfare 
To  keepen  aie  his  purpose 
Till  for  drede  his  eyen  close, 
And  till  a  wicked  death  him  take 
Him  had  lever  asunder  shake, 
And  let  all  his  limmes  asunder  rive, 
Than  leave  his  richesse  in  his  live  ; 
He  thinketh  to  part  it  with  no  man, 
Certaine  no  love  is  in  him  than  : 
How  should  love  with  him  be, 
Whan  in  his  herte  is  no  pite  ! 
That  he  trespasseth  well  I  wate, 
For  each  man  knoweth  his  estate, 
For  well  him  ought  to  be  reproved 
That  loveth  nought,  ne  is  not  loved. 

"  But  sith  we  am  to  Fortune  comen, 
And  hath  our  sermon  of  her  nomen, 
A  wonder  will  I  tell  thee  now, 
Thou  hardest  never  such  one  I  trow  ; 
I  n'ot  where  thou  me  leven  shall, 
Though  soothfastnesse  it  be  all, 
As  it  is  written,  and  is  sooth 
That  unto  men  more  profite  dooth 
The  froward  Fortune  and  contraire, 
Than  the  swote  and  debonaire  : 
And  if  they  thinke  it  is  doutable, 


It  is  through  argument  provable, 

For  the  debonaire  and  soft 

Falseth  and  beguileth  oft, 

For  lich  a  mother  she  can  cherish 

And  milken  as  doth  a  norice, 

And  of  her  good  to  him  deles 

And  yeveth  him  part  of  her  jeweles, 

With  great  riches  and  dignitie, 

And  hem  she  hoteth  stabilitie, 

In  state  that  is  not  stable, 

But  changing  aie  and  variable, 

And  feedeth  him  with  glorie  vaine, 

And  worldly  blisse  none  certaine, 

Whan  she  him  setteth  on  her  whele, 

Than  wene  they  to  be  right  wele, 

And  in  so  stable  state  withall 

That  never  they  wene  for  to  fall, 

And  when  they  set  so  high  to  be, 

They  wene  to  have  in  certainte 

Of  heartly  friendes  to  great  numbre, 

That  nothing  might  hir  state  encombre, 

They  trust  hem  so  on  everie  aide, 

Wening  with  hem  they  would  abide, 

In  everie  perill  and  mischannce 

Without  chaunge  or  variaunce, 

Both  of  cattell  and  of  good, 

And  also  for  to  spend  hir  blood, 

And  all  hir  members  for  to  spill 

Onely  to  fulfill  hir  will, 

They  maken  it  whole  in  many  wise 

And  hoten  hem  hir  full  serviae 

How  sore  that  it  doe  hem  smart, 

Into  hir  very  naked  shert, 

Herte  and  also  hole  they  yeve, 

For  the  time  that  they  may  live, 

So  that  with  hir  flatterie, 

They  maken  foolee  glorifie 

Of  hir  wordes  speaking, 

And  han  chere  of  a  re  joy  sing, 

And  trow  them  as  the  Evangile, 

And  it  is  all  falshede  and  gile, 

As  they  shall  afterward  see, 

Whan  they  arn  full  in  poverte, 

And  ben  of  good  and  cattell  bare, 

Than  should  they  seene  who  friendes  wav*^ 

For  of  an  hundred  certainly, 

Nor  of  a  thousand  full  scarcely, 

Ne  shall  they  finde  unnethes  one, 

Whan  povertie  is  commen  upon. 

**  For  thus  Fortune  that  I  of  tell, 
With  men  whan  her  lust  to  dwell, 
Maketh  hem  to  lese  hir  conisaunce, 
And  nourisheth  hem  in  ignoraunce. 

"  But  froward  Fortune  and  perverse, 
When  high  estates  she  doth  reverse, 
And  maketh  hem  to  tumble  doune 
Off  her  whele  with  sodaine  tourne, 
And  from  her  richesse  doth  hem  flie, 
And  plungeth  hem  in  povertie, 
As  a  stepmother  envious, 
And  layeth  a  plaister  dolorous, 
Unto  hir  hertes  wounded  egre, 
Which  is  not  tempered  with  vinegre, 
But  with  povertie  and  indigence, 
For  to  shew  by  experience, 
That  she  is  Fortune  verilie 
In  whome  no  man  should  affie, 
Nor  in  her  yeftes  have  fiaunce, 
She  is  so  full  of  variaunce. 

"  Thus  can  she  maken  hye  and  lowe, 


THE  ROMAUNT 


OF  THE  R08E. 


261 


ley  from  richesse  arn  throwe, 

kiiowen  without  were 
)f  effect,  and  friend  of  chere 
ich  in  love  weren  true  and  stable, 
ich  also  weren  variable, 
ortune  hir  goddesso, 
rtie,  either  in  richesse, 
that  yeveth  here  out  of  drede, 
e  beareth  it  indeede, 
rtune  let  not  one 
des,  whan  Fortune  is  gone, 
;  tho  friendes  that  woll  fle 
is  entreth  poverte, 

they  woll  not  leave  hem  so, 
•ach  place  where  they  go 
11  hem  wretch,  scorne  and  blame, 
lir  mishappe  hem  diffame, 
nely  such  as  in  richesse, 
eth  most  of  stablenesse 
hat  they  saw  hem  set  on  loft, 
ren  of  hem  succoured  oft, 
st  iholpe  in  all  hir  need  : 
r  they  take  no  maner  heed, 
le  in  voice  of  flatterie, 
w  appcareth  hir  follie, 

where  so  they  fare, 
g,  Go  farewell  felde  fare, 
such  friendes  I  beshrew, 
rue  there  be  too  few, 
thfast  friendes,  what  so  betide, 
y  fortune  wollen  abide, 
in  hir  hertes  in  such  noblesse 
ey  nill  love  for  no  richesse, 
that  Fortune  may  hem  send 
)llen  hem  succour  and  defend, 
iiinge  for  softe  ne  for  sore  ; 
>  his  friend  loveth  evermore 

men  draw  sword  him  to  slo, 

not  hew  hir  love  a  two  : 
;ase  that  I  shall  say, 
le  and  ire  lese  it  he  may, 

reproove  by  nicete, 
covering  of  privite, 
ngue  wounding,  as  felon, 
1  venemous  detraction. 
>nd  in  this  case  will  gone  his  way, 
hing  grieve  him  more  ne  may, 

nought  else  woll  he  fle, 
he  love  in  Btabilitie. 
laine  he  is  well  begone 
a  thousand  that  findeth  one  : 
re  may  be  no  richesse, 
friendship  of  worthinesse, 
e  may  so  high  attaine, 

the  valour,  sooth  to  saine, 
that  loveth  true  and  well, 
hip  is  more  than  is  cattell, 
nd  in  court  aie  better  is 
?nny  in  purse  certis, 
rtune  mis-happing, 
ipon  men  she  is  fabling, 
b  misturning  of  her  chaunce, 
»t  hem  out  of  balaunce. 

maketh  through  her  adversite 

1  clerely  for  to  see 

it  is  friend  in  existence 

ira  that  is  by  appearence  : 

>rtunc  maketh  anone, 

v  thy  friendes  fro  thy  fone, 

srience,  right  as  it  is, 


The  which  is  mere  to  praise  ywis, 
Than  in  much  richesse  and  treasour, 
For  more  deepe  profite  and  valour, 
Povertie,  and  such  adversitie 
Before,  than  doth  prosperitie, 
For  that  one  yeveth  conisaunce, 
And  the  tother  ignoraunce. 

"  And  thus  in  povertie  is  indeed 
Trouth  declared  fro  falshede, 
For  faint  friendes  it  woll  declare, 
And  true  also,  what  way  they  fare. 
For  whan  he  was  in  his  richesse, 
These  friendes  full  of  doublenesse 
Offred  him  in  many  wise 
Herte  and  body,  and  service, 
What  wold  he  than  have  you  to  have  bought, 
To  knowen  openly  hir  thought, 
That  he  now  hath  so  clerely  seen ! 
The  lasse  beguiled  he  should  have  been, 
And  he  had  than  perceived  it, 
But  richesse  n'old  not  let  him  wit : 
Well  more  avauntage  doeth  him  than, 
Sith  that  he  maketh  him  a  wise  man, 
The  great  mischief  that  he  perceiveth 
Than  doeth  richesse  tliat  him  deceiveth  : 
Richesse  rich  ne  maketh  nought 
Him  that  on  treasour  set  his  thought, 
For  richesse  stont  in  suffisaunce, 
And  nothing  in  aboundaunce  : 
For  suffisaunce  all  on*ly 
Maketh  menne  to  live  richly. 

"  For  he  that  hath  mitches  tweine, 

Ne  value  in  his  demeine, 

Liveth  more  at  ease,  and  more  is  rich, 

Than  doeth  he  that  is  chich, 

And  in  his  barne  hath  sooth  to  saine, 

An  hundred  mavis  of  wheat  graine, 

Though  he  be  chapman  or  marchaunt, 

And  have  of  gold  many  besaunt : 

For  in  getting  he  hath  such  wo, 

And  in  the  keeping  drede  also, 

And  set  evermore  his  businesse 

For  to  encrease,  and  not  to  lease, 

For  to  augment  and  multiply, 

And  though  on  heapes  that  lye  him  by, 

Yet  never  shall  make  his  richesse, 

Asseth  unto  his  greed  in  esse : 

But  the  poore  that  retcheth  nought, 

Save  of  his  livelode  in  his  thought, 

Which  that  he  getteth  with  his  travaile, 

He  dredeth  nought  that  it  shall  faile, 

Though  he  have  little  worldes  good, 

Meate  and  drinke,  and  easie  food, 

Upon  his  travaile  and  living, 

And  also  sumsaunt  clothing, 

Or  if  in  sickenesse  that  he  fall, 

And  loath  meat  and  drinke  withall, 

Though  ho  have  not  his  meat  to  buy, 

He  shall  bethinke  him  hastcly, 

To  put  him  out  of  all  daungere, 

That  he  of  meat  hath  no  mistere, 

Or  that  he  may  with  little  eke 

Be  founden,  while  that  he  is  seke, 

Or  that  men  ahull  him  berne  in  hast, 

To  live  till  his  sickenesse  be  past, 

To  some  maisondewe  beside, 

He  cast  nought  what  shall  him  betide, 

Ho  thinketh  nought  that  ever  he  shall 

Into  any  sickenesse  fall. 
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*'  And  though  it  fall,  as  it  may  be 

That  all  betime  spare  shall  he 

As  rookell  as  shall  to  him  suffice, 

While  he  is  sicke  in  any  wise, 

He  doeth  for  that  he  woll  be 

Content  with  his  poverte 

Without  neede  of  any  man, 

So  much  in  little  have  he  can, 

He  is  apaide  with  his  fortune, 

And  for  he  nill  be  importune 

Unto  no  wight,  ne  onerous, 

Nor  of  hir  goodnesse  covetous  : 

Therefore  he  spareth,  it  may  well  been, 

His  poore  estate  for  to  susteen. 

"  Ob  if  him  lust  not  for  to  spare, 

But  suffereth  forth,  as  not  yet  ware, 

At  last  it  happeneth,  as  it  may 

Right  unto  his  laste  day, 

And  take  the  world  as  it  would  be  : 

For  ever  in  herte  thinketh  he 

The  sooner  that  Death  him  slo, 

To  paradise  the  sooner  go 

He  shall,  there  for  to  live  in  blisse 

Where  that  he  shall  no  good  misse  : 

Thider  he  hopeth  God  shall  him  send 

After  this  wretched  lives  end. 

Pythagoras  himselfe  rehearses 

In  a  booke  that  the  Golde  Verses 

Is  cleped,  for  the  nobilite 

Of  the  honourable  dite  : 

'  Than  whan  thou  goest  thy  body  fro, 

Free  in  the  ayre  thou  shalt  up  go 

And  leaven  all  humanitie, 

And  purely  live  in  deitie, 

He  is  a  foole  withouten  were 

That  troweth  have  his  countrey  here.' 

"  In  yearth  is  not  our  countrey, 
That  may  these  clarkes  seine  and  sey 
In  Boece  of  Consolation 
Where  it  is  maked  mention 
Of  our  countrey  plaine  at  the  eie, 
By  teaching  of  philosophic, 
Where  lewd  men  might  lere  wit, 
Who  so  that  would  translaten  it. 
If  he  be  such  that  can  well  live 
After  his  rent,  may  him  yeve, 
And  not  desireth  more  to  have, 
Than  may  fro  povertie  him  save. 
A  wise  man  saied,  as  we  may  seen, 
Is  no  man  wretched,  but  he  it  ween, 
Be  he  king,  knight,  or  ribaude, 
And  many  a  ribaud  is  merrie  and  baude, 
That  swinketh,  and  beareth  both  day  and  night 
Many  a  burthen  of  great  might, 
The  which  doeth  him  lasse  offence, 
For  he  suffreth  in  patience  : 
They  laugh  and  daunce,  trippe  and  sing, 
And  lay  nought  up  for  hir  living, 
But  in  the  taverne  all  dispendeth 
The  winning  that  God  hem  sendeth  ; 
Than  goeth  he  fardels  for  to  beare, 
With  as  good  chere  as  he  did  eare  ; 
To  swinke  and  travaile  he  not  faineth, 
For  to  robben  he  disdaineth, 
But  right  anon,  after  his  swinke, 
He  goeth  to  taverne  for  to  drinke  : 
All  these  are  rich  in  aboundance, 
That  can  thus  have  suffisance 
Well  more  than  can  an  usurere, 


As  God  well  knoweth,  without  were. 
For  an  usurer,  so  God  me  see, 
Shall  never  for  richesse  riche  bee, 
But  evermore  poore  and  indigent, 
Scarce,  and  greedy  in  his  entent. 

"  For  sooth  it  is,  whom  it  displease, 
There  may  no  marchaunt  live  at  ease, 
His  herte  in  such  a  were  is  set 
That  it  quicke  brenneth  to  get, 
No  never  shall,  though  he  hath  getten, 
Though  he  have  gould  in  garners  yeten, 
For  to  be  needy  he  dredeth  sore : 
Wherefore  to  getten  more  and  more 
He  set  his  herte  and  his  desire ; 
So  note  he  brenneth  in  the  fire 
Of  covetise,  that  maketh  him  wood 
To  purchase  other  mennes  good ; 
He  underfongeth  a  great  paine, 
That  undertaketh  to  drinke  up  Saine  : 
For  the  more  he  drinketh  aie 
The  more  he  leaveth,  the  sooth  to  say : 
Thus  is  thurst  of  false  getting. 
That  last  ever  in  coveting, 
And  the  anguish  and  distresse 
With  the  fire  of  greedinesse  ; 
She  fighteth  with  him  aie,  and  striveth, 
That  his  herte  asunder  riveth, 
Such  greedinesse  him  assaileth, 
That  when  he  most  hath,  most  he  faileth. 

"  Phisitions  and  advocates 
Gone  right  by  the  same  yates, 
They  sell  hir  science  for  winning, 
And  haunt  hir  craft  for  great  getting : 
Hir  winning  is  of  such  sweetnesse, 
That  if  a  man  fall  in  sicknesse, 
They  are  full  glad,  for  hir  encrease : 
For  by  hir  will,  without  lease, 
Everich  man  shoulde  be  seeke, 
And  though  they  die,  they  set  not  a  leeke ; 
After  whan  they  the  gould  have  take, 
Full  little  care  of  horn  they  make  ; 
They  would  that  fortie  were  sicke  at  ones, 
Yea  two  hundred,  in  flesh  and  bones, 
And  yet  two  thousand,  as  I  gease, 
For  to  encreasen  hir  richesse. 

"  They  woll  not  worchen  in  no  wise, 
But  for  lucre  and  covetise, 
For  physicke  ginneth  first  by  (phy) 
The  phisition  also  soothly, 
And  sithen  it  goeth  fro  fie  to  fie, 
To  trust  on  hem  it  is  follie, 
For  they  n'ill  in  no  manner  grec, 
Doe  right  nought  for  charitee. 
Eke  in  the  same  sect  are  set 
All  tho  that  preachen  for  to  get 
Worships,  honour,  and  richesse. 
Hir  hertes  arn  in  great  distresse, 
That  folke  live  not  holily, 
But  aboven  all  specially, 
Such  as  preachen  vaiue  glorie 
And  toward  God  have  no  memorie, 
But  forth  as  ipocrites  trace, 
And  to  hir  soules  death  purchace 
And  outward  shewing  holynesse, 
Though  they  be  full  of  cursednesse, 
Nor  lyche  to  the  apostles  twelve, 
They  deceive  other  and  hem  selve : 
Beguiled  is  the  guiler  than, 
For  preaching  of  a  cursed  man 
Though  to  other  may  profite 
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'  it  availeth  not  a  mite  : 
good  predicatioun 
;h  of  evil  ententioun : 
not  vaileth  his  preaching 
e  he  other  with  his  teaching, 
?re  they  good  example  take, 
»  he  with  vaine  glory  shake, 
let  us  leaven  these  preachours, 
rake  of  hem  which  in  hir  tours 
lp  hir  gould,  and  fast  shet, 
•e  thereon  their  herte  set : 
ither  love  God  ne  drede, 
*pe  more  than  it  is  nede, 
hir  hagges  sore  it  bind 
he  snnne,  and  of  the  wind  : 
it  up  more  than  need  ware, 
hey  seen  poo  re  folke  forfare, 
tger  die,  and  for  cold  quake  ; 
i  wel  vengeance  therof  take  ; 
at  raischiefes  hem  assaileth, 
is  in  gadering  aye  travaileth  ; 
uche  paine  they  winne  richesse, 
•de  hem  holdeth  in  distresse, 
e  that  they  gather  fast, 
rrow  they  leave  it  at  the  last : 
rrow  they  both  die  and  live, 
to  richesse  her  hertesyeve. 
defaute  of  love  it  is, 
eweth  full  well  y wis  : 
hese  greedy,  the  sooth  to  saine, 
i,  and  were  loved  againe, 
k!  love  raigned  over  all, 
ckednesse  ne  should  fall, 
should  yeve,  that  most  good  had 
that  weren  in  neede  bestad, 
s  without  false  usure, 
ritie,  full  cleane  and  pure  : 
hem  yeve  to  good n esse 
ng  hem  from  idlenesse, 
lis  world  than  poore  none 
uld  finde,  I  trow  not  one  : 
unged  is  this  world  unstable, 
e  is  over  all  vendable. 
see  that  no  man  loveth  now 
winning  and  for  prow, 
e  is  thralled  in  servage 
t  is  sold  for  advantage  ; 
nen  woll  hir  bodies  sell : 
ules  goeth  to  the  Divell  of  Hell." 


Love  had  told  hem  his  entent, 
traage  to  oounsaile  went, 
y  sentences  they  fill, 
ersly  they  Raid  hir  will  : 
*r  discord  they  accorded, 
•  accord  to  Love  recorded  : 
ayden  they,  **  we  been  at  one, 
i  accord  of  everichone, 

Richesse  all  onely 
orne  hath  full  hauteinly, 
e  the  castle  n'ill  not  assaile, 
e  a  stroke  in  this  battaile, 
irt,  ne  mace,  speare,  ne  knife, 
n  that  speaketh  and  beareth  the  life, 
meth  your  emprise  ywis, 
m  our  host  departed  is, 

waie,  as  in  this  plite, 

she  this  man  in  dispite  : 

sayth  he  ne  loved  her  never, 


And  therefore  she  woll  hate  him  ever ; 
For  he  woll  gather  no  treasore, 
He  hath  her  wrathe  for  evermore  ; 
He  agilte  her  never  in  other  caas, 
Lo  here  all  hooly  his  trespas. 
She  sayeth  well,  that  this  other  day 
He  asked  her  leave  to  gone  the  way 
That  is  cleped  too  much  yeving, 
And  spake  full  faire  in  his  praying : 
But  whan  he  prayed  her,  poore  was  he, 
Therefore  she  warned  him  the  entre, 
Ne  yet  is  he  not  thriven  so 
That  he  hath  getten  a  pennie  or  two, 
That  quietly  is  his  owne  in  hold  : 
Thus  hath  Richesse  us  all  told, 
And  whan  Richesse  us  this  recorded, 
Withouten  her  we  been  accorded. 

u  And  we  finde  in  our  accordaunce, 
That  False  Semblaunt  and  Abstinaunco, 
With  all  the  folko  of  hir  battaile 
Shull  at  the  hinder  gate  assaile, 
That  Wicked  Tongue  hath  in  keeping, 
With  his  Normans  full  of  jangling, 
And  with  hem  Courtesie  and  Largesse, 
That  shull  shew  hir  hardynesse, 
To  the  old  wife  that  kept  so  hard 
Faire  Welcomming  within  her  ward  : 
Than  shall  Delight  and  Well  Heling 
Fond  Shame  adoune  to  bring, 
With  all  her  host  early  and  late, 
They  shull  assay len  that  Uke  gate, 
Against  Drede  shall  Hardynesse 
Assaile,  and  also  Sikernesse, 
With  all  the  folke  of  hir  leading 
That  never  wist  what  wast  slaying. 

"  Fraunchisk  shall  fight  and  eke  Pite, 
With  Daunger  full  of  cruelte, 
Thus  is  your  host  ordained  wele  ; 
Downe  shall  the  castle  every  dele, 
If  everiche  doe  his  entent, 
So  that  Venus  be  present, 
Your  mother  full  of  vesselage 
That  can  inough  of  such  usage  ; 
Withouten  her  may  no  wight  speed 
This  worke,  neither  for  word  ne  deed  : 
Therefore  is  good  ye  for  her  send, 
For  through  her  may  this  worke  amend.  * 

"  Lordinges,  my  mother,  the  gooddes, 
That  is  my  ladie,  and  my  mistres, 
N'is  nat  all  at  my  willing, 
Ne  doth  all  my  desiring. 
Yet  can  she  sometime  doen  labour. 
Whan  that  her  lust,  in  my  succour. 
As  my  neede  is  for  to  atehieve  : 
But  now  I  thinke  her  not  to  grieve, 
My  mother  is  she,  and  of  childhede 
1  both  worship  her,  and  eke  drede, 
For  who  that  dredeth  sire  ne  dame, 
Shall  it  abie  in  bodie  or  name. 
And  nathelesse,  yet  can  we 
Send  after  her  if  need  be, 
And  were  she  nigh,  she  com  men  would, 
I  trow  that  nothing  might  her  hold. 

*'  My  mother  is  of  great  prowesse, 
She  hath  tane  many  a  forteresse, 
That  cost  hath  many  a  pound  er  this, 
There  I  nas  not  present  ywis, 
And  yet  men  sayd  it  was  my  deede, 
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But  I  come  never  in  that  steede, 
Ne  me  ne  liketh  so  mote  I  thee, 
That  such  towers  been  take  with  mee, 
For  why  !  Me  thinketh  that  in  no  wise, 
It  may  be  cleped  but  marchaundise. 
Go  buy  a  courser  blacke  or  white. 
And  pay  therefore,  than  art  thou  quite, 
The  marchaunt  oweth  thee  right  nought, 
Ne  thou  him  whan  thou  it  bought. 
I  woll  not  selling  clepe  yeving 
For  selling  asketh  no  guerdoning, 
Here  lithe  no  thanke,  ne  no  merite, 
That  one  goeth  from  that  other  all  quite, 
But  this  selling  is  not  semblable  : 

"  For  when  his  horse  is  in  the  stable 
He  may  it  sell  againe  parde, 
And  winnen  on  it,  such  happe  may  be, 
All  may  the  manne  not  lese  ywis, 
For  at  the  least  the  skinne  is  his. 

"  Or  else,  if  it  so  betide 
That  he  woll  keepe  his  horse  to  ride, 
Yet  is  he  lord  aie  of  his  horse : 
But  thilke  chaffare  is  well  worse, 
There  Venus  entemieteth  ought, 
For  who  so  such  chaffare  hath  bought, 
He  shall  not  worchen  so  wisely, 
That  he  ne  shall  lese  utterly 
Both  his  monney  and  his  chaffare : 
But  the  seller  of  the  ware, 
The  prise  and  profite  have  shall, 
Certaine  the  buyer  shall  lese  all, 
For  he  ne  can  so  dere  it  buy 
To  have  lordship  and  full  niaistry, 
Ne  have  power  to  make  letting, 
Neither  for  yeft  ne  for  preaching, 
That  of  his  chaffare  maugre  his, 
Another  shall  have  as  much  ywis, 
If  he  woll  yeve  as  much  as  he, 
Of  what  countrey  so  that  he  be, 
Or  for  right  nought,  so  happe  may, 
If  he  can  flatter  her  to  her  pay. 

"  Been  then  suche  marchauntcs  wise  ! 
No,  but  fooles  in  every  wise, 
Whan  they  buy  such  thing  wilfully, 
There  as  they  lese  hir  good  follily. 
But  nathelesse,  this  dare  I  say, 
My  mother  is  not  wont  to  pay, 
For  she  is  neither  so  foole  ne  nice, 
To  entremete  her  of  such  vice, 
But  trust  well,  he  shall  paie  all, 
That  repent  of  his  bargaine  shall, 
Whan  Poverte  put  him  in  distresse, 
All  were  he  scholler  to  Richesse, 
That  is  for  me  in  great  yerning, 
Whan  she  assenteth  to  my  willing. 

44  But  bv  my  mother  saint  Venus, 
And  by  ner  father  Saturnus, 
That  her  engendred  by  his  life, 
But  nat  upon  his  wedded  wife, 
Yet  woll  I  more  unto  you  swere, 
To  make  this  thins  the  surere. 

"  Now  by  that  faith,  and  that  beautee 
That  I  owe  to  all  my  bretliren  free, 
Of  which  there  n'is  wight  under  Heaven 
That  can  hir  fathers  names  neven, 
So  divers  and  so  many  there  be, 
That  with  my  mother  have  be  prive 
Yet  woll  I  sweare  for  sikernesse, 
The  pole  of  Hell  to  my  witnesse, 


Now  drinke  I  not  this  yeare  clarre, 
If  that  I  lye,  or  forsworne  be, 
For  of  the  goddes  the  usage  is, 
That  who  so  him  forsweareth  Amis, 
Shall  that  yeere  drinke  no  darre. 

"  Now  have  I  sworne  inongh  parde, 
If  I  forsweare  me  than  am  I  lorne, 
But  I  woll  never  be  forsworne : 
Sith  Richesse  hath  me  failed  here, 
She  shall  abie  that  trespass©  dere, 
At  least  way  but  I  her  harme 
With  swerd,  or  sparth,  or  gisarme. 

"  For  certes  sith  she  loveth  not  me, 
Fro  thilke  time  that  she  may  see 
The  castle  and  the  tower  to  dhake, 
In  sorrie  time  she  shall  awake ; 
If  I  may  gripe  a  rich  man 
I  shall  so  pull  him,  if  I  can, 
That  he  shall  in  a  fewe  stonndes, 
Lese  all  his  markes,  and  his  poundes. 

"  I  shall  him  make  his  pence  out  sling, 
But  they  in  his  garner  spring, 
Our  maidens  shall  eke  plucke  him  so, 
That  him  shall  needen  feathers  mo, 
And  make  him  sell  his  lond  to  spend, 
But  he  the  bet  can  him  defend. 

"  Poors  men  han  made  hir  lord  of  me ; 
Although  they  not  so  mightie  be, 
That  they  may  feede  me  in  delite, 
I  woll  not  have  them  in  dispite : 
No  good  man  hateth  hem,  as  I  gome, 
For  chinch  and  felonn  is  Richesse, 
That  so  can  chase  hem  and  dispise, 
And  hem  defoule  in  sundrie  wise : 
They  loven  full  bette,  so  God  me  spede. 
Than  doeth  the  rich  chinchy  grede, 
And  been  (in  good  faith)  more  stable 
And  truer,  and  more  ser viable  : 
And  therefore  it  suffiscth  me 
Hir  good  herte,  and  hir  beaute  ; 
They  han  on  me  set  all  their  thought, 
And  therefore  1  foryete  hem  nought 

"  I  woll  hem  bring  in  great  noblesse, 
If  that  I  were  god  of  richesse, 
As  I  am  god  of  love  soothly, 
Such  ruth  upon  hir  plaint  have  I : 
Therefore  I  must  his  succour  be, 
That  paineth  him  to  serven  me, 
For  if  he  dyed  for  love  of  this, 
Than  seemeth  in  me  no  love  tliere  is." 

I        44  Sir,"  sayd  they,  44  sooth  is  everie  dele 
That  ye  rehearse,  and  we  wote  wele 

i     Thilke  oath  to  hold  is  reasonable, 

I     For  it  is  good  and  covenable, 

I  That  ye  on  riche  men  lian  sworne : 
For,  sir,  this  wote  we  well  beforne, 
If  rich  men  doen  you  homage, 

1     That  is  as  fooles  doen  outrage. 
But  ye  ahull  not  forsworne  be, 
Ne  let  therefore  to  drinke  clarre, 
Or  piment  maked  fresh  and  new, 
Ladies  shull  hem  such  pepir  brew, 
If  that  they  fall  into  her  laas, 

]  That  they  for  woe  mow  saiue  Alas  1 
Ladies  shullen  ever  so  courteous  be, 
That  they  shall  quite  your  oath  all  free ; 

i     Ne  seeketh  never  other  vicaire, 

For  they  shall  speak e  with  hem  so  faire 

I     That  ye  shall  hold  you  payd  full  well, 
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u  meddle  never  a  deale, 
•ch  with  hir  thinges, 
rn  tell  so  fele  tidinges, 
;m  eke  so  many  requestis 
hat  not  honest  is, 
eve  hem  such  thankinges, 
sing,  and  with  talkinges, 
they  trowed  be, 
ave  hem  lond  ne  fee 
s  the  meble  fare, 

first  delivered  are  : 

tell  us  all  your  will, 
hestes  shall  fulfill. 

emblaunt  dare  not  for  drede 
eddle  him  of  this  dede, 
that  ye  been  his  foe, 
will  worch  him  woe  : 
i  pray  you  all,  beau  sire, 
ve  him  now  your  ire, 
lay  dwell  as  your  man 
ace  his  dee  re  lemman, 
rd  and  our  will  now." 
aid  Love,  **  I  graunt  it  you, 
Id  him  for  my  man, 
tune  :"  and  he  forth  ran. 
iblant,"  (quod  Love)  44  in  this  wise 
;re  to  my  service, 
friendea  helpe  alwaie, 
hem  neither  night  ne  daie, 
light  hem  to  relieve, 
nemies  that  thou  grieve, 
might,  I  graunt  it  thee, 
rlotes  shalt  thou  bee  : 
thou  have  such  honour, 
art  a  false  traitour, 
efe  ;  sith  thou  were  borne, 
ones  thou  art  forsworne  : 
s  in  our  hearing, 
ke  out  of  doubting, 
each  hem,  wost  thou  how  ! 
rail  signe  now, 
thou  shalt  founden  be, 
id  mister  of  thee, 
shall  thee  best  espie, 
low  is  great  maistrie, 
lace  is  thine  haunting." 
3  full  divers  wonning, 
not  rehearsed  be, 
lid  respiten  me, 
ell  you  the  sooth, 
irme  and  shame  both, 
owes  wiftten  it, 
Iden  me  be  quit, 
hey  would  hate  me, 
r  hir  cruel  to, 
d  over  all  hold  hem  still 
is  againe  hir  will, 
pen  they  not  here, 
ne  buy  it  full  dere, 
lem  any  thing, 
ipleaseth  to  hir  hearing, 
1  that  hem  prickoth  or  biteth, 
lone  of  hem  d«'litcth, 
ipell  the  evangile, 
prove  hem  of  hir  guile, 
iruell  and  hautain  ; 
j  wote  I  well  certain, 
ight  to  paire  hir  loos, 
all  not  so  well  be  cloos, 


That  they  ne  sliall  wite  it  at  last : 
Of  good  men  am  I  nought  agast, 
For  they  woll  taken  on  hem  nothing, 
Whan  that  they  know  all  my  meaning. 
But  he  that  woll  it  on  him  take, 
He  woll  himselfe  suspicious  make, 
That  he  his  life  let  covertly, 
In  guile  and  in  hypocrisie, 
That  me  engendered  and  yave  fostring." 

"  They  made  a  full  good  engendriug," 
(Quod  Love)  44  for  who  so  sooth ly  tell, 
They  engendred  the  Divell  of  Hell. 

u  But  needely,  howsoever  it  bee" 
(Quod  Love)  "  I  will  and  charge  thee, 
To  tell  anon  thy  wonning  placis, 
Hearing  each  wight  that  in  this  place  is  : 
And  what  life  thou  livest  also, 
Hide  it  no  lenger  now,  whereto : 
Thou  must  discover  all  thy  worching, 
How  thou  servest,  and  of  what  thing, 
Though  that  thou  shuldest  for  thy  sothsaw 
Ben  all  to  beaten  and  to  draw, 
I     And  yet  art  thou  not  wont  parde, 

But  nathelesse,  though  thou  beaten  be, 
Thou  shalt  not  be  the  first,  that  so 
Hath  for  sooth sawe  suffred  wo." 

M  Sir,  sith  that  it  may  liken  you, 
Though  that  I  should  be  slaine  right  now, 
I  shall  doen  your  commaundement, 
For  thereto  have  I  great  talent." 

Withouten  words  mo,  right  than 
False  Semblaunt  his  sermon  began, 
And  saied  hem  thus  in  audience, 

"  Barons,  take  heed  of  my  sentence, 
That  wight  that  list  to  have  knowing 
Of  False  Semblant  full  of  flattering, 
He  must  in  worldly  folke  him  soke, 
And  certes  in  the  cloysters  eke, 
I  won  no  where,  but  in  hem  tway, 
But  not  like  even,  sooth  to  say, 
Shortly  I  woll  herborow  me, 
There  I  hope  best  to  hulstred  be, 
And  certainely,  sikerest  hiding 
Is  underneath  humblest  clothing. 

"  Religious  folke  ben  full  covert, 
Secular  folke  ben  more  apert  : 
But  nathelesse,  I  woll  not  blame 
Religious  folke,  ne  hem  diflfame 
In  what  habite  that  ever  they  go : 
Religion  humble,  and  true  also, 
Woll  I  not  blame,  ne  dispise, 
But  I  n'ill  love  it  in  no  wise, 
I  meane  of  false  religious, 
That  stout  been,  and  malicious, 
That  wollen  in  an  habite  go, 
And  settcn  not  hir  herte  thereto. 

"  Religious  folke  been  all  pitous, 
Thou  shalt  not  scene  one  dispitous, 
They  loven  no  pride,  ne  no  strife, 
But  humbly  they  woll  lode  hir  life, 
With  which  folke  woll  I  never  be, 
And  if  I  dwell,  I  faine  me 
I  may  well  in  hir  habite  go, 
But  me  were  lever  my  neckc  atwo, 
Than  let  a  purpose  that  I  take, 
What  covenaunt  that  ever  I  make. 

M  I  dwell  with  hem  that  proude  be, 
And  full  of  wiles  and  subtelte. 
That  worship  of  this  world  eoveiten, 
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And  great  nede  connen  expleiten, 
And  gone  And  gadren  great  pitaunces, 
And  purchase  hem  the  acquaintances 
Of  men  that  mightie  life  may  leden, 
And  faine  hem  poore,  and  hemselfe  feden 
With  good  morsels  delicious, 
And  drinken  good  wine  precious, 
And  preach  us  povert  and  distresse, 
And  fishen  hemselfe  great  richesse, 
With  wily  nettes  that  they  cast, 
It  woll  come  foule  out  at  the  last. 

u  They  ben  fro  cleane  religion  went, 
They  make  the  world  an  argument, 
That  hath  a  foule  conclusion. 
I  have  a  robe  of  religion, 
Than  am  I  all  religious : 
This  argument  is  all  roignous, 
It  is  not  worth  a  crooked  brere, 
Habite  ne  maketh  neither  monke  ne  frere, 
But  cleane  life  and  devotion, 
Maketh  men  of  good  religion. 

"  Nathelesse,  there  can  none  answere, 
How  high  that  ever  his  head  he  shere, 
With  rasour  whetted  never  so  kene, 
That  guile  in  braunches  cutte  thurtene, 
There  can  no  wight  distinct  it  so, 
That  he  dare  say  a  word  thereto. 

"  But  what  herborow  that  ever  I  take, 
Or  what  semblaunt  that  ever  I  make, 
I  meane  but  guile,  and  follow  that, 
For  right  no  more  than  Gibbe  our  cat, 
(That  awaiteth  mice  and  rattes  to  killen) 
Ne  entend  I  but  to  beguilen, 
Ne  no  wight  may,  by  my  clothing, 
Wete  with  what  folke  is  my  dwelling, 
Ne  be  my  wordes  yet  parde, 
So  soft  and  so  pleasaunt  they  be. 

"  Behold  the  deedes  that  I  do, 
But  thou  be  blind  thou  oughtest  so, 
For  varie  hir  wordes  fro  hir  deed, 
They  thinke  on  guile  withouten  dreed, 
What  manner  clothing  that  they  weare, 
Or  what  estate  that  ever  they  beare, 
Lered  or  leud,  lord  or  ladie, 
Knight,  squire,  burgeis,  or  bailie." 

Right  thus  while  False  Semblant  sermoneth, 
Eftsoones  Love  him  aresoneth, 
And  brake  his  tale  in  his  speaking 
As  though  he  had  him  told  leasing. 
And  saied  :  "  What  devill  is  that  I  heare  ? 
What  folke  hast  thou  us  nempned  here  ! 
May  menne  find  religioun 
In  worldly  habitatioun  1" 
u  Yea,  sir,  it  followeth  nat  that  they 
Should  lead  a  wicked  life  parfey, 
Ne  not  therefore  hir  soules  lese, 
That  hem  to  worldly  clothes  chese, 
For  certes  it  were  great  pitee ; 
Men  may  in  secular  clothes  see, 
Florishen  holy  religioun ; 
Full  many  a  saint  in  field  and  toun, 
With  many  a  virgine  glorious, 
Devout,  and  full  religious, 
Han  died,  that  common  cloth  aye  beren, 
Yet  saintes  neverthelesse  they  weren. 
I  could  recken  you  many  a  ten, 
Yea  welnigh  all  these  holy  women 
That  men  in  churches  hery  and  seke, 
Both  maidens,  and  these  wives  eke, 
That  baren  full  many  a  faire  child  here, 


Weared  alway  clothes  seculere, 
And  in  the  same  diden  they 
That  saints  weren,  and  ben  alway. 

"  The  nine  thousand  maidens  dere, 
That  beren  in  Heaven  hir  cierges  dere, 
Of  which  men  rede  in  church  and  sing, 
Were  take  in  secular  clothing, 
When  they  received  martirdome, 
And  wonnen  Heaven  unto  hir  home. 

"  Good  herte  maketh  the  good  thought, 
The  clothing  yeveth  ne  reveth  nought : 
The  good  thought  and  the  worching, 
That  maketh  the  religion  flouring, 
There  lieth  the  good  religioun, 
After  the  right  ententioun. 

"  Who  so  tooke  a  weathers  akin, 
And  wrapped  a  greedy  wolfe  therein, 
For  he  should  go  with  lambes  white, 
Wenest  thou  not  he  would  hem  bite  t 
Yes  :  neverthelesse  as  he  were  wood 
He  would  hem  wirry,  and  drinke  the  blood, 
And  well  the  rather  hem  deceive, 
For  sith  they  coude  nat  perceive 
His  tregette,  and  his  crueltie, 
They  would  him  follow,  altho  he  flie. 

"  If  there  be  wolves  of  such  hew, 

Amonges  these  apostles  new 

Thou,  holy  church,  thou  maist  be  wailed, 

Sith  that  thy  citie  is  assailed 

Through  knightes  of  thine  owne  table, 

God  wot  thy  lordship  is  doutable  : 

If  they  enforce  it  to  win, 

That  should  defend  it  fro  within, 

Who  might  defence  ayenst  hem  make  ! 

Without  stroke  it  mote  be  take, 

Of  trepeget  or  mangonell, 

Without  displaying  of  pensell, 

And  if  God  u'ill  done  it  succour, 

But  let  renne  in  this  colour, 

Thou  must  thy  hestes  letten  bee, 

Than  is  there  nought,  but  yeeld  thee, 

Or  yeve  hem  tribute  douteles, 

And  hold  it  of  hem  to  have  pees  : 

But  greater  harme  betide  thee, 

That  they  all  maister  of  it  bee  : 

Well  con  they  scorne  thee  withall, 

By  day  stuffen  they  the  wall, 

And  all  the  night  they  minen  there  : 

Nay,  thou  planten  must  els  where 

Thine  impes,  if  thou  wolt  fruit  have, 

Abide  not  there  thy  selfe  to  save. 

"  But  now  peace,  here  I  turne  againe, 
I  woll  no  more  of  this  thing  faine, 
If  I  might  passen  me  hereby, 
For  I  might  maken  you  weary ; 
But  I  woll  heten  you  alway, 
To  helpe  your  friendes  what  I  may, 
So  they  wollen  my  company, 
For  they  been  shent  all  utterly, 
But  if  so  fall,  that  I  be 
Oft  with  hem,  and  they  with  me, 
And  eke  my  lemman  mote  they  serve, 
Or  they  shull  not  my  love  deserve, 
Forsooth  I  am  a  false  traitour, 
God  judged  me  for  a  theefe  trechour, 
Forsworne  I  am,  but  well  nigh  none 
Wote  of  my  guile,  till  it  be  done. 
"  Through  me  hath  many  one  deth  receive* 
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reget  never  aperceived, 
jceiveth,  and  shall  receive, 
edsenesse  shall  never  apperceive : 

0  doth,  if  he  wise  be, 
ht  good  beware  of  me. 
;h  is  the  aperceiving 

>  late  commeth  knowing  ; 
eus  that  coud  him  chaunge, 
hape  homely  and  straunge, 
r  such  guile  ne  treasoun 

[  come  never  in  toun 

.'  might  knowen  be, 

en  me  both  might  here  and  see. 

[  can  my  clothes  chaunge, 

and  make  another  straunge. 

knight,  now  chastelaine, 
.te,  and  now  chaplaine, 
t,  now  clerke,  now  fostere, 

maister,  now  schollere 
ie,  now  chanon,  now  baily, 
r  mister  man  am  I. 
m  I  prince,  now  am  I  page, 
y  herte  every  language, 
am  I  hoore  and  old, 

younge,  stoute,  and  bold, 

Robert,  now  Robin, 

minor,  now  jacobin, 
ne  followeth  my  loteby, 
ie  sollace  and  company, 
;  dame  Abstinence,  and  raigned 

queint  array  faigned, 
;  commeth  to  her  liking, 

her  desiring. 

ime  a  womans  clothe  take  I, 
a  maid,  now  lady, 
ime  I  am  religious, 
m  anker  in  an  hous. 
ime  am  I  prioresse, 

1  nonne,  and  now  abbesse, 
rough  all  regiouns, 

1  religiouns. 

what  order  that  I  am  sworne, 

straw  and  beat  the  come, 

►Ike  I  enhabite, 

more  but  hir  habite. 

woll  ye  more  !  in  every  wise 

ie  list  I  me  disguise ! 

an  I  beare  me  under  wede, 

ny  word  to  my  dede, 

>  I  into  my  trappes  fall 

j,  through  my  priviledges  all, 

o  Christendorae  alive. 

assoile,  and  I  may  shrive, 

■elate  may  let  me, 

fthere  ever  they  found  be  : 

•relate  may  done  so, 

pope  be,  and  no  mo, 

•  thilke  establishing, 

,  this  a  proper  thing  ? 

ny  sleights  apperceived 


ront,  and  wost  thou  why  ! 
hem  a  tregetry, 
f  yeve  I  a  little  tale, 
silver  and  the  male, 
preached  and  eke  shriven, 
take,  so  have  I  ycven, 
ir  folly,  husbond  and  wife, 
i  right  a  jolly  life, 


Through  simplesse  of  the  prelacy, 
They  know  not  all  my  tregettry. 

«  But  for  as  much  as  man  and  wife 
Should  shew  hir  parish  priest  hir  life 
Ones  a  yeare,  as  sayth  tne  booke, 
Ere  any  wight  his  housel  tooke, 
Than  have  I  priviledges  large, 
That  may  of  muche  thing  discharge, 
For  he  may  say  right  thus  pardee  : 

" « Sir  Priest,  in  shrift  I  tell  it  thee, 
That  he  to  whom  that  I  am  shriven, 
Hath  me  assoyled,  and  me  yeven 
Penaunce  sooth  ly  for  my  sin, 
Which  that  1  found  me  guilty  in, 
Ne  I  ne  have  never  entencion 
To  make  double  confession,  - 
Ne  rehearse  eft  my  shrift  to  thee, 

0  shrift  is  right  ynough  to  inee, 
This  ought  thee  suffice  wele, 
Ne  be  not  rebell  never  a  dele, 

For  certes,  though  thou  haddest  it  sworne, 

1  wote  no  priest  ne  prelate  borne 
That  may  to  shrift  eft  me  constraine, 
And  if  they  done  I  woll  me  plaine, 
For  I  wote  where  to  plaine  wele, 
Thou  Bhalt  not  streine  me  a  dele, 
Ne  enforce  me,  ne  not  me  trouble, 
To  make  my  confession  double  ; 

Ne  I  have  none  affection 
To  have  double  absolution  : 
The  first  is  right  ynough  to  mee, 
This  latter  assoyling  quite  I  thee, 
I  am  unbound,  what  maist  thou  find 
More  of  my  sinnes  me  to  unbind  t 
For  he  that  might  hath  in  his  hond, 
Of  all  my  sinnes  me  unbond  : 
And  if  thou  wolt  me  thus  constraine 
That  me  mote  nedes  on  thee  plaine, 
There  shall  no  judge  imperial  1, 
Ne  bishop,  ne  omciall, 
Done  judgement  on  me,  for  I 
Shall  gone  and  plaine  me  openly 
Unto  my  shriftfather  new, 
That  hight  Frere  Wolfe  untrew. 
And  he  shall  chuse  him  tor  mee, 
For  I  trow  he  can  hamper  thee  ; 
But  lord  he  would  be  wroth  withall, 
If  men  would  him  Frere  Wolfe  call, 
For  he  would  have  no  patience, 
But  done  all  cruell  vengience, 
He  would  his  might  done  at  the  leest, 
Nothing  spare  for  Goddcs  heest, 
And  God  so  wise  be  my  succour, 
But  thou  yeve  me  my  saviour 
At  Easter,  whan  it  lieth  mee, 
Without  preasing  more  on  thee, 
I  woll  forth,  and  to  him  gone, 
And  he  shall  housell  me  anone, 
For  I  am  out  of  thy  grutching, 
I  keepe  not  deale  with  thee  nothing.' 

"  Thus  may  he  shrive  him,  that  forsaketh 
His  parish  priest,  and  to  me  taketh. 
And  if  the  priest  woll  him  refuse, 
I  am  full  ready  him  to  accuse, 
And  him  punish  and  hamper  so, 
That  he  his  churche  shall  forgo. 

M  But  who  so  hath  in  his  feeling 
The  consequence  of  such  shriving, 
Shall  scene,  that  priest  may  never  have  might 
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To  know  the  conscience  aright 
Of  him  that  is  under  his  cure  : 
And  this  is  ayenst  holy  scripture, 
That  biddeth  every  herde  honest 
Have  very  knowing  of  his  beest. 
But  poore  folk©  that  gone  by  strete, 
That  have  no  gold,  ne  summes  grete, 
Hem  would  I  let  to  hir  prelates, 
Or  let  hir  priest  es  know  hir  states. 
For  to  me  right  nought  yeve  they, 
And  why  it  is,  for  they  ne  may. 

"  They  ben  so  bare,  I  take  no  keepe, 
But  I  woll  have  the  fat  sheepe  ; 
Let  parish  priests  have  the  lene, 
I  yeve  not  of  hir  harme  a  bene  ; 
And  if  that  prelates  grutch  it, 
That  oughten  wroth  be  in  hir  wit. 
To  lese  hir  fat  beastes  so, 
I  shall  yeve  hem  a  stroke  or  two, 
That  they  shall  lesen  with  force, 
Yea,  both  hir  mitre  and  hir  croce. 

"  Thus  yape  I  hem,  and  have  do  long, 
My  priviledges  ben  so  strong." 

False  Semblant  would  have  stinted  here, 
But  Love  ne  made  him  no  such  chere, 
That  he  was  weary  of  his  saw, 
But  for  to  make  him  glad  and  faw, 
He  said,  "  Tell  on  more  specially, 
How  that  thou  jservest  untruly. 

"  Tell  forth,  and  shame  thee  never  a  dele, 
For  as  thine  habit  sheweth  wele, 
Thou  servest  an  holy  hermite." 

u  Sooth  is,  but  I  am  but  an  hypocrite." 
ft  Thou  goest  and  preachest  poverte  1 " 

"  Yea,  sir,  but  Hichesse  hath  poste." 
«  Thou  preachest  abstinence  also  1 " 

"  Sir,  I  woll  fillen,  so  mote  I  go, 
My  paunche,  of  good  meat  and  wine, 
As  should  a  maister  of  divine, 
For  how  that  I  me  poore  faine, 
Yet  all  poore  folke  I  disdaine. 

"  I  love  better  the  acquaintaunce 
Ten  times  of  the  king  of  Fraunce, 
Than  of  a  poore  man  of  mild  mood, 
Though  that  his  soule  be  also  good. 

"  For  whan  I  see  beggers  quaking, 
Naked  on  niixens  all  stinking, 
For  hunger  crie,  and  eke  for  care, 
I  entremet  not  of  hir  fare, 
They  ben  so  poore,  and  full  of  pine, 
They  might  not  ones  yeve  me  a  dine, 
For  they  have  nothing  but  hir  life, 
What  should  he  yeve  that  licketh  his  knife  ? 
It  is  but  folly  to  entreraete 
To  seeke  in  houndes  nest  fat  mete  : 
Let  beare  hem  to  the  spittle  anone, 
But  fro  me  comfort  get  they  none : 
But  a  rich  sicke  usurere 
Would  I  visite  and  draw  nere, 
Him  would  I  comfort  and  rehete, 
For  I  hope  of  his  gold  to  gete, 
And  if  that  wicked  Death  him  have, 
I  woll  go  with  him  in  his  grave, 
And  if  there  any  reprove  me, 
Why  that  I  let  the  poore  be, 
Wost  thou  how  I  not  ascape  ? 
I  say  and  sweare  him  full  rape, 
That  riche  men  han  more  tetches 
Of  sinne,  than  han  poore  wretches, 


And  han  of  counsaile  more  mistere, 
And  therefore  I  would  draw  hem  nere : 
But  as  great  hurt,  it  may  so  be, 
Hath  a  soule  in  right  great  poverte, 
As  soule  in  great  richesse  forsooth, 
Albeit  that  they  hurten  both, 
For  richesse  and  mendicities 
Ben  cleped  two  extreamitiea, 
The  meane  is  cleped  sumsaunce, 
There  lieth  of  vertue  the  aboundaunce. 

"  For  Salomon  full  well  I  wote, 
In  his  parables  us  wrote, 
As  it  is  knowen  of  many  a  wight, 
In  his  thirteene  chapiter  right, 
God  thou  me  keepe  for  thy  poste, 
Fro  richesse  and  mendicite, 
For  if  a  rich  man  him  dresse, 
To  thiuke  too  much  on  richesse, 
His  herte  on  that  so  ferre  is  sette, 
That  he  his  creator  doth  foryette, 
And  him  that  beggeth,  woll  aye  greve, 
How  should  I  by  his  word  him  leve, 
Unneth  that  he  n'is  a  micher, 
Forsworne,  or  els  Goddes  lier, 
Thus  sayth  Salomon  sawes. 

"  Ne  we  find  written  in  no  lawee, 
And  namely  iu  our  Christen  lay, 
(Who  saith  ye,  I  dare  say  nay) 
That  Christ,  ne  his  apostles  dere, 
While  that  they  walked  in  earth  here, 
Were  never  scene  hir  bred  begging, 
For  they  nolden  beggen  for  nothing. 

u  And  right  thus  were  men  wont  to  teach, 
And  in  this  wise  would  it  preach, 
The  maisters  of  divinitie 
Sometime  in  Paris  the  citie. 

"  And  if  men  would  there  gaine  appose 
The  naked  text,  and  let  the  glose, 
It  might  soone  assoiled  bee, 
For  men  may  well  the  sooth  see, 
That  pardie  they  might  aske  a  thing 
Plainely  forth  without  begging, 
For  they  wercn  Goddes  herdes  dere, 
And  cure  of  soules  hadden  here, 
They  nolde  nothing  begge  hir  food, 
For  after  Crist  was  done  on  rood, 
With  their  proper  honds  they  wrought, 
And  with  travaile,  and  els  nought, 
They  wonnen  all  hir  sustenaunce, 
And  liveden  forth  in  hir  penaunce, 
And  the  remenaunt  yafe  away 
To  other  poore  folkes  alway. 

"  They  neither  builden  toure  ne  lialle, 
But  they  in  houses  small  with  alle. 

"  A  mighty  man  that  can  and  may, 
Should  with  his  hond  and  body  alway, 
Winne  him  his  food  in  labouring, 
If  he  ne  have  rent  or  such  a  thing  ; 
Although  he  be  religious, 
And  God  to  serven  curious, 
Thus  mote  he  done,  or  do  trespaas, 
But  if  it  be  in  certaine  caas, 
That  I  can  rehearse,  if  mister  bee, 
Right  well,  whan  the  time  I  see. 

"  Seeke  the  booke  of  Saint  Augustine, 
Be  it  in  paper  or  perchemine, 
There  as  he  witte  of  these  worchings, 
Thou  shalt  seene  that  none  excusings 
A  perfit  man  ne  should  seeke 
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,  ne  by  deedes  eke, 
ic  be  religious, 

0  serven  carious, 

>  shall,  so  mote  I  go, 
er  bonds  and  body  also 
d  in  labouring, 
ive  pro  pert©  of  thing, 

1  he  sell  all  his  substaunce, 
its  swinke  have  Biistenauuce, 
>rfite  in  bounte  ; 

the  bookes  told  me : 
X  woll  gone  idelly, 
it  aye  busily 
q  other  mennes  table, 
•chour  full  of  fable, 
nay  by  good  reason 
n  by  his  orison, 
ehoveth  in  some  gise, 
ime  in  Goddes  service, 
id  purchasen  hir  nede. 
lote  eaten,  that  is  no  drede, 
»,  and  eke  do  other  thing, 
ly  they  leave  praying, 
y  they  eke  hir  prayer  blinne, 
t  they  werke  hir  meat  to  winne, 
ine  woll  thereto  accord, 
>ooke  that  1  record, 
ian  eke,  that  made  lawee, 
forboden  by  old  sawes : 
up  paine  to  be  dead, 
body,  to  beg  his  bread, 
swinke  it  for  to  gete, 
d  him  rather  maime  or  bete, 
'  him  aperte  justice, 
en  him  in  such  mallice.' 
lone  not  well  so  mote  I  go, 
i  such  almesse  so, 
r  have  some  priviledge, 
e  paine  hem  woll  alledge. 
>w  that  is,  can  I  not  see, 
prince  deceived  bee, 
ene  not  sikerly, 
may  have  it  rightfully, 
woll  not  determine 
power,  ne  define, 
word  comprehend  ywis, 
re  may  stretch  in  this  ; 
entremete  a  dele, 
f  that  the  booke  sayth  wele, 
taketh  almesses,  that  bee 
ke  that  men  may  see 
>le,  weary,  and  bare, 
in  such  manner  care, 
rinne  hem  nevermo, 
lave  no  power  thereto, 
his  owne  dampning, 
lie  that  made  all  thing, 
such  a  truant  find, 
im  well,  if  ye  be  kind, 
vould  hate  you  parcaas, 
i  in  hir  laas. 

would  eftsoones  do  you  scathe, 
•y  might,  late  or  rathe, 
>e  not  full  patient, 
the  world  thus  foule  blent, 
h  well,  that  God  bad 
man  sell  all  that  he  had, 
r  him,  and  to  poore  it  yeve  : 
not  therefore  that  he  live, 
him  in  mendience, 


For  it  was  never  his  sentence, 

But  he  bad  werken  whan  that  need  is, 

And  follow  him  in  goode  deed  is. 

44  Saint  Poule  that  loved  all  holy  church, 
He  bade  the  apostles  for  to  wurch. 
And  winnen  hir  livelode  in  that  wise, 
And  hem  defended  truandise, 
And  said,  werketh  with  your  honden, 
Thus  should  the  thing  be  understouden. 

"  He  nolde  ywis  have  bid  hem  begging, 
Ne  sellen  gospell,  ne  preaching, 
Least  they  beraft,  with  hir  asking, 
Folke  of  hir  cattell  or  of  hir  thing. 

u  For  in  this  world  is  many  a  man 
That  yeveth  his  good,  for  he  ne  can 
Werne  it  for  shame,  or  else  he 
Would  of  the  asker  delivered  be, 
And  for  he  him  encombreth  so, 
He  yeveth  him  good  to  let  him  go : 
But  it  can  him  nothing  profite, 
They  lese  the  yeft  and  the  merite. 

"  The  good  folke  that  Poule  to  preached, 
Profred  him  oft,  whan  he  hem  teached, 
Some  of  hir  good  in  charite, 
But  thereof  right  nothing  tooke  he, 
But  of  his  honde  would  he  gette 
Clothes  to  wrine  him,  and  his  mete." 

"  Tell  me  than  how  a  man  may  liven, 

That  all  his  good  to  poore  hath  yeven, 

And  woll  but  onely  bidde  his  lx  des, 

And  nover  with  bonds  labour  his  nedes. 

May  he  do  so!"   «  Yea  sir."   "And  how  ?" 

«  Sir  I  woll  gladly  tell  you  : 

Saint  Austen  saith,  a  man  may  be 

In  houses  that  han  properte, 

As  tempters  and  hospitelers, 

And  as  these  chanons  regulers, 

Or  white  monkes,  or  these  blake, 

I  woll  no  mo  ensaraples  make, 

And  take  thereof  his  susteining, 

For  therein  lithe  no  begging, 

But  otherwaies  not  ywis, 

Yet  Austen  gabbeth  not  of  this, 

And  yet  full  many  a  monke  laboureth, 

That  God  in  holy  church  hououreth  : 

For  whan  hir  swinking  is  agone, 

They  rede  and  sing  in  church  auone. 

"  And  for  there  nath  ben  great  discord, 
As  many  a  wight  may  beare  record, 
Upon  the  estate  of  mendicieuce, 
I  woll  shortely  in  your  presence, 
Tell  how  a  man  may  begge  at  need, 
That  hath  not  wherewith  him  to  feed, 
Maugre  his  fellowes  janglings, 
For  sooth  fastnesse  woll  none  hidings, 
And  yet  percase  I  may  obey, 
That  I  to  you  sooth  ly  thus  scy. 

"  Lo  here  the  case  especiall, 
If  a  man  be  so  bestiall, 
That  he  of  no  craft  hath  science, 
And  nought  desire th  ignorence, 
Than  may  he  go  a  begging  yerne, 
Till  he  some  other  craft  can  lernc, 
Through  which  without  truanding, 
He  may  in  trouth  have  his  living. 

M  Or  if  he  may  done  no  labour, 
For  elde,  or  sickneose,  or  laogour, 
a  2 
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Or  for  his  tender  age  also, 
Than  may  he  yet  a  begging  go. 

"  Or  if  he  have  peraventure, 
Through  usage  of  his  noriture, 
Lived  over  deliciously, 
Than  oughten  good  folke  comenly, 
Han  of  his  mischeefe  some  pite, 
And  8iiffren  him  also,  that  he 
May  tone  about  and  begge  his  bread, 
That  he  be  not  for  honger  dead  ; 
Or  if  he  have  of  craft  conning, 
And  strength  also,  and  desiring 
To  worchen,  as  he  had  what, 
But  he  find  neither  this  ne  that, 
Than  may  he  begge  till  that  he 
Have  gotten  his  necessite. 

u  Or  if  his  winning  be  so  lite, 
That  his  labour  woll  not  aquite 
Sufficiauntly  all  his  living, 
Yet  may  he  go  his  brede  begging 
Fro  dore  to  dore,  he  may  go  trace, 
Till  he  the  remnaunt  may  purchase. 

"  Or  if  a  man  would  undertake 
Any  emprise  for  to  make, 
In  the  rescous  of  our  lay, 
And  it  defenden  as  he  may, 
Be  it  with  armes  or  lettrure, 
Or  other  convenable  cure, 
If  it  be  so  he  poo  re  be, 
Than  may  he  begge,  till  that  he 
^fay  find  in  trouth  for  to  swinke 
And  get  him  clothe,  meat,  and  drinke 
Swinke  he  with  his  hondes  corporell, 
And  not  with  hondes  espirituell. 

"  In  all  this  case,  and  in  semblables, 

If  that  there  ben  mo  reasonable, 

He  may  begge,  as  I  tell  you  here, 

And  eles  not  in  no  manere, 

As  William  Saint  Amour  would  preach, 

And  oft  would  dispute  and  teach 

Of  this  matter  all  openly 

At  Paris  full  solemnely, 

And  also  God  my  soule  blesse 

As  he  had  in  this  stedfastnesse 

The  accord  of  the  universite 

And  of  the  people,  as  seemeth  me. 

u  No  good  man  ought  it  to  refuse, 
Ne  ought  him  thereof  to  excuse, 
Be  wrothe  or  blithe,  who  so  be, 
For  I  woll  speak e,  and  tell  it  thee, 
All  should  I  die,  and  be  put  doun, 
As  was  saint  Poule  in  derko  prisoun, 
Or  be  exiled  in  this  caas 
With  wrong,  as  maister  William  was, 
That  my  mother  Hypocrisie 
Banished  for  her  great  envie. 

"  My  mother  flemed  him  Saint  Amour  : 
This  noble  did  suche  labour 
To  sustene  ever  the  loyal  te, 
That  he  too  much  agilte  me  : 
He  made  a  booke,  and  let  it  write, 
Wherein  his  life  he  did  all  write, 
And  would  iche  renied  begging, 
And  lived  by  my  travelling, 
If  I  ne  had  rent  ne  other  good, 
What  weneth  he  that  1  were  wood  1 
For  labour  might  me  never  please, 
I  have  more  will  to  ben  at  ease, 
And  have  well  lever,  sooth  to  say, 


Before  the  people  patter  and  pray, 
And  wrie  me  in  my  foxerie 
Under  a  cope  of  papelardie." 

(Quod  Love)  «  What  divell  is  this  that  I  ba 
What  wordes  tellest  thou  me  here !" 
"  What,  sir,  falseness*,  that  apert  is  I " 
« Than  dredest  thou  not  God!"  "Noeertes: 
For  selde  in  great  thing  shall  he  spede 
In  this  world,  that  God  woll  drede, 
For  folke  that  hem  to  vertue  yeven, 
And  truely  on  hir  owen  liven, 
And  hem  in  goodnesse  aye  content. 
On  hem  is  little  thrift  isent, 
Such  folke  drinken  great  nusease, 
That  life  may  me  never  please. 

"  But  see  what  gold  han  userers, 
And  silver  eke  in  garners, 
Taillagiers,  and  these  monyours, 
Bailiffes,  beadles,  provost,  coun tours, 
These  liven  well  nigh  by  ravine, 
The  small  people  hem  mote  encline, 
And  they  as  wolves  woll  hem  eten  : 
Upon  the  poore  folke  they  geten 
Full  much  of  that  they  spend  or  kepe, 
N'is  none  of  hem  that  they  n'ill  strepe, 
And  wrine  hem  selfe  well  at  full, 
Without  scalding  they  hem  pull. 

"  The  strong  the  feeble  overgothe, 
But  I  that  wear©  my  simple  clothe, 
Robbe  both  robbed,  and  robbours, 
And  guile  guiling,  and  guilours : 
By  my  treget,  I  gather  and  threste 
The  great  treasour  into  my  cheste, 
That  lieth  with  me  so  fast  bound, 
Mine  high  paleis  doe  I  found, 
And  my  delightes  I  fulfill, 
With  wine  at  feastes  at  my  will, 
And  tables  full  of  entremees  ; 
I  woll  no  life,  but  case  and  pees, 
And  winne  gold  to  spend  also, 
For  whan  the  greate  bagge  is  go, 
It  commeth  right  with  my  japes, 
Make  I  not  well  tomble  mine  apes  : 
To  winnen  is  alway  mine  en  tent, 
My  purchase  is  better  than  my  rent, 
For  though  I  should  beaten  be, 
Over  all  I  entremet  me  : 
Without  me  maie  no  wight  dure, 
I  walke  soules  for  to  cure, 
Of  all  the  world  cure  have  I 
In  brede  and  length  ;  boldely 
I  woll  both  preach  and  eke  counsailen, 
With  hondes  woll  I  not  travailen, 
For  of  the  pope  I  have  the  bull, 
I  ne  hold  not  my  wittes  dull, 
I  woll  not  stinten  in  my  live 
These  emperours  for  to  shrive, 
Or  kinges,  dukes,  and  lordes  grete  : 
But  poore  folke  all  quite  I  lete, 
I  love  no  such  shriving  parde, 
But  it  for  other  cause  be  : 
I  recke  not  of  poore  men, 
Hir  estate  is  not  worth  an  hen. 

"  Where  findest  thou  a  swinker  of  laboui 
Have  me  to  his  confessour  ! 
But  empresses,  and  duchesses, 
These  queenes,  and  eke  countesses, 
These  abbesses,  and  eke  bigines, 
These  great  ladies  palasins, 
These  jolly  knights,  and  bailives, 
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nonnes,  and  these  burgeis  wives 
iche  ben,  and  eke  pleasing, 
tese  maidens  welfaring, 

so  they  clad  or  naked  be, 
isailed  goeth  there  none  fro  me  ; 
r  hir  soules  safete, 
1  and  lady,  and  hir  meine, 

whan  they  hem  to  me  shrive, 
opertie  of  all  hir  live, 
ake  hem  trow,  both  most  and  least, 
pish  priest  is  but  a  beast 

me  and  my  company, 
irewes  been  as  great  (as  I) 
lich  I  woll  not  hide  in  hold, 
rete  that  me  is  told, 

by  word  or  eigne  ywis, 

1  make  hem  know  what  it  is, 

ey  wollen  also  tellen  me, 

ele  fro  me  no  privite. 

r  to  make  vou  hem  perceiven, 

sen  folke  thus  to  deceiven, 

you  saine  withouten  drede, 

nen  may  in  the  Gospell  rede, 

it  Mathew  the  gospellere, 

tieth,  as  1  shall  you  say  here. 

the  chaire  of  Moses 
;  is  glosed  douteles, 
s  the  olde  testament, 
?reby  is  the  chaire  ment) 
ribes  and  pharisen, 
to  saine,  the  cursed  men, 
that  we  ipocrites  call : 
that  they  preache,  I  rede  you  all, 
eth  not  as  they  doen  adele, 
een  not  weary  to  say  wele. 
doe  well,  no  will  have  they, 
ey  would  bind  on  folke  alway 
>een  to  be  beguiled  able) 
is  that  been  importable  ; 
;es  shoulders  things  they  couchen, 
ley  n'ill  with  their  fingers  touchen. 
by  woll  they  not  touch  it,  why  ! 
m  ne  list  nat  sikerly, 
ide  burdons  that  men  taken, 
bikes  shoulders  aken. 
d  if  they  do  ought  that  good  bee, 
;  for  folke  it  should  see  : 
rdons  larger  maken  they, 
aken  hir  hemmes  wide  alwey, 
ven  seates  at  the  table 
st  and  most  honourable, 
r  to  han  the  first  chairis, 
tgogues,  to  hem  full  dere  is, 
Men  that  folke  hem  loute  and  grete, 
that  they  passen  through  the  strete, 
ollen  be  cleped  maister  also  : 
ey  ne  should  not  willen  so, 
spell  is  there  ayenst  I  gessc, 
leweth  well  hir  wickednesse. 

her  custome  use  we 
i  that  woll  ayenst  us  be, 
te  hem  deadly  everychone, 
e  woll  werry  him,  as  one, 
tat  one  hateth,  hate  we  all, 
>nject  how  to  doen  him  fall : 
we  seene  him  winne  honour, 
se  or  preise,  through  his  valour, 


Provende,  rent,  or  dignite, 
Full  fast  ywis  compassen  we 
By  what  ladder  he  is  clomben  so, 
And  for  to  maken  him  downe  to  go, 
With  treason  we  woll  him  defame, 
And  doen  him  lese  his  good  name. 

"  Thus  from  his  ladder  we  him  take, 
And  thus  his  frendes  foes  we  make, 
But  word  ne  wete  shall  he  none, 
Till  all  his  frendes  been  his  fone, 
For  if  we  did  it  openly, 
We  might  have  blame  readily, 
For  had  he  wist  of  our  mallice, 
He  had  him  kept,  but  he  were  nice. 

"  Another  is  this,  that  if  so  fall, 
That  there  be  one  among  us  all 
That  doeth  a  good  tourne,  out  of  drede, 
We  saine  it  is  our  alder  dede, 
Yea  sikerly,  though  he  it  fained, 
Or  that  him  list,  or  that  him  dained 
A  man  through  him  avaunced  be, 
Thereof  all  parteners  be  we, 
And  tellen  folke  where  so  we  go, 
That  man  through  us  is  sprongen  so. 

"  And  for  to  have  of  men  praising, 
We  purchase  through  our  flattering 
Of  riche  men  of  great  poste 
Letters,  to  witnesse  our  bounte, 
So  that  man  weeneth  that  may  us  see, 
That  all  vertue  in  us  bee. 

"  And  alway  poo  re  we  us  faine, 
But  how  bo  that  we  begge  or  plaine, 
We  ben  the  folke  without  leasing, 
That  all  thing  have  without  having. 

"  Thus  be  dradde  of  the  people  ywis, 
And  gladly  my  purpose  is  this. 

"  I  deale  with  no  wight,  but  he 
Have  gold  and  treasour  great  plente, 
Hir  acquaintaunce  well  love  1 : 
This  much  my  desire  shortly, 
I  entremet  me  of  brocages, 
I  make  peace  and  manages, 
I  am  gladly  executour, 
And  many  times  a  procuratour, 
I  am  sometime  messangere, 
That  falleth  not  to  my  mistere. 

"  And  many  times  I  make  enquest, 
For  me  that  office  is  nat  honest, 
To  deale  with  other  mennes  thing, 
That  is  to  me  a  great  liking  : 
And  if  that  ye  have  ought  to  do 
In  place  that  I  repaire  to, 
I  shall  it  speden  through  my  wit, 
As  soone  as  ye  have  told  me  it, 
So  that  ye  serve  me  to  pay, 
My  service  shall  be  yours  alway. 

"  But  who  so  woll  chastice  me, 
A  none  my  love  lost  hath  he, 
For  I  love  no  man  in  no  gise, 
That  woll  me  reprove  or  chastise, 
But  I  woll  all  folke  undertake, 
And  of  no  wight  no  teaching  take, 
For  I  that  other  folke  chastie, 
Woll  not  be  taught  fro  my  follie. 

« I  love  none  hermitage  more, 
All  desertes  and  holtes  hoore 
And  ereate  woodes  everychon, 
I  let  hem  to  the  Baptist  Iohn, 
I  queth  him  quite,  and  him  release 
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Of  Egipt  all  the  wildernesse ; 
Too  ferre  were  all  my  mansiouns 
Fro  all  cities  and  good  touns. 

"  My  paleis  and  mine  house  make  I 
There  men  may  renne  in  openly, 
And  say  that  I  the  world  forsake, 
Bat  all  araidde  I  build  and  make 
My  house,  and  swim  and  play  therein 
Bette  than  a  fish  doeth  with  his  finne. 

u  Of  Antichristes  men  am  1, 
Of  which  that  Christ  sayeth  openly, 
They  have  habite  of  holinesse, 
And  liven  in  such  wickednesse. 

"  Outward  lamben  seemen  we, 
Full  of  goodnesse  and  of  pite, 
And  inward  we  withouten  fable 
Been  greedy  wolves  ravisable. 

"  We  enviroun  both  lond  and  see, 
With  all  the  world  werrien  wee, 
We  woll  ordaine  of  alle  thing, 
Of  folkes  good,  and  hir  living. 

*'  If  there  be  castell  or  cite 
Within  that  any  bougerons  be, 
Although  that  they  of  Mil  lain e  were, 
For  thereof  been  they  blamed  there  ; 
Or  if  a  wight  out  of  measure, 
Would  lene  hir  gold,  and  take  usure, 
For  that  he  is  so  covetous, 
Or  if  he  be  too  lecherous, 
Or  these  that  haunten  simonie, 
Or  provost  full  of  trecherie, 
Or  prelate  living  jollily, 
Or  priest  that  halt  his  quein  him  by, 
Or  olde  hoores  hostillers, 
Or  other  baudes  or  bordellers, 
Or  els  blamed  of  any  vice, 
Of  which  men  shoulden  doen  justice  : 

"  By  all  the  saintes  that  we  prey, 
But  they  defend  them  with  lamprey, 
With  luce,  with  elis,  with  Bamons, 
With  tender  geese,  and  with  capons, 
With  tartes,  or  with  cheses  fat, 
With  daintie  flaunes,  brode  and  flat, 
With  caleweis,  or  with  pullaile, 
With  coninges,  or  with  fine  vitaile, 
That  we  under  our  clothes  wide, 
Maken  through  our  gollet  glide, 
Or  but  he  woll  doe  come  in  hast 
Roe  venison  bake  in  past, 
Whether  so  that  he  loure  or  groine. 
He  shall  have  of  a  corde  a  loigne, 
With  which  men  shall  him  bind  and  lede, 
To  brenne  him  for  his  sinful  dede, 
That  men  shull  heare  him  crie  and  rore 
A  mile  way  about  and  more, 
Or  els  he  shall  in  piison  die, 
But  if  he  woll  his  fi  iendship  buy, 
Or  am cr ten  that,  that  he  hath  do, 
More  than  hi9  guilt  amounteth  to. 

"  But  and  he  couth  through  his  sleight 
Doe  maken  up  a  toure  of  height, 
Nought  rought  I  whether  of  stone  or  tree, 
Or  earth,  or  turves  though  it  be, 
Though  it  were  of  no  vounde  stone, 
Wrought  with  squier  and  scantilone, 
So  that  the  toure  were  stuffed  well 
With  all  riches  temporell  : 

M  And  than  that  he  would  up  dresse 
Engines,  both  more  and  lesse, 


To  cast  at  us  by  every  aide, 
To  beare  his  good  name  wide  : 

"  Such  8leightes  I  shall  you  yeven 
Barrels  of  wine,  by  sixe  or  seven, 
Or  gold  in  sackes  great  plente, 
He  should  soone  delivered  be, 
And  if  he  have  no  such  pitences, 
Let  himstudie  in  equipolences, 
And  lette  lies  and  fallaces, 
If  that  he  would  deserve  our  graces, 
Or  we  shall  beare  him  such  witnesse 
Of  sinne,  and  of  his  wretchednesse, 
And  doun  his  lose  so  wide  renne 
That  all  quicke  we  should  him  brenne, 
Or  els  yeve  him  such  penaunce, 
That  is  well  worse  than  the  pitannce. 

"  For  thou  ahalt  never  for  nothing 
Con  knowen  aright  by  hir  clothing 
The  trai tours  full  of  trecherie, 
But  thou  hir  werkes  can  espie. 

"  And  ne  had  the  good  keeping  be 
Whylome  of  the  universite, 
That  keepeth  the  key  of  Christendome, 
We  had  been  tourmented  all  and  some. 

"  Such  been  the  stinking  prophetis, 
N'is  none  of  hem,  that  good  prophet  is, 
For  they  through  wicked  entention, 
The  yeare  of  the  incarnation 
A  thousand  and  two  hundred  yere, 
Five  and  fiftie  ferther  ne  nere, 
Broughten  a  booke  with  some  grace, 
To  yeven  ensample  in  common  place, 
That  saied  thus,  though  it  were  fable, 
This  is  the  gospell  perdurable, 
That  fro  the  Holy  Ghost  is  sent. 
Well  were  it  worthe  to  be  brent. 
Entitled  was  in  such  manere 
This  booke,  of  which  I  tell  here, 
There  nas  no  wight  in  all  Paris, 
Beforne  our  ladie  at  parvis, 
That  they  ne  might  the  booke  buy, 
The  sentence  pleased  hem  well  truely. 
To  the  copie,  if  him  talent  tooke 
Of  the  evangelistes  booke, 
There  might  he  see  by  great  traisoun 
Full  many  a  false  coraparisoun. 

"  As  much  as  through  his  greate  might, 
Be  it  of  heate  or  of  light, 
The  Sunne  surmounteth  the  Moone, 
That  troubler  is,  and  chaungeth  soone, 
And  the  nutte  kernell  the  shell, 
I  scorn e  nat  that  I  you  tell  : 

"  Right  so  withouten  any  gile 
Surmounteth  this  noble  evangile, 
The  word  of  any  evangelist, 
And  to  hir  title  they  tooken  Christ, 
And  many  such  comparisoun, 
Of  which  I  make  no  raentioun, 
Might  meune  in  that  booke  find, 
Who  so  could  of  hem  have  mind. 

"  The  universitie  that  tho  was  asleepe 
Gan  for  to  braide,  and  taken  keepe, 
And  at  the  noise,  the  head  up  cast, 
Ne  never  sithen  slept  it  fast, 
But  up  it  stert,  and  arroes  tooke, 
Ayenst  this  false  horrible  booke, 
All  ready  battaile  for  to  make, 
And  to  the  judge  the  booke  they  take. 

"  But  they  that  broughten  the  booke  there, 
Hent  it  anone  away  for  feare, 
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olde  shew  it  no  more  a  dele, 
a  it  kept,  and  keepen  wele, 
i  a  time  that  they  may  see, 
'y  so  stronge  woxen  bee, 

wight  may  hem  well  withstond, 
that  booke  they  durst  not  stood, 
ey  gonne  it  for  to  bere, 
*  ne  durst  not  answer© 
•sition  no  glose 
that  clerkes  woll  appose 
the  cursed nesse  y  wis 
that  booke  written  is. 
r  wote  I  nat,  ne  I  can  nat  see 
anner  end  that  there  shall  bee 
is  that  they  hide, 
algate  they  shall  abide, 

they  may  it  bette  defend, 
w  1  best  woll  be  hir  end. 
s  Antichrist  abiden  we, 
ben  all  of  his  meine, 
\t  man  that  woll  not  be  so, 
•one  he  shall  his  life  forgo. 

a  people  upon  him  areise, 
ough  our  guile  doen  him  ceise, 
l  on  sharpe  speares  rive, 
'  waies  bring  him  fro  live, 
lat  he  woll  follow  ywis, 
our  booke  written  is. 

nuch  woll  our  booke  signifie, 
ile  Peter  had  maistrie 
er  Iohn  shew  well  his  might, 
have  I  you  declared  right, 
ning  of  the  barke  and  rinde, 
keth  the  entencions  blinde, 
at  erst  I  woll  begin, 
me  you  the  pith  within, 
seculers  comprehend, 
ristes  lawe  woll  defend, 
uld  it  kepen  and  maintainen 
lem  that  all  sustenen, 
ely  to  the  people  teachen, 
in  betokeneth  hem  to  preachen, 
re  n'is  law  covenable, 
ce  gospell  perdurable, 
the  Holy  Ghost  was  sent 
folke  that  ben  mis  went, 
strength  of  Iohn  they  understond, 
re  in  which  they  say  they  stond, 
th  the  siufull  folke  convert, 
i  to  Jesu  Christ  revert, 
ly  another  horriblee, 
me  in  that  booke  see, 
n  comma  u nded  doubtlesse 
ho  law  of  Rome  expresse, 
with  Antichrist  they  holden,  I 
may  in  the  booke  beholden.  ! 
than  commaunden  they  to  sleen, 
hat  with  Peter  been, 
shall  never  have  that  might, 
I  toforne,  for  strife  to  fight, 
y  ne  shall  ynough  find, 
ters  law  »hall  have  in  mind, 
r  hold,  and  so  maintecn, 
the  last  it  shall  be  seen, 
y  shall  all  come  thereto, 
it  that  they  can  speake  or  do. 
thilke  lawe  shall  not  stond, 
y  by  John  have  understond, 
gre  hem  it  shall  adoun, 


And  been  brought  to  confusioun. 

"  But  I  woll  stint  of  this  matere, 
For  it  is  wonder  long  to  here, 
But  had  that  ilke  booke  endured, 
Of  better  estate  I  were  ensured, 
And  friendes  have  1  yet  pardee, 
That  han  me  set  in  great  degree. 

"  Op  all  this  world  is  emperour 

Guile  my  father,  the  trechour, 

And  empre8se  my  mother  is, 

Maugre  the  Holy  Ghost  ywis, 

Our  mightie  linage  and  our  rout 

Reigneth  in  every  reigne  about, 

And  well  is  worthy  we  ministers  be, 

For  all  this  worlde  governe  we, 

And  can  the  folke  so  well  deceive, 

That  none  our  guile  can  perceive, 

And  though  they  doen,  they  dare  not  say, 

The  sooth  dare  no  wight  bewray. 

"  But  he  in  Christes  wrath  him  leadeth, 
That  more  than  Christ  my  brethren  dredeth, 
He  n'is  no  full  good  champion, 
That  dredeth  such  similation, 
Nor  that  for  paine  woll  refuse n, 
Us  to  correct  and  accusen. 

"  He  woll  not  entremete  by  right, 
Ne  have  God  in  his  eyesight, 
And  therefore  God  shall  him  punice ; 
But  me  ne  recketh  of  no  vice, 
Sithen  men  us  loven  communably, 
And  holden  us  for  so  worthy, 
That  we  may  folke  repreve  echone, 
And  we  n'ill  have  reprefe  of  none  : 
Whom  shoulden  folke  worshippen  so, 
But  us  that  stinten  never  mo 
To  patren  while  that  folke  may  us  see, 
Though  it  not  so  behind  hem  be. 

"  And  where  is  more  wood  follie, 
Than  to  enhaunce  chivalrie, 
And  love  noble  men  and  gay, 
That  jolly  clothes  wearen  alway ! 
If  they  be  such  folke  as  they  seemen, 
So  cleane,  as  men  hir  clothes  demcu, 
And  that  hir  wordes  follow  hir  dede, 
It  is  great  pitie  out  of  drede, 
For  they  woll  be  none  hypocritis, 
Of  hem  me  thin  keth  greate  spight  is, 
I  cannot  love  hem  on  no  side. 

u  But  beggcrs  with  these  hoodes  wide, 
With  sleigh  and  pale  faces  leane, 
And  graie  clothes  nat  full  cleane, 
But  fretted  full  of  tatarwagges, 
And  high  shoes  knopped  with  dagges, 
That  frouncen  like  a  quaile  pipe, 
Or  boo  tea  riveling  as  a  gipe. 

"  To  such  folke  as  I  you  devise, 
Should  princes  and  these  lordes  wise, 
Take  all  hir  landes  and  hir  things, 
Both  warre  and  peace  in  govern ings, 
To  such  folke  should  a  prince  him  yeve, 
That  would  his  life  in  honour  live. 

"  And  if  they  be  nat  as  they  seme, 
They  serven  thus  the  world  to  quenie, 
There  would  I  dwell  to  deceive 
The  folke,  for  they  shall  nat  perceive. 

"  But  I  ne  speake  in  no  such  wise, 
That  men  should  humble  habite  dispise, 
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So  that  no  pride  there  under  be. 
No  man  should  hate,  as  thinketh  me, 
The  poore  man  in  such  clothing, 
But  God  ne  preiseth  him  nothing, 
That  saith  he  hath  the  world  forsake, 
And  hath  to  worldly  glory  him  take, 
And  woll  of  such  delices  use, 
Who  may  that  begger  well  excuse ! 

"  That  papelarde,  that  him  yeeldeth  so, 
And  woll  to  worldly  ease  go, 
And  saith  that  he  the  world  hath  left, 
And  greedily  it  gripeth  eft, 
He  is  the  hound,  shame  is  to  saine, 
That  to  his  casting  goeth  againe. 

u  But  unto  you  dare  I  not  lie, 
But  might  I  feelen  or  espie, 
That  ye  perceived  it  nothing, 
Ye  should  have  a  starke  leasing  : 
Right  in  your  bond  thus  to  beginne, 
I  nolde  it  let  for  no  sinne." 

The  god  lough  at  the  wonder  tho, 
And  every  wight  can  lough  also, 
And  saied  :  "  Lo  here  a  man  right, 
For  to  be  trustie  to  every  wight" 

u  False  Semblaunt,"  (quod  Love)  u  say  to  mee, 
Sith  I  thus  have  avaunced  thee, 
That  in  my  court  is  thy  dwelling, 
And  of  ribaudes  shalt  be  my  king, 
Wolt  thou  well  holden  my  forwardes ! " 

"  Yea,  sir,  from  hence  forwardes, 
Had  never  your  father  here  beforne, 
Servaunt  so  true,  sith  he  was  borne." 

"  That  is  ayenst  all  nature." 

u  Sir,  put  you  in  that  aventure, 
For  though  ye  borowes  take  of  mo, 
The  sikerer  shall  ye  never  bo 
For  hostages,  ne  sikernesse, 
Or  cliartres,  for  to  beare  witnesse  : 
I  take  your  selfe  to  record  here, 
That  men  ne  may  in  no  manere 
Tearen  the  wolfe  out  of  his  hide, 
Till  he  be  slaine  backe  and  side, 
Though  men  him  beat  and  all  defile, 
What  wene  ye  that  I  woll  beguile  ? 

"  For  I  am  clothed  meekely, 
There  under  is  all  my  treachery, 
Mine  herte  chaungeth  never  the  mo 
For  none  habite,  in  which  I  go  ; 
Though  I  have  chere  of  simplenessc, 
I  am  not  wearie  of  shreudnesse, 
My  lemman,  strained  Abstinaunce, 
Hath  mister  of  my  purveiaunce, 
She  had  full  long  ago  be  dede, 
Nere  my  counsaile  and  my  rede  ; 
Let  her  alone,  and  you  and  mee." 

And  Love  answered,  "  I  trust  thee 
Without  borow,  for  I  woll  none." 

And  False  Serablant  the  theefe  anone. 
Right  in  that  ilke  same  place, 
That  had  of  treason  all  his  face, 
Right  blacke  within,  and  white  without, 
Thanking  him,  gan  on  his  knees  lout. 

"  Than  was  there  nought,  but  every  man 
Now  to  assaute,  that  sailen  can  " 
(Quod  Love)  "  and  that  full  hardely." 
Than  armed  they  hem  comenly 
Of  such  armour  as  to  hem  fell. 


Whan  they  were  armed  fiers  and  fell, 
They  went  hem  forth  all  in  a  rout, 
And  set  the  castle  all  about ; 
They  will  not  away  for  no  dread, 
Till  it  so  be  that  they  ben  dead, 
Or  till  they  have  the  castle  take, 
And  foure  battels  they  gan  make, 
And  parted  hem  in  foure  anone, 
And  tooke  hir  way,  and  forth  they  gone, 
The  foure  gates  for  to  assaile, 
Of  which  the  keepers  woll  not  faile, 
For  they  ben  neither  sicke  ne  dede, 
But  hardie  folke,  and  strong  in  dede. 

Now  woll  I  sain  the  countenaunce 
Of  False  Semblant,  and  Abstinaunce, 
That  ben  to  Wicked  Tongue  went  ; 
But  first  they  held  hir  parliament, 
Whether  it  to  doen  were, 
To  maken  hem  be  knowen  there, 
Or  els  walken  forth  disguised  : 
But  at  the  last  they  devised, 
That  they  would  gone  in  tapinage, 
As  it  were  in  a  pilgrimage, 
Like  good  and  holy  folke  unfeined : 
And  dame  Abstinence  streined 
Tooke  of  the  robe  of  cameline, 
And  gan  her  gratche  as  a  bigine. 

A  large  coverchief  of  thread, 
She  wrapped  all  about  her  head, 
But  she  forgate  not  her  psaltere. 

A  paire  of  beades  eke  she  bere 
Upon  a  lace,  all  of  white  thread, 
On  which  that  she  her  beades  bede. 
But  she  ne  bought  hem  never  a  dele, 
For  they  were  given  her,  I  wote  wele, 
God  wote  of  a  full  holy  frere, 
That  said  he  was  her  father  dere, 
To  whom  she  had  ofter  went, 
Than  any  frere  of  his  covent. 

And  he  visited  her  also, 
And  many  a  sermon  saied  her  to, 
He  n'olde  let  for  man  on  live, 
That  he  ne  would  her  oft  shrive, 
And  with  so  great  devotion 
They  made  her  confession, 
That  they  had  oft  for  the  nones 
Two  heades  in  one  hood  at  ones. 

Of  faire  shape  I  devised  her  thee, 
But  pale  of  face  sometime  was  shee, 
That  false  traitouresse  untrew, 
Was  like  that  sallow  horse  of  hew, 
That  in  the  Apocalips  is  shewed, 
I     That  signified!  tho  folke  beshrewed, 
I     That  been  all  full  of  trecherie, 
And  pale,  through  hypocrisie, 
For  on  that  horse  no  colour  is 
But  onely  dead  and  pale  ywis, 
Of  such  a  colour  enlangoured, 
Was  Abstinence  ywis  coloured, 
Of  her  estate  she  her  repented, 
As  her  visage  represented. 

She  had  a  burdoune  all  of  theft, 
That  Guile  had  yeve  her  of  his  yeft, 
And  a  scrippe  of  faint  distresse, 
That  full  was  of  elengenesse, 
And  forth  she  walked  soberlie  : 
And  False  Semblant  saynt,  je  vous  diev 
And  as  it  were  for  such  mistere, 
Doen  on  the  cope  of  a  frere, 
With  cheare  simple,  and  full  pitous, 
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as  not  disdeinous, 
;  mecke  and  full  peesible. 
tecke  he  bare  a  Bible, 
forth  gan  he  gon, 
it  his  limmes  upon, 
ason  a  portent, 
eble,  his  way  he  went, 
ileve  he  gan  to  thring 
pe,  and  well  biting, 
ed  in  a  forge, 
en  clepen  coupe  gorge, 
th  hir  way  they  nomen, 
'icked  Tongue  comen, 
te  was  sitting, 
•  in  the  way  passing. 
ies  saw  he  fast  by, 
icm  full  meekely, 
hey  with  hem  mette, 
?nce  first  him  grette. 
False  Semblant  salued, 
but  he  not  remued, 
de  him  not  a  dele  : 
taw  hir  faces  wele, 
e  him  thought  so, 
>w  hem  both  two, 
new  dame  Abstinaunce, 
>w  not  Constrainaunce, 
that  she  was  constrained, 
eves  life  fained, 
e  come  of  will  all  free, 
in  another  degree, 
•d  will  she  began, 
failed  her  than. 

mblant  had  he  scene  also, 
nat  that  he  was  false, 
he,  but  lib  falscnesse 
ot  espie,  nor  gesse, 
;  was  so  slie  wrought, 
*e  he  ne  espyed  nought : 
hou  knowen  him  betorne, 
:t  on  a  booke  have  sworne, 
im  saw  in  thilke  arraie 
whilome  was  so  gaie, 
lunce  Jolly  Robin 
me  a  Jacobin  : 
hat  so  men  him  call 
ours  been  good  men  all, 
;kedly  they  bearen 
•les  if  they  weren. 
igustins,  and  Cordileres, 
and  eke  sacked  f re  res, 
3  shodc  and  bare, 
of  hem  ben  great  and  square, 
1,  as  I  hem  deem, 
>m  would  good  man  seem  : 
u  never  of  apparenco 
le  good  consequence 
ment  ywis, 
ill  failed  is : 
'  findc  alway  sopheme 
•nee  to  envenerae, 
hath  had  the  subtilteo 
mtence  for  to  see. 
pilgrimes  commen  were 
ongue  that  dwelleth  there, 
ligh  hem  was  algate, 
'ongue  adoune  they  sate, 
n  nere  him  for  to  come, 
res  tell  him  some, 


And  sayd  horn  :  "  What  case  maketh  you 
To  come  into  this  place  now  I" 

"  Sir,"  sayed  strained  Abstinance, 
u  We  for  to  drie  our  penance, 
With  hertes  pitous  and  devout, 
Are  commen,  as  pilgrimes  gone  about, 
Well  nigh  on  foote  alway  we  go 
Full  doughty  been  our  heeles  two, 
And  thus  both  we  ben  sent 
Throughout  the  world  that  is  mis  went, 
To  yeve  ensample,  and  preach  also, 
To  fishen  sinfull  men  we  go, 
For  other  fishing,  ne  fish  we, 
And,  sir,  for  that  charite, 
As  we  be  wont,  herborow  we  crave, 
Your  life  to  amende  Christ  it  save, 
And  so  it  should  you  not  displease, 
We  woulden,  if  it  were  your  ease, 
A  short  sermon  unto  you  sain. 
And  Wicked  Tongue  answered  again, 

u  The  house"  (quod  he)  "  such  (as  ye  see) 
Shall  not  be  warned  you  for  me, 
Saie  what  you  list,  and  I  woll  heare." 

"  Graunt  mercie  sweet  sir  deare," 
(Quod  aider-first)  dame  Abstinence, 
And  thus  began  she  her  sentence. 

"  Sir,  the  first  vertue  certaine, 
The  greatest,  and  most  soveraigne 
That  may  be  found  in  any  man, 
For  having,  or  for  wit  he  can, 
That  is  his  tongue  to  refraine, 
Thereto  ought  every  wight  him  painc  : 
For  it  is  better  still  be, 
Than  for  to  speaken  harme  parde, 
And  he  that  hearkeneth  it  gladly, 
He  is  no  good  man  sikerly. 

"  And  sir,  aboven  all  other  sin, 
In  that  art  thou  most  guiltie  in  : 
Thou  speake  a  jape,  not  long  ago. 

"  And  sir,  that  was  right  evill  do 
Of  a  young  man,  that  here  repaired, 
And  never  yet  this  place  apaired  : 
Thou  saidest  he  awaited  nothing, 
But  to  deceive  Faire  Welcoming  : 
Ye  sayd  nothing  sooth  of  that, 
But  sir,  ye  lye,  I  tell  ye  plat, 
He  ne  cometh  no  more,  ne  goeth  parde, 
I  trow  ye  shall  him  never  see ; 
Faire  Welcoming  in  prison  is, 
That  oft  hath  played  with  you  er  this. 
The  fairest  games  that  he  coude, 
Without  filth,  still  or  loude. 
Now  dare  she  not  her  selfe  solace, 
Ye  han  also  the  man  doe  chase, 
That  he  dare  neither  come  ne  go, 
What  mooveth  you  to  hate  him  so  ? 
But  properly  your  wicked  thought, 
That  many  a  false  losing  hath  thought, 
That  mooveth  your  foulo  eloquence, 
That  jangleth  ever  in  audience. 
And  on  the  folke  ariseth  blame, 
And  doth  hem  dishonour  and  shame, 
For  thing  that  may  have  no  proving, 
But  likelinesae,  and  contriving. 

"  For  I  dare  saine,  that  Reason  deemetli, 
It  is  not  all  sooth  thing  that  seemeth, 
And  it  is  sinne  to  controve 
Thing  that  is  to  reprove  ; 
This  wote  ye  wele,  and  sir,  therefore 
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Ye  arn  to  blame  the  more, 
And  nathelesse,  he  recketh  lite 
He  yeveth  not  now  thereof  a  mite, 
For  if  he  thought  harme,  parfay, 
He  would  come  and  gone  all  day, 
He  coud  himaelfe  not  absteine, 
Now  cometh  he  not,  and  that  is  sene, 
For  he  ne  taketh  of  it  no  cure, 
But  if  it  be  through  a  venture, 
And  lasse  than  other  folke  algate, 
And  thou  here  watchest  at  the  gate, 
With  apeare  in  thine  arest  alwaie, 
There  muse  musard  all  the  daie, 
Thou  wakest  night  and  day  for  thought, 
Ywis  thy  travaile  is  for  nought, 
And  Jelousie  withouten  faile, 
Shall  never  quit  thee  thy  travaile, 
And  skathe  is,  that  Faire  Welcoming, 
Without  any  trespassing, 
Shall  wrongfully  in  prison  be, 
There  weepeth  and  languisheth  he, 
And  though  thou  never  yet  ywis, 
Agiltest  man  no  more  but  this, 
Take  not  a  greefe  it  were  worthy 
To  put  thee  out  of  this  baily, 
And  afterward  in  prison  lie, 
And  fettred  thee  till  that  thou  die  ; 
For  thou  shalt  for  this  sinne  dwell 
Right  in  the  Divels  arse  of  Hell, 
But  if  that  thou  repent  thee  : 
Ma  fay,  thou  lyest  falsely. "   (Quod  he) 

"  What,  welcome  with  mischaunce  now, 
Have  I  therefore  herboured  you 
To  say  me  shame,  and  eke  reprove, 
With  Borrie  happe  to  your  behove, 
Am  I  to  day  your  herbegere 
Go  herber  you  elsewhere  than  here, 
That  han  a  Iyer  called  me, 
Two  trcgetours  art  thou  and  he, 
That  in  mine  house  doe  mc  this  shame, 
And  for  my  sooth  saw  ye  me  blame. 
Is  this  the  sermon  that  ye  make  ! 
To  all  the  divels  I  me  take, 
Or  else  God  thou  me  confound, 
But  er  men  didden  this  castle  found, 
It  passed  not  ten  dayes  of  twelve, 
But  it  was  told  right  to  my  selve, 
And  as  they  sayd,  right  so  told  I, 
He  kist  the  rose  privily  : 
Thus  sayd  I  now,  and  have  sayd  yore, 
I  n'ot  where  he  did  any  more. 
Why  should  men  say  me  such  a  thing, 
If  it  had  been  gabbing  1 
Right  so  saide  I,  and  woll  say  yet, 
I  trow  I  lyed  not  of  it, 
And  with  my  hemes  I  woll  blow 
To  all  neighbours  a  row, 
How  he  hath  both  commen  and  gone." 

Tho  spake  False  Semblant  right  anone, 
"  All  is  not  gospell  out  of  dout, 
That  men  saine  in  the  towne  about, 
Lay  no  deafe  eare  to  my  speaking, 
I  swere  you,  sir,  it  is  gabbing, 
I  trow  you  wote  well  certainly, 
That  no  man  loveth  him  tenderly, 
That  saythe  him  harme,  if  he  wote  it, 
All  be  he  never  so  poore  of  wit ; 
And  sooth  is  also  sikerly, 
This  know  ye,  sir,  as  well  as  I, 
That  lovers  gladly  woll  visiten 


The  places  there  hir  loves  habiten  : 
This  man  you  loveth  and  eke  honoureth, 
This  man  to  serve  you  laboureth, 
And  clepeth  you  his  freind  so  deere, 
And  this  man  maketh  you  good  cheere, 
And  everie  man  that  you  nieeteth, 
He  you  saleweth,  and  he  you  greetcth  ; 
He  preseth  not  so  oft,  that  ye 
Ought  of  his  comming  encombred  be  : 
There  presen  other  folke  on  you, 
Full  ofter  than  he  doth  now, 
And  if  his  herte  him  strained  so 
Unto  the  rose  for  to  go, 
Ye  should  him  seene  so  ofte  need, 
That  ye  should  take  him  with  the  deed  ; 
He  coud  his  comming  not  forbeare, 
Though  ye  him  thrilled  with  a  speare  ; 
It  n'ere  not  than  as  it  is  now, 
But  trusteth  well,  I  sweare  it  you, 
That  it  is  clene  out  of  his  thought. 
Sir,  certes  he  ne  thinketh  it  nought, 
No  more  ne  doth  Faire  Welcomming, 
That  sore  abieth  all  this  thing  : 
And  if  they  were  of  one  assent, 
Full  soone  were  the  rose  hent, 
The  maugre  yours  would  be. 

"  And  air,  of  o  thing  hearkeneth  me, 
Sith  ye  this  man,  that  loveth  you, 
Han  sayd  such  harme  and  shame,  now 
Witteth  well,  if  he  gessed  it, 
Ye  may  well  demen  in  your  wit, 
He  n'olde  nothing  love  you  so, 
Ne  callen  you  his  friend  also, 
But  night  and  daie  he  woll  wake, 
The  castle  to  destroy  and  take, 
If  it  were  sooth,  as  ye  devise  ; 
Or  some  man  in  some  manner  wise 

I     Might  it  warne  him  everi  dele, 

I     Or  by  himselfe  perceive  wele, 

Fur  sith  he  might  not  come  and  gone 

,  As  he  was  whilom  wont  to  done, 
He  might  it  soone  wite  and  see, 
But  now  all  otherwise  wote  hee. 

"  Than  have  ye,  sir,  all  utterly 
Deserved  Hell,  and  jollyly 
The  death  of  Hell  doubtlesse, 
That  thrallen  folke  so  guiltlesse." 

False  Semblant  so  prooveth  this  thing, 
That  he  can  none  answering, 
And  seeth  alwaie  such  apparaunce, 

|     That  nigh  he  fell  in  repentaunce, 
And  sayd  him, "  Sir,  it  may  well  be. 

i     Semblant,  a  good  man  seemen  ye, 
And  Abstinence,  full  wise  ye  seeme, 
Of  o  talent  you  both  I  deeme, 
What  counsaile  woll  ye  to  me  yeven  \" 

"  Right  here  anon  thou  shalt  be  shriven 
And  say  thy  sinne  without  more, 
Of  this  shalt  thou  repent  sore, 
For  I  am  priest,  and  have  poste, 
To  shrive  folke  of  most  dignite 
That  ben  as  wide  as  world  may  dure, 
Of  all  this  world  I  have  the  cure, 
And  that  had  never  yet  persoun, 
Ne  vicarie  of  no  maimer  toun. 

"  And  God  wote  I  have  of  thee, 
A  thousand  times  more  pitee, 
Than  hath  thy  priest  parochiall 
Though  he  thy  friend  be  speciall. 
"  I  have  avauntage,  in  o  wise, 
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t  your  priests  be  not  so  wise 
mlfe  so  lettred  (as  am  I) 
i  licensed  boldly, 
jvinitie  for  to  read, 
to  confeasen  oat  of  dread. 


*  If  ye  woll  you  now  oonfesse, 
And  leave  your  sinnes  more  and  less 
Without  abode,  kneele  doune  anon, 
And  you  shall  have  absolution." 


TROILUS  AND  CRESEIDE. 


b.  i.  v.  1—84. 


INCIPIT  LIBER  PRIMUa 


ouble  sorrow  of  Troilus  to  tellen, 
ras  kiuge  Priam  us  sonne  of  Troy, 
ing,  how  his  aventures  fellen 
woe  to  wele,  and  after  out  of  joy, 
irpose  is,  er  that  I  part  froy. 
Thesiphone,  thou  helpe  me  for  t'enditc 
wofull  verses,  that  wepeu  as  I  write. 

«  I  clepe,  thou  goddesse  of  tourment 
cruell  furie,  sorrowing  ever  in  paine, 
me  that  am  the  sorrowfull  instrument, 
lelpeth  lover*,  as  I  can  complaine : 
ell  sit  it,  the  sooth  for  to  saine, 
all  wight  to  have  a  drery  fere, 
>  a  sorrowfull  tale  a  sorrie  chere. 

that  god  of  loves  servantes  serve, 

re  to  love,  for  mine  unlikelynesse, 

a  for  speed,  all  should  I  therefore  sterve, 

re  am  I  fro  his  helpe  in  derkenesse. 

UheJesse,  if  this  may  done  gladnesse 

r  lover,  and  his  cause  availe, 

be  my  thanke,  and  mine  be  the  travaile. 

i  lovers  that  bathen  in  gladnesse, 
droppe  of  pite  in  you  be, 
nbreth  you  of  passed  heavinesse 
e  have  felt,  and  on  the  adversite 
er  folke,  and  thinketh  how  that  ye 
>lt,  that  Love  durst  you  displease, 
e  nan  won  him  with  too  great  an  case. 

rayeth  for  hem  that  been  in  the  case 
>ilus,  as  ye  may  after  heare, 
ie  hem  bring  in  Heaven  to  solace, 
te  for  me  prayeth  to  God  so  deare, 
have  might  to  shew  in  some  manere, 
>aine  and  woe,  as  Loves  folke  endure, 
►Uus  wisely  a  venture. 

iddeth  eke  for  hem  that  ben  dispeired 
?,  that  never  will  recovered  be : 
<e  for  hem  that  falsely  ben  apeired, 
;h  wicked  tongues,  be  it  he  or  she : 
>iddeth  God  for  his  benignite, 
nt  hem  sone  out  of  this  world  to  pace 
ten  dispaired  out  of  Loves  grace. 


And  biddeth  eke  for  hem  that  ben  at  ease, 
That  God  hem  graunt  aie  good  perseverance, 
And  send  hem  grace  hir  loves  for  to  please, 
That  it  to  love  be  worship  and  pleasaunce : 
For  so  hope  I  my  selfe  best  to  avaunce 
To  pray  for  hem,  that  Loves  servaunts  be, 
And  write  hir  woe,  and  live  in  charite. 

And  for  to  have  of  hem  compassioun, 
As  though  I  were  hir  owne  brother  dere, 
Now  hearkeneth  with  a  good  ententioun, 
For  now  woll  I  go  straight  to  my  mate  re : 
In  which  ye  may  the  double  sorrowes  here 
Of  Troilus,  in  loving  of  Creseide, 
And  how  she  forsoke  him  er  that  she  deide. 


It  is  well  wist,  ho that  the  Greekes  strong 
In  armes  with  a  thousand  shippes  went 
To  Troie  wardes,  and  the  citie  long 
Besiegeden,  nigh  ten  yeres  ere  they  stent, 
And  how  in  divers  wise,  and  one  entent, 
The  ravishing  to  wreak e  of  queen  Heleinc, 
By  Paris  don,  they  wroughten  all  hir  peine. 

Now  fell  it  so,  that  in  the  toune  there  was 
Dwelling  a  lord  of  great  authority 
A  great  divine  that  cleped  was  Galcas, 
Tliat  in  science  so  expert  was,  that  he 
Knew  well,  that  Troie  should  destroyed  be, 
By  answere  of  his  god,  that  hight  thus, 
Dan  Phebus,  or  Apollo  Delphicus. 

So  whan  this  Calcas  knew  by  calculing, 
And  eke  by  the  answere  of  this  god  Apollo, 
That  the  Greekes  should  such  a  people  bring, 
Thorow  the  which  that  Troy  must  be  fordo, 
He  cast  auone  out  of  the  toune  to  go : 
For  well  he  wist  by  sort,  that  Troie  sholde 
Destroyed  be,  ye  would  who  so  or  n'olde. 

Wherefore  he  to  departen  softely, 

Tooke  purpose  full,  this  forknowin*  wise, 

And  to  the  Greekes  host  fall  prively 

He  stale  anone,  and  they  in  courteous  wise 

Did  to  him  both  worship  and  serviee, 

In  trust  that  he  hath  cunning  hem  to  rede 

In  every  perill,  which  thai  was  to  drede. 
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Great  rumour  rose,  whan  it  was  first  espied, 

In  all  the  toune,  and  openly  was  spoken, 

That  Calcas  traitour  fled  was  and  alied 

To  hem  of  Grece  :  and  cast  was  to  be  wroken 

On  him,  that  falsely  hath  his  faith  broken, 

And  sayd,  he  and  all  his  kinne  atones, 

Were  worthy  to  be  brent,  both  fell  and  bones. 

Now  had  Calcas  lefte  in  this  mischaunce, 

Unwist  of  this  false  and  wicked  dede, 

A  daughter,  whiche  was  in  great  penaunce, 

And  of  her  life  she  was  full  sore  in  drede, 

And  wist  ne  never  what  best  was  to  rede  : 

And  as  a  widdow  was  she,  and  all  alone, 

And  n'iste  to  whome  she  might  make  her  mone. 

Creseide  was  this  ladies  name  aright, 

As  to  my  dome,  in  all  Troies  citie 

Most  fairest  ladie,  far  passing  every  wight 

So  angel  ike  shone  her  native  beaute, 

That  no  mortall  thing  seemed  she : 

And  therewith  was  she  so  perfect  a  creature, 

As  she  had  be  made  in  scorning  of  nature. 

This  ladie,  that  all  day  hearde  at  eare 
Her  fathers  shame,  falshede,  and  treasoun, 
Full  nigh  out  of  her  wit  for  sorrow  and  feare, 
n  widdowes  habite  large  of  samite  brown) 
Before  Hector  on  knees  she  fell  adown, 
And  his  mercy  bad,  her  selfe  excusing, 
With  pitous  voice,  and  tenderly  weeping. 

Now  was  this  Hector  pitous  of  nature, 
And  saw  that  she  was  sorrowfull  begone, 
And  that  she  was  so  faire  a  creature, 
Of  his  goodnesse  he  gladed  her  anone, 
And  said  :  "  Let  your  fathers  traison.gone 
Forth  with  mischance,  and  ye  your  selfe  in  joy 
Dwelleth  with  us  while  you  list  in  Troy. 

"  And  all  the  honour  that  men  may  do  you  have, 
As  ferforth  as  though  your  father  dwelt  here, 
Ye  shull  have,  and  your  body  shull  men  save, 
As  ferre  as  1  may  ought  enquire  and  here  :  " 
And  she  him  thanked  with  full  humble  chere, 
And  ofter  would,  and  it  had  been  his  will. 
She  took  her  leve,  went  home,  and  held  her  still. 

And  iu  her  house  she  abode  with  such  meino 
As  til  her  honour  nede  was  to  hold, 
And  while  she  was  dwelling  in  that  cite, 
She  kept  her  estate,  and  of  yong  and  old 
Full  well  beloved,  and  men  well  of  her  told : 
But  whether  that  she  children  had  or  none, 
I  rede  it  nat,  therefore  I  let  it  gone. 

The  thinges  fellen  as  they  don  of  werre, 
Betwixen  hem  of  Troy  and  Greekes  oft, 
For  sometime  broughten  they  of  Troy  it  derre, 
And  efte  the  Greekes  founden  nothing  soft 
The  folkc  of  Troy  :  and  thus  fortune  aloft, 
And  under  efte  gan  hem  to  whelmen  both, 
After  her  course,  aic  while  that  they  were  wroth. 

But  how  this  toune  came  to  destruction, 

Ne  falleth  not  to  purpose  me  to  tell, 

For  it  were  a  long  digression 

Fro  my  matter,  and  you  too  long  to  dwell ; 

But  the  Troyan  jestes  all  as  they  fell, 

I  n  Omer,  or  in  Dares,  or  in  Dite, 

Who  so  that  can,  may  reden  hem  as  they  writo. 


But  though  the  Greekes  hem  of  Troy  in  ahettea, 

And  hir  citie  besieged  all  about, 

Hir  old  usages  nolde  they  not  letten, 

As  to  honouren  hir  gods  full  devout, 

But  aldermost  in  .honour  out  of  dout, 

They  had  a  re  like  hight  Palladion, 

That  was  hir  trust  aboven  everychon. 

And  so  befell,  whan  comen  was  the  time 

Of  Aprill,  whan  clothed  is  the  mede, 

With  new  grene,  of  lustie  veer  the  prime, 

And  with  sweet  smelling  floures  white  and  rede 

In  sundrie  wise  shewed,  as  I  rede, 

The  folke  of  Troie,  their  observances  old, 

Palladions  feast  went  for  to  hold. 

Unto  the  temple  in  all  their  best  wise, 

Generally  there  went  many  a  wight. 

To  hearken  of  Palladions  servise, 

And  namely  many  a  lustie  knight, 

And  many  a  ladie  fresh,  and  maiden  bright, 

Full  well  arraied  bothe  most  and  least, 

Both  for  the  season  and  the  high  feast. 

Among  these  other  folke  was  Creseida, 
In  widdowes  habite  blacke  :  but  natheles 
Right  as  our  first  letter  is  now  an  a, 
In  beau  tie  first  so  stood  she  makeles, 
Her  goodly  looking  gladed  all  the  prees, 
Nas  never  seene  thing  to  be  praised  so  derre, 
Nor  under  cloude  blacke  so  bright  a  sterre, 

As  was  Creseide,  they  sayden  everichone, 
That  her  beholden  in  her  blacke  wede, 
And  yet  she  stood  full  lowe  and  still  alone 
Bchinde  other  folke  in  little  brede, 
And  nic  the  dore  under  shames  drede, 
Simple  of  attire,  and  debonaire  of  chere, 
With  full  assured  looking  and  manere. 

This  Troilus,  as  he  was  wont  to  guide 
His  yonge  knightcs,  lad  hem  up  and  doune, 
In  thilke  large  temple  on  every  side, 
Beholding  aie  the  ladies  of  the  toune, 
Now  here  now  there,  for  no  devotioune 
Had  he  to  none,  to  reven  him  his  rest, 
But  gan  to  praise  and  lacke  whom  him  lest 

And  in  his  walk  full  fast  he  gan  to  waiten, 

If  knight  or  squier  of  his  companie, 

Gan  for  to  Bike,  or  let  his  eyen  baiten 

On  any  woman,  that  he  coud  espie, 

He  would  smile,  and  hold  it  a  follie, 

And  say  hem  thus  :  "  O  Lord  she  sleepeth  soft 

For  love  of  thee,  whan  thou  turnest  full  oft. 

"  I  have  heard  tell  pardieux  of  your  living, 
Ye  lovers,  and  eke  your  lewde  observances, 
And  which  a  labour  folke  have  in  winning 
Of  love,  and  in  keeping  such  doutaunces, 
And  whan  your  pray  is  lost,  wo  and  penaunces: 
(),  very  fooles,  blinde  and  nice  be  ye, 
There  is  not  one  can  ware  by  another  be." 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  cast  up  the  brow, 
Ascaunces,  lo,  is  this  not  well  yspokcu, 
At  which  the  god  of  love  gan  looken  low, 
Right  for  dispite,  and  shope  him  to  be  wroken. 
He  kidde  anone  his  bowe  was  not  broken  : 
For  sodainly  he  hitte  him  at  the  full, 
And  yet  as  proude  a  peacocke  gan  he  pull. 
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0  blinde  world,  o  blind  entention, 

How  often  falleth  all  the  effect  contraire 

Of  surquedrie  and  foule  presumption, 

For  caught  is  proud,  and  caught  is  debonaire  : 

This  Troilus  is  cloroben  on  the  staire, 

And  little  weneth  that  he  mote  descenden, 

But  all  day  it  faileth  that  fooles  wenden. 

As  proud  Bayard  beginneth  for  to  skippe 
Out  of  the  way,  so  pricketh  him  his  come, 
Till  he  a  lash  have  of  the  longe  whippe, 
Than  thinketh  he,  "  Tho  I  praunce  all  beforne 
First  in  the  traise,  full  fat  and  new  yshorne, 
Yet  am  I  but  an  horse,  and  horses  law 

1  must  endure,  and  with  my  feeres  draw." 

So  fared  it  by  this  fiers  and  proud  knight, 
Though  he  a  worthy  kinges  Sonne  were, 
And  wende  nothing  had  had  suche  might, 
Ayenst  his  will,  that  should  his  herte  stere, 
Yet  with  a  looke  his  herte  woxe  on  fire, 
That  he  that  now  was  most  in  pride  above, 
Woxe  Bodainly  most  subject  unto  love. 

Forthy  ensample  taketh  of  this  man, 
Ye  wise,  proud,  and  worthy  folkes  all, 
To  scornen  Love,  which  that  so  soone  can 
The  freedome  of  your  hertes  to  him  thrall, 
For  ever  it  was,  and  ever  it  be  shall, 
That  Love  is  he  that  all  thinges  may  bind, 
For  no  man  may  fordo  the  law  of  kind. 

That  this  be  sooth  hath  preved  and  doth  yet, 
For  this  (I  trowe)  ye  know  all  and  some, 
Men  reden  not  that  folke  han  greater  wit 
Than  they  that  han  ben  most  with  love  ynome, 
And  strengest  folk  been  therewith  overcome, 
The  worthyest  and  greatest  of  degree, 
This  was  and  is,  and  yet  man  shall  it  see. 

And  trueliche  that  sitte  well  to  be  so, 
For  alder  wisest  han  therewith  ben  pleased, 
And  they  that  han  ben  alderraost  in  wo> 
With  love  han  ben  comforted  and  most  eased, 
And  oft  it  hath  the  cruell  herte  appeased, 
And  worthy  folke  made  worthier  of  name, 
And  causeth  most  to  dreden  vice  and  shame. 

Now  sith  it  may  nat  goodly  be  withstand, 
And  is  a  thing  so  vertuous  and  kind, 
Refuseth  nought  to  love  for  to  ben  bond, 
Sith  as  him  selven  list  he  may  you  bind  ; 
The  yerde  is  bette  that  bo  wen  wo  11  and  wind 
Than  that  that  brest,  and  therefore  I  you  rede, 
Now  followeth  him,  that  so  well  can  you  lede. 

But  for  to  tellen  forth  in  speciall, 
As  of  this  kinges  sonne,  of  which  I  told, 
And  leven  other  thing  collaterally 
Of  him  thinke  I  my  tale  forth  to  hold, 
Both  of  his  joy,  and  of  his  cares  cold, 
And  his  werke,  as  touching  this  matere, 
For  I  it  gan,  I  woll  thereto  refere. 

Within  the  temple  he  went  him  forth  playing 

This  Troilus,  of  every  wight  about, 

Now  on  this  lady,  and  now  on  that  looking, 

Where  so  she  were  of  toune,  or  of  without : 

And  upon  case  befell,  that  through  a  rout 

His  eye  peirced,  and  so  deepe  it  went 

Till  on  Creseide  it  smote,  and  there  it  stent. 


And  sodainely  for  wonder  wext  astonned, 

And  gan  her  bet  behold  in  thrifty  wise  : 

"  0  very  God,"  thought  he, u  w  her  hast  thou  wonned,  . 

That  art  so  faire  and  goodly  to  devise  1" 

Therewith  his  herte  gan  to  spread  and  rise, 

And  softe  sighed,  least  men  might  him  here, 

And  caught  ayen  his  first©  playing  chere. 

She  n'as  nat  with  the  most  of  her  stature, 
But  all  her  limmes  so  well  answering 
Weren  to  womanhood,  that  creature 
Was  never  lasse  mannish  in  seeming. 
And  eke  the  pure  wise  of  her  meaning 
Shewed  well,  that  men  might  in  her  gesse 
Honour,  estate,  and  womanly  noblesse. 

Tho  Troilus,  right  wonder  well  withall, 
Gan  for  to  like  her  meaning  and  her  chere, 
Which  somdele  deignous  was,  for  she  let  fall 
Her  looke  a  little  aside,  in  such  manere 
Ascaunces,  what  may  I  not  stonden  here, 
And  after  that  her  looking  gan  she  light, 
That  never  thought  him  seen  so  good  a  sight 

And  of  her  looke  in  him  there  gan  to  quicken 
So  great  desire,  and  such  affection, 
That  in  his  hertes  bottome  gan  to  sticken 
Of  her  his  fixe,  and  deepe  impression: 
And  though  he  earst  had  pored  up  and  doun, 
Than  was  he  glad  his  homes  in  to  shrinke, 
Unnethes  wist  he  how  to  looke  or  winke. 

Lo,  he  that  lete  him  selven  so  cunning, 
And  scorned  hem  that  loves  paines  drien, 
Was  full  unware  that  Love  had  his  dwelling 
Within  the  subtil  1  streames  of  her  eyen, 
That  sodainely  him  thought  he  felte  dyen, 
Right  with  her  looke,  the  spirite  in  his  hert, 
Blessed  be  Love,  that  thus  can  folke  convert. 

She  thus  in  blacke,  liking  to  Troilus, 
Over  all  thing  he  stood  for  to  behold : 
But  his  desire,  ne  wherefore  he  stood  thus, 
He  neither  chere  made,  ne  worde  told, 
But  from  aferre,  his  manner  for  to  hold, 
On  other  thing  sometime  his  looke  he  cast, 
And  eft  on  her,  while  that  the  service  last  : 

And  after  this,  nat  fulliche  all  awhaped, 
Out  of  the  temple,  eselich  he  went, 
Repenting  him  that  ever  he  had  japed 
Of  Loves  folke,  least  fully  the  discent 
Of  scorne  fell  on  himselfe,  but  what  he  ment, 
Lest  it  were  wist  on  any  manner  side, 
His  woe  he  gan  dissimulen  and  hide. 

Whan  he  was  fro  the  temple  thus  departed, 
He  straight  anone  unto  his  pallace  turneth, 
Right  with  her  loke  through  shotten  and  darted, 
All  faineth  he  in  lust  that  he  sojourneth, 
And  all  his  chere  and  speech  also  he  bourneth, 
And  aie  of  Loves  servaunts  every  while 
Him  selfe  to  wrie,  at  hem  he  gan  to  smile, 

And  saied,  "  Lord,  so  they  live  all  in  lust 
Ye  lovers,  for  the  cunningest  of  you, 
That  servcth  most  ententifelich  and  best 
Him  tite  as  often  harme  thereof  as  prow, 
Your  hire  is  quit  ayen,  ye,  God  wote  how, 
Not  wele  for  wele,  but  scorne  for  good  servise, 
In  faith  your  order  is  ruled  in  good  wise. 
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"  In  no  certaine  been  your  obaervauncea, 
But  it  onely  a  sely  few  points  be, 
Ne  nothing  asketh  so  great  attendaunces, 
As  doth  your  laie,  and  that  know  all  ye  : 
But  that  is  not  the  worst,  as  mote  I  the, 
But  told  I  you  the  worst  point,  I  leve, 
All  sayd  I  sooth,  ye  woulden  at  me  greve. 

"  But  take  this :  that  ye  lovers  oft  eschew, 

Or  else  done  of  good  entention, 

Full  oft  thy  ladie  woll  it  misse  constrew, 

And  deeme  it  harme  in  her  opinion, 

And  yet  if  she  for  other  encheson 

Be  wroth,  than  shalt  thou  have  a  groin  anon  : 

Lord,  well  is  him  that  may  been  of  you  one." 

But  for  all  this,  whan  that  he  seeth  his  time 
He  held  his  peace,  none  other  bote  him  gained, 
For  Love  began  his  feathers  so  to  lime, 
That  well  unneth  unto  his  folke  he  fained, 
That  other  busie  needes  him  distrained,  ^ 
So  woe  was  him,  that  what  to  done  he  n'ist, 
But  bad  his  folke  to  gon  where  as  hem  list 

And  whan  that  he  in  chamber  was  alone, 
He  doune  upon  his  beddes  feet  him  set, 
And  first  he  gan  to  Bike,  and  eft  to  grone, 
And  thought  aie  on  her  so  withouten  let. 
That  as  he  sate  and  woke,  his  spirit  met 
That  he  her  saw  and  temple,  and  all  the  wise 
Right  of  her  looke,  and  gan  it  new  a  vise. 

Thus  gan  he  make  a  mirrour  of  his  mind, 
In  which  he  saw  all  wholy  her  figure, 
And  that  he  well  coud  in  his  herte  find 
It  was  to  him  a  right  good  aventure 
To  love  such  one,  and  if  he  did  his  cure 
To  serven  her,  yet  might  he  fall  in  grace, 
Or  else,  for  one  of  her  servantes  pace. 

Imagining,  that  travaile  nor  grame 
Ne  might  for  so  goodly  one  be  lorne 
As  she,  ne  him  for  his  desire  no  shame 
All  were  it  wist,  but  in  prise  and  up  borne 
Of  all  lovers,  well  more  than  beforne. 
Thus  argumented  he,  in  his  ginning, 
Full  unaviscd  of  his  wo  comming. 

Thus  took  he  purpose  Loves  craft  to  sewe 

And  thought  he  would  worken  privily 

First  for  to  hide  his  desire  in  me  we 

From  everie  wight  iborne,  all  overly, 

But  he  might  ought  recovered  been  thereby, 

Remembring  him,  that  love  too  wide  yblowe 

Yelte  bitter  fruite,  though  sweet  seed  be  sowe. 

And  over  all  this,  full  mokell  more  he  thought 
What  for  to  speake,  and  what  to  holden  inne 
And  what  to  arten,  er  to  love  he  sought, 
And  on  a  song  anone  right  to  beginne, 
And  gan  loudc  on  his  sorrow  for  to  winne  : 
For  with  good  hope  he  gan  fully  assent, 
Creseide  for  to  love,  and  nought  repent 

And  of  his  song  not  onely  his  sentence, 
As  write  mine  authour  called  Lolius, 
But  plainely  save  our  tongues  difference, 
I  dare  well  say,  in  all  that  Troilus 
Saved  in  his  song,  lo  every  word  right  thus, 
As  I  shall  saine,  and  who  so  list  it  heare 
Lo  this  next  verse,  he  may  it  finde  there. 


THE  SONG  OF  TROILVS. 

"  If  no  love  is,  O  God,  what  feele  I  so  ! 

And  if  love  is,  what  thing  and  which  is  he  f 

If  love  be  good,  from  whence  cometh  my  wo  1 

If  it  be  wicke,  a  wonder  thinketh  me, 

Whan  every  torment  and  adversite 

That  cometh  of  him,  may  to  me  savory  think : 

For  aie  thurst  I  the  more  that  iche  it  drinke.  , 

«  And  if  that  at  mine  owne  Inst  I  brenne, 
From  whence  cometh  my  wailing  and  my  plaint : 
If  harme  agree  me,  whereto  plaine  I  thenne, 
I  n'ot,  ne  why  unwery  that  I  feint. 
O  quicke  death,  o  sweete  harme  so  queint, 
How  may  of  thee  in  me  be  such  quantite, 
I  But  if  that  I  consent  that  it  so  be ! 

1  "  And  if  that  I  consent,  I  wrongfully 
Complaine  ywis :  thus  possed  to  and  fro, 
All  Bterelesse  within  a  bote  am  I 
Amidde  the  sea,  atwixen  windes  two, 

i  That  in  contrary  stonden  ever  ma 

1  Alas,  what  is  this  wonder  maladie  1 

.  For  heat  of  cold,  for  cold  of  heat  I  die." 

And  to  the  god  of  love  thus  sayed  he 
•  With  pitous  voice,  u  0  lord,  now  yours  is 

My  spirite,  which  that  oughten  yours  to  be, 
I  You  tliank  I,  lord,  that  ban  me  brought  to  this :  | 

But  whether  goddesse  or  woman  ywis 

She  be,  I  n'ot,  which  that  ye  do  me  serve, 
|  But  as  her  man  I  woll  aie  live  and  sterve. 

I  "  Ye  stonden  in  her  eyen  mightily, 

I  As  in  a  place  to  your  vertue  digne  : 

I  Wherefore,  lord,  if  my  servise  or  I 
May  liken  you,  so  beth  to  me  benigne, 
For  mine  estate  royall  here  I  resigne 

|  Into  her  honde,  and  with  full  humble  cheer, 
Become  her  man,  as  to  my  lady  deer." 

In  him  ne  deigned  sparen  blood  royall 

The  fire  of  love  wherefro  God  me  blesse, 

Ne  him  forbare  in  no  degree,  for  all 
I  His  vertue,  or  his  excellent  prowesse, 
j  But  held  him  as  his  thrall  lowe  in  distresse, 
'  And  brend  him  so  in  sundry  wise  aie  newe, 

That  sixty  times  a  day  he  lost  his  hewe. 

So  mochell  day  fro  day  his  owne  thought 
For  lust  to  her  gan  quicken  and  encrease, 
That  everiche  other  charge  he  set  at  nought, 
j  Forthy  full  oft,  his  hot  fire  to  cease, 
To  seen  her  goodly  looke  he  gan  to  prease, 
For  thereby  to  ben  eased  well  he  wend, 
And  aie  the  nere  he  was,  the  more  he  brend. 

For  aie  the  nere  the  fire  the  hotter  is, 
This  (trow  I)  knoweth  all  this  companie : 
But  were  he  ferre  or  nere,  I  dare  say  this, 
By  night  or  day,  for  wisedome  or  follie, 
His  herte,  which  that  is  his  brestes  eie, 
Was  aie  on  her,  that  fairer  was  to  scene 
Than  ever  was  Heleine,  or  PolLxene. 

Eke  of  the  day  there  passed  not  an  hour, 
That  to  himselfe  a  thousand  times  he  sayd, 
"  God  goodly,  to  whome  I  serve  and  labour 
As  I  best  can,  now  would  to  God  Creseide 
Ye  woulden  on  me  rue,  er  that  I  deide  : 
My  dere  herte  alas,  mine  hele  and  my  hew, 
And  life  is  lost,  but  ye  woll  on  me  rew." 
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r  d redes  weren  from  him  fled, 

th'assiege,  and  his  sa  vat  ion, 

esire  none  other  formes  bred, 

uinents  to  his  conclusion, 

e  on  him  would  have  compassion 

to  ben  her  man,  while  he  may  dure, 

his  life,  and  from  his  death  his  cure. 

rpe  showers  fell  of  armes  preve 
ector  or  his  other  brethren  didden 
e  him  oncly  therefore  oi;es  meve, 
;  was  he,  where  so  men  went  or  ridden, 
me  the  best,  and  lengest  time  abiden 
■erill  was,  and  eke  did  such  travaile 
is,  that  to  thinke  it  was  a  marvaile. 

none  hate  he  to  the  Greek es  had, 

for  the  rescous  of  the  toun, 

e  him  thus  in  armes  for  to  mad, 

ly  lo,  for  this  conclusioun, 

i  her  the  bet  for  his  renoun  : 
to  day  in  armes  so  he  sped, 
the  Greekes  as  the  death  him  dred. 

this  forth  tho  reft  him  love  his  slepe 
de  his  meate  his  foe,  and  eke  his  sorrow 
Itiply,  that  who  so  tooke  keepe, 
«d  in  his  hew  both  even  and  morow  : 
re  a  title  he  gan  him  for  to  borow 
r  sickenesse,  least  men  of  him  wend 
5  hot  fire  of  love  him  brend. 

d  he  had  a  fever,  and  fared  amis, 
•e  it  certaine  I  cannot  sey 
lis  lady  understood  not  this 
;d  her  she  n'ist,  one  of  the  twey  : 
1  rede  I,  that  by  no  manner  wey 
led  it  that  she  on  him  rough t, 
is  paine,  what  so  ever  he  thought. 

n  felt  this  Troilus  suche  wo 
was  welnigh  wood,  for  aie  bis  drede 

that  she  some  wight  loved  so, 
ver  of  him  she  would  han  take  heed  : 
ch  him  thought  he  felt  his  herte  bleed, 
is  woe  ne  durst  he  nought  begin 
n  her,  for  all  this  world  to  win. 

m  he  had  a  space  left  from  his  care, 
himselfe  full  oft  he  gan  to  plain e  : 
l»  "  O  foole,  now  art  thou  in  the  snare, 
tilooi  japedest  at  lovers  pain  : 
;  thou  hent,  now  gnaw  thine  owne  chain  ; 
ert  aie  woned  ech  lover  reprehend 

I  fro  which  thou  canst  not  thee  defend. 

woll  now  every  lover  saine  of  thee, 
be  wist  I    But  ever  in  thine  absence 
a  in  scorn,  and  saine,  lo  there  goeth  he 
the  man  of  greate  sapience, 
Id  us  lovers  least  in  reverence  : 
inked  be  God,  he  may  gon  on  that  daunce 

that  Love  list  feebly  avaunce. 

,  thou  uofall  Troilus,  God  would, 
ou  must  loven,  through  thy  destine) 
ou  beset  wer  of  soch  one,  that  should 

II  thy  wo,  all  lacked  her  pitee  : 
too  cold  in  love  towards  thee 
ie  is,  as  frost  in  winter  Moone, 
>u  fordo,  as  snow  in  fire  is  soone. 


"  God  would  I  were  arrived  in  the  port 
Of  death,  to  which  my  so  row  woll  me  lede  : 
Ah  lord,  to  me  it  were  a  great  comfort. 
Than  were  I  quite  of  languishing  in  drede : 
For  by  my  hidde  sorrow  iblowe  in  brede, 
I  shall  bejaped  been  a  thousand  time, 
More  than  that  foole,  of  whose  folly  men  rime. 

"  But  now  help  God,  and  ye  my  sweet,  for  whom 
I  plaine,  ycaught  ye  never  wight  so  fast : 
0  mercie,  deare  herte,  and  helpe  me  from 
The  death,  for  I,  while  that  my  life  may  last, 
More  than  my  selfe  woll  love  you  to  my  last, 
And  with  some  frendly  look  gladeth  me  swete, 
Though  never  more  thing  ye  to  me  behete." 

These  wordes,  and  full  many  another  mo 
He  spake,  and  called  ever  in  his  compleint 
Her  name,  for  to  tellen  her  his  wo, 
Til  nigh  that  he  in  salte  teares  was  dreint, 
All  was  for  nought,  she  heard  nat  his  pleint : 
And  whan  that  he  bethought  on  that  follie, 
A  thousand  fold  his  woe  gan  multiplie. 

Bewailing  in  his  chamber  thus  alone, 
A  friend  of  his,  that  called  was  Pan  dare, 
Came  ones  in  unware,  and  heard  him  grone, 
And  saw  his  friend  in  such  distresse  and  care : 
"  Alas,"  (quod  he)  "  who  causeth  all  this  fare  ! 
O  mercy  God,  what  unhappe  may  this  mene  ? 
Han  now  thus  sone  the  Greeks  made  you  lene  f 

«  Or  hast  thou  some  remorse  of  conscience ! 
And  art  now  fall  in  some  devotion, 
And  wailest  for  thy  sinne  and  thine  offence, 
And  hast  for  ferde  caught  contrition  t 
God  save  hem,  that  besieged  han  our  toun, 
That  so  can  laie  our  jollitie  on  presse, 
And  bring  our  lustie  folke  to  holynesse." 

These  wordes  said  he  for  the  nones  all, 

That  with  such  thing  he  might  him  angry  maken, 

And  with  his  anger  done  his  sorrow  fall, 

As  for  a  time,  and  his  courage  awaken  : 

But  well  wist  he,  as  far  as  tongues  speaken, 

Ther  nas  a  man  of  greater  hardinesse 

Than  he,  ne  more  desired  worthinesse. 

w  What  cas,"  (quod  Troilus)  u  or  what  a  venture 
Hath  guided  tnee  to  seen  me  languishing, 
That  am  refuse  of  everie  creature  ! 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  at  me  praying 
Goe  hence  away,  for  certes  my  dying 
Woll  thee  disease,  and  1  mote  nedes  deie, 
Therefore  goe  way,  there  n'is  no  more  to  seie. 

"  Bu'.  if  thou  wene,  I  be  thus  sick  for  drede, 
It  is  not  so,  and  therefore  scorne  nought : 
There  is  an  other  thing  I  take  of  hede, 
Welmore  than  ought  the  Grekes  han  yet  wrought, 
Which  cause  is  of  my  deth  for  sorow  and  thought : 
But  though  that  I  now  tell  it  thee  ne  lest, 
Be  thou  not  wroth,  1  hide  it  for  the  best." 

This  Pandare,  that  nigh  malt  for  wo  and  ronth, 
Full  often  saved,  "  Alas,  what  may  this  be  t 
Now  friend,"  (quod  he)  u  if  ever  love  or  trouth 
Hath  been  er  this  betwixen  thee  and  me, 
Ne  doe  thou  never  such  a  cruelte, 
To  hiden  fro  thy  friend  so  great  a  care, 
Wost  thou  not  well  that  I  am  Pandaro  t 
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"  I  woll  parten  with  thee  all  thy  paine, 

If  it  so  be  I  doe  thee  no  comfort, 

As  it  is  friendes  right,  sooth  for  to  saine, 

To  enterparten  woe,  as  glad  disport 

I  have  and  shall,  for  true  or  false  report, 

In  wrong  and  right  yloved  thee  all  my  live, 

Hide  not  thy  woe  fro  me,  but  tell  it  blive." 

Than  gan  this  sorrowfull  Troilus  to  sike, 
And  sayd  him  thus,  "  God  leve  it  be  my  best 
To  tellen  thee,  for  sith  it  may  thee  like, 
Yet  woll  I  tell  it,  though  my  herte  brest, 
And  well  wote  I,  thou  maiest  do  me  no  rest, 
But  least  thou  deeme  I  trust  not  to  thee 
Now  hearko  friend,  for  thus  it  stant  with  me. 

"  Love,  ayenst  the  which  who  so  defendeth 
Him  selven  most,  him  alderlest  availeth, 
Wit  dispaire  so  sorrowfully  me  offendeth 
That  straight  unto  the  death  my  herte  faileth  : 
Thereto  desire,  so  brenningly  me  assaileth, 
That  to  been  slaine,  it  were  a  greaterjoy 
To  me,  than  king  of  Grece  be  and  of  Troy, 

"  Suffiseth  this,  my  full  friende  Pandare, 
That  I  have  said,  for  now  wo  test  thou  my  wo : 
And  for  the  love  of  God  my  colde  care 
So  hide  it  well,  I  told  it  never  to  mo : 
For  harmes  mighten  followen  mo  than  two 
If  it  were  wist,  but  be  thou  in  eladnesse, 
And  let  me  sterve  unknowne  of  my  distresse." 

"  How  hast  thou  thus  unkindly  and  long 
Hid  this  fro  me,  thou  fool ! "  (quod  Pandarus) 
"  Peraventure  thou  maist  after  such  one  long, 
That  mine  avise  anone  may  helpen  us 
"This  were  a  wonder  thing,"  (quod  Troilus) 
u  Thou  couldest  never  in  love  thy  selfen  wisse, 
How  divell  maiest  thou  bringen  me  to  blisse  ! " 

«  Ye  Troilus,  now  hearken,"  (quod  Pandare) 
"  Though  I  be  nice,  it  happeth  often  so, 
That  one  that  of  axes  doeth  full  evil  fare, 
By  good  counsail  can  keep  his  frend  tlier  fro  : 
I  have  my  sclfe  seen  a  blinde  man  go 
There  as  he  fell,  that  could  looken  wide, 
A  foole  may  eke  a  wise  man  oft  guide. 

"  A  whetstone  is  no  carving  instrument, 

But  yet  it  maketh  sharpe  kerving  tolis, 

And  after  thou  wost  that  I  have  aught  mis  went, 

Eschue  thou  that,  for  such  thing  to  schole  is, 

Thus  often  wise  men  bewaren  by  foolis  : 

If  thou  so  doe,  thy  wit  is  well  bewared, 

By  his  contrarie  is  everie  thing  declared. 

u  For  how  might  ever  sweetnesse  have  be  kr.ow 
To  him,  that  never  tasted  bitternesse ! 
No  raanne  wot  what  gladnesse  is  I  trow, 
That  never  was  in  sorrow,  or  some  distresse  : 
Eke  white  by  blacke,  by  shame  eke  worthines, 
Each  set  by  other,  more  for  other  seemcth, 
As  men  may  seen,  and  so  the  wise  it  deemeth. 

"  Sith  thus  of  two  contraries  is  o  lore, 
I  that  have  in  love  so  oft  assayed 
Grevaunces,  ought  connen  well  the  more 
Counsailen  thee  of  that  thou  art  dismayed, 
And  eke  the  ne  ought  not  been  evill  apaied, 
Though  I  desire  with  thee  for  to  beare 
Thine  heavie  charge,  it  shall  thee  lasse  deare. 


"  I  wote  well  that  it  fared  thus  by  me, 

As  to  thy  brother  Paris,  an  hierdesse, 

Which  that  ycleped  was  Oenone, 

Wrote  in  a  complaint  of  her  heavinesee : 

Ye  saw  the  letter  that  she  wrote  I  gesse," 

u  Nay  never  yet  ywis,"  (quod  Troilus.) 

«  Now"  (quod  Pandare)  «  hearkeneth ,  it  was  thus: 

u  '  Phebus,  that  first  found  art  of  medicine/ 
(Quod  she)  4  and  coud  in  everie  wightes  care 
Remedie  and  rede,  by  herbes  he  knew  fine, 
Yet  to  himselfe  his  cunning  was  full  bare, 
For  love  had  him  so  bounden  in  a  snare, 
All  for  the  daughter  of  king  Admete, 
That  all  his  craft  ne  coud  his  sorrow  bete.' 

"  Right  so  fare  I,  unhappie  for  me, 
I  love  one  best,  and  that  me  sraerteth  sore  : 
And  yet  peradventure  can  I  reden  thee 
And  nat  my  selfe :  reprove  me  no  more, 
I  have  no  cause  I  wote  well  for  to  sore, 
•  As  doeth  an  hauke,  that  listeth  for  to  play, 
But  to  thine  helpe,  yet  somewhat  can  I  say. 

"  And  of  o  thing,  right  siker  mayest  thou  be, 
That  certaine  for  to  dyen  in  the  paine 
That  I  shall  never  mo  discover  thee, 
Ne  by  my  trouth,  I  keepe  nat  to  restraine 
Thee  fro  thy  love,  although  it  were  Heilcine, 
That  is  thy  brothers  wife,  if  iche  it  wist, 
Be  what  she  be,  and  love  her  as  thee  list. 

u  Therefore  as  friendfullich  in  me  assure. 
And  tell  me  platte,  what  is  thine  encheson, 
And  finall  cause  of  woe,  that  ye  endure : 
For  doubteth  nothing,  mine  entention 
Nas  not  to  you  of  reprehension 
To  speake,  as  now,  for  no  wight  may  berevc 
A  man  to  love,  till  that  him  list  to  leve. 

"  And  weteth  well,  that  both  too  been  vicis, 

Mistrusten  all,  or  else  all  beleve  : 

But  well  I  wote,  the  meane  of  it  no  vice  is, 

As  for  to  trusten  some  wight  is  a  preve 

Of  trouth,  and  forthy  would  I  faine  remeve 

Thy  wrong  conceit,  and  do  the  some  wight  trust 

Thy  woe  to  tell :  and  tell  me  if  thou  lust 

|  "  The  wise  eke  sayth,  woe  him  that  is  alone, 
I  For  and  he  fall,  he  hath  none  helpe  to  rise : 
I  And  sith  thou  hast  a  fellow,  tell  thy  mone, 
For  this  n'is  nought  certaine  the  next  wise 
To  winnen  love,  as  teachen  us  the  wise, 
To  wallow  and  weep,  as  Niobe  the  queeoe, 
Whose  teares  yet  in  marble  been  yseene. 

"  Let  be  thy  weeping,  and  thy  drerinesse, 
And  let  us  lesen  woe  with  other  speech, 
So  may  thy  wofull  time  seeme  the  lease ; 
Delighte  nought  in  woe,  thy  woe  to  seech, 
As  doen  these  fooles,  that  hir  sorrowes  eche 
With  sorrowe,  whan  they  han  misaventure, 
And  lusten  nought  to  sechen  other  cure. 

"  Men  saine,  to  wretch  is  consolation 
To  have  another  fellow  in  his  paine: 
That  ought  well  been  our  opinion, 
For  bothe  thou  and  I  of  love  doe  plaine, 
So  full  of  sorrow  am  I,  sooth  to  saine, 
That  certainly,  as  now  no  more  hard  grace 
May  sit  on  me,  for  why,  there  is  no  space. 
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well,  thou  art  nought  agast  of  me, 

ould  of  thy  ladie  thee  beguile : 

t  thy  selfe,  whom  that  I  love  parde 

can,  gone  aithen  longe  while, 

n  thou  wost,  1  doe  it  for  no  wile, 

[  am  he,  that  thou  trusteth  most, 

>mwhaty  since  all  ray  woe  thou  wost." 

is,  for  all  this  no  word  said, 
le  hue  still,  as  he  dead  were, 

this,  with  siking  he  abraid, 
mdarus  voice  he  lent  his  eare, 
s  eyen  cast  he  :  and  than  in  feare 
larus  least  that  in  frenseye, 

either  fall  or  else  soone  deye. 

"  Awake,"  full  wonderlich  and  sharpe, 

imbrest  thou,  as  in  a  litargie ! 

u  like  an  asse  to  the  harpe, 

?th  sound,  whan  men  the  stringes  ply, 

mind,  of  that  no  melodie 

him  to  gladen,  for  that  he 

in  his  bestialite  1" 

this  Pan  dare  of  his  wordes  stent : 
is  to  him  nothing  answerde, 
o  tell  was  nought  his  entent 
10  man,  for  whome  that  he  so  ferde : 
ivd,  men  ma  ken  oft  a  yerde 
h  the  maker  is  himselfe  ybeten 
manner,  as  these  wise  men  t  re  ten. 

liche  in  his  counsaile  telling, 
leth  love,  that  ought  been  secre  : 
iselfe  it  woll  inough  out  spring 
.  it  the  bet  governed  be. 
ime  it  is  craft  to  seeme  flee 
which  in  effect  men  hunten  fast : 
n  Troilus  in  his  herte  cast. 

es,  whan  he  had  heard  him  crie, 
gan,  and  sike  wonder  sore : 
M  My  friende,  though  that  I  still  He, 
eefe,  now  peace  and  crie  no  more  : 
?  heard  thy  wordes  and  thy  lore, 
me  my  fortune  to  bewailen, 
overbes  may  nought  me  avail*  n. 

t  cure  canst  thou  none  for  me, 
not  been  cured,  I  woll  die  : 
w  I  of  the  queene  Niobe  1 
le  old  ensamples,  I  thee  prey." 
1,"  (quod  Pandarus)  "  therfore  I  sey, 
light  of  fooles  to  beweepe 
ut  to  seeken  bote  they  ne  keepe. 

•w  I  that  reason  in  thee  faileth  : 

i,  if  I  wiste  what  she  were 

c  that  thee  all  misaventure  ailcth, 

u  that  I  told  it  in  her  eare 

ith  thou  darst  not  thy  self  for  fear, 

^sought  on  thee  to  han  some  routh  ?" 

•,"(quod  he) u  by  God  and  by  my  trouth." 

t>t  as  busily"  (quod  Pandarus) 

h  mine  owne  life  lay  in  this  neod  !  " 

parde,  sir,"  (quod  this  TroihiM.) 

? " — u  For  that  thou  should*  Ht  never 

*i.~ 

m  that  well  ?" — "  Ye,  that  is  out  of 
>d," 


(Quod  Troilus)  u  for  all  that  ever  ye  oonne, 
She  woll  to  no  such  wretch  as  I  be  wonne." 

(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Alas  what  may  this  be, 
That  thou  dispaired  art,  thus  causelease  ! 
What,  liveth  nat  thy  ladie,  benedicite  f 
How  wost  thou  so,  that  thou  art  gracelesse  ! 
Such  evill  is  not  alway  botelesse  : 
Why,  put  not  thus  impossible  thy  cure, 
Sith  thing  to  come  is  oft  in  aventure. 

"  I  graunt  weil  that  thou  endurest  wo, 
As  sharpe  as  doth  he  Tesiphus  in  Hell, 
Whose  stomacke  foules  tiren  evermo, 
That  highten  vultures,  as  bookes  tell : 
But  I  may  not  endure  that  thou  dwell 
In  so  unskilfull  an  opinion, 
That  of  thy  woe  n'is  no  curation. 

"  But  ones  n'ill  thou,  for  thy  coward  herte, 
And  for  thine  yre,  and  foolish  wilfulness**, 
For  wan  trust  tellen  of  thy  sorrowes  smert, 
Ne  to  thine  owne  helpe  do  businesse, 
As  much  as  speake  a  word,  yea  more  or  lease, 
But  lyest  as  he  that  of  life  nothing  retch, 
What  woman  living  coud  love  such  a  wretch  f 

u  Wfhat  may  she  demen  other  of  thy  death, 

If  thou  thus  die,  and  she  n'ot  why  it  is, 

But  that  for  feare,  is  yolden  up  thy  breath, 

For  Greekes  han  besieged  us  ywis ! 

Lord,  which  a  thank  shalt  thou  have  than  of  this 

Thus  woll  she  saine,  and  all  the  toun  atones, 

The  wretch  is  deed,  the  dive]  have  his  bones. 

u  Thou  raayest  alone  here  weepe,  cry,  and  knele, 
And  love  a  woman  that  she  wote  it  nought, 
And  she  will  quite  it  that  thou  shalt  not  feel : 
Unknow  unkist,  and  lost  that  is  unsought. 
What,  many  a  man  hath  love  full  dere  ybought 
Twentie  winter  that  his  ladie  ne  wist. 
That  never  yet  his  ladies  mouth  he  kist, 

"  What,  should  he  therfore  fallen  in  dispair  f 

Or  be  recreaunt  for  his  owne  tene, 

Or  slaine  himselfe,  all  be  his  ladie  faire  t 

Nay,  nay  :  but  ever  in  one  be  fresh  and  green. 

To  serve  and  love  his  dere  hertes  queen, 

And  thinke  it  is  a  guerdone  her  to  serve 

A  thousand  part  more  than  he  can  deserve." 

And  of  that  worde  tooke  heede  Troilus, 
And  thought  anon,  what  folly  he  was  in, 
And  how  that  sooth  him  sayed  Pandarus, 
That  for  to  slaien  himselfe,  might  he  not  win, 
But  both  docn  unmanhood  and  a  sin 
And  of  his  death  his  ladie  nought  to  wite, 
For  of  his  woe,  God  wote  she  knew  full  lite. 

And  with  that  thought,  he  gan  full  sore  sike, 
And  8ayd,  "  Alas,  what  is  me  best  to  doe  P 
To  whome  Pandare  sayed,  <*  If  thee  it  lik«, 
The  lx*t  is,  that  thou  telle  me  thy  woe, 
And  have  my  trouth,  but  if  thou  finde  it  so 
I  be  thy  boote,  or  it  been  full  long, 
To  peeces  doe  me  drawe,  and  si  then  hong." 

«  Yea,  so  sayest  thou/'  (quod  Troilus)  aalas, 
But  God  wote  it  is  nought  the  rather  so  : 
Full  hard  it  were  to  helpen  in  this  caas, 
For  well  fiude  I,  that  Fortune  is  my  fo  : 
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Ne  all  the  men  that  ride  con  or  go, 

May  of  her  cruell  whele  the  harme  withstand, 

For  as  her  list,  she  playeth  with  free  and  bond." 

(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Than  blamest  thou  Fortune, 
For  thou  art  wroth,  ye  now  at  eitrot  I  see, 
Wost  thou  not  well  that  Fortun  is  commune 
To  everie  manner  wight  in  some  degree  1 
And  yet  thou  hast  this  comfort,  lo  parde, 
That  as  her  joyes  moten  overgone, 
So  mote  her  sorrowes  passen  everichone. 

"  For  if  her  whele  stint  any  thing  to  tourne, 
Than  cesseth  she  Fortune  anone  to  be  : 
Now  sith  her  whele  by  no  way  may  sojourn, 
What  wost  thou  of  her  mutabilitie  t 
Whether  as  thy  self  lust  she  woll  don  by  thee, 
Or  that  she  be  nought  ferre  fro  thine  helping, 
Peraventure  thou  hast  cause  for  to  sing. 

"  And  therfore  wost  thou  what  I  thee  beseech  1 

Let  be  thy  woe,  and  tourning  to  the  ground  : 

For  who  so  list  have  healing  of  his  leech, 

To  him  behooveth  first  unwrie  his  wound  : 

To  Cerberus  in  Hell  aie  be  I  bound, 

Wer  it  for  my  suster  all  thy  sorrow, 

By  my  will  she  should  be  thine  to  morrow. 

"  Looke  up,  I  say,  and  tell  me  what  she  is 

Anone,  that  I  may  gone  about  thy  need  : 

Know  ich  her  aught,  for  my  love  tell  me  this  ; 

Than  would  I  hope  rather  for  to  speed." 

Tho  gan  the  veine  of  Troilus  to  bleed, 

For  he  was  hit,  and  woxe  all  redde  for  shame, 

"  Aha,*'  (quod  Pandare)  "here  beginneth  game." 

And  with  that  word,  he  gan  him  for  to  shake, 

And  sayd  him  thus,  u  Thou  shalt  her  name  tell :" 

But  tho  gan  sely  Troilus  for  to  quake, 

As  though  men  should  han  had  him  into  Hell, 

And  saved,  "  Alas,  of  all  my  woe  the  well, 

Than  is  my  sweete  foe  called  Creseide," 

And  well  nigh  with  that  word  for  feare  he  deide. 

And  whan  that  Pandare  herd  her  name  neven, 
Lord,  he  was  glad,  and  saied,  "  Friend  so  deere, 
Now  fare  a  right,  for  Joves  name  in  Heaven, 
Love  hath  beset  thee  well,  be  of  good  cheere, 
For  of  good  name,  and  wisdom,  and  manere 
She  hath  inough,  and  eke  of  gentlenesse  : 
If  she  be  faire,  thou  wost  thy  selfe,  I  gesso. 

"  Ne  never  seie  I  a  more  bounteous 

Of  her  estate,  ne  a  gladder  :  ne  of  speech 

A  friend  Iyer,  ne  more  gracious 

For  to  doe  well,  ne  lasse  had  ned  to  seech 

What  for  to  doen,  and  all  this  bet  to  ech 

In  honour  to  as  farre  as  she  may  stretch : 

A  kinges  herte  seemeth  by  hers  a  wretch. 

"  And  forthy,  look  of  good  comfort  thou  be  : 
For  crrtainely  the  first  point  is  this 
Of  noble  courage,  and  well  ordaine  the 
A  man  to  have  peace  with  himselfe  ywis  : 
So  oughtest  thou,  for  nought  but  good  it  is, 
To  loven  well,  and  in  a  worthy  place, 
Thee  ought  not  clepe  it  happe,  but  grace. 

"  And  also  thinke,  and  therewith  glad  thee, 

That  sith  the  ladie  vertuous  is  all, 

So  folio weth  it,  that  there  is  some  pitee 


Amonges  all  these  other  in  generall, 
Aud  for  they  see  that  thou  in  speciall 
Require  nought,  that  is  ayen  her  name, 
For  vertue  stretcheth  not  himself  to  shame. 

"  But  well  is  me,  that  ever  I  was  born, 
That  thou  beset  art  in  so  good  a  place  : 
For  by  my  trouth  in  love  I  durst  hare  sworn, 
Thee  should  never  have  tidde  so  fair  a  grace, 
And  wost  thou  why  f  for  thou  were  wont  to  cam 
At  Love  in  scorne,  and  for  dispite  him  call 
Saint  ldiote,  lord  of  these  fooles  alL 

«  How  often  hast  thou  made  thy  nice  japes, 
And  saied,  that  Loves  servaunts  everichone 
Of  nicete  ben  verie  goddes  apes, 
And  some  would  monche  hir  meat  all  alone, 
Ligging  a  bed,  and  make  hem  for  to  groue, 
And  some  thou  saidest  had  a  blaunch  fevere, 
And  praidest  God,  they  should  never  kevere. 

«  And  some  of  hem  took  on  hem  for  the  cold, 
More  than  inough,  so  saydest  thou  full  oft  ; 
And  some  han  fained  oft  time  and  told, 
How  that  they  waken,  whan  they  sleepe  soft, 
And  thus  they  would  have  set  hem  self  a  loft, 
And  nathelesse  were  under  at  the  last, 
Thus  saydest  thou,  and  japedest  full  fast. 

"  Yet  saydest  thou,  that  for  the  more  part 
These  lovers  would  speake  in  generall, 
And  thoughten  it  was  a  Biker  arty 
For  failing,  for  to  assayen  over  all : 
Now  may  I  jape  of  thee,  if  that  I  shall ; 
But  nathelesse,  though  that  I  should  deie, 
Thou  art  none  of  tho,  I  dare  well  seie. 

"  Now  bete  thy  brest,  and  say  to  god  of  love, 
'  Thy  grace,  lord,  for  now  I  me  repent 
If  I  misspake,  for  now  my  selfe,  I  love  : ' 
Thus  say  with  all  thine  herte,  in  good  enttnt." 
(Quod  Troilus)  "  Ah  lord,  1  me  consent, 
And  pray  to  thee,  my  japes  thou  foryeve, 
And  I  shall  never  more  while  I  live.** 

"Thou  sayst  wel,"  (quod  Pandare)  "and  now  I  hop* 
That  thou  the  goddes  wrath  hast  all  appeased : 
And  sith  thou  hast  wepten  many  a  drop, 
And  saied  such  thing  wherwith  thy  god  is  plesedi 
Now  would  never  god,  but  thou  were  eased : 
And  think  well  she,  of  whom  rest  all  thy  wo, 
Here  after  may  thy  comfort  been  also. 

"  For  thilke  ground,  that  beareth  the  weden  wick, 

Beareth  eke  these  holsome  herbes,  as  full  oft 

Next  the  foule  nettle,  rough  and  thick, 

The  rose  wexcth,  soote,  smooth,  and  softy 

And  next  the  valey  is  the  hill  a  loft, 

And  next  the  derke  night  the  glad  morowe, 

And  also  joy  is  next  the  fine  of  sorrow. 

"  Now  looke  that  attempre  be  thy  bridell, 
And  for  the  best  aie  suffer  to  the  tide, 
Or  else  all  our  labour  is  on  jdell, 
He  hasteth  well,  that  wisely  can  abide  : 
Be  diligent  and  true,  and  aie  well  hide, 
Be  lustie,  free,  persever  in  thy  servise, 
And  all  is  well,  if  thou  worke  in  this  wise. 

"  But  he  that  departed  is  in  everie  place 
Is  no  where  hole,  ns  writen  clerkes  wfce  : 
What  wonder  is,  if  such  one  have  no  grace ! 
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st  thou  how  it  fareth  of  some  service, 
it  a  tree  or  herbe,  in  sondrie  wise, 
the  morrow  pull  it  up  as  blive, 
der  is,  though  it  may  never  thrive. 

ith  the  god  of  love  hath  thee  bestowed 

e  digne  unto  thy  worthiness©, 

fast,  for  to  good  port  hast  thou  rowed, 

thy  selfe,  for  any  heavinesse, 

lwaie  well,  for  but  if  drerinesse 

••haste  both  our  labour  shend, 

of  this  to  maken  a  good  end. 

vost  thou  why,  I  am  the  lasse  afered 

matter  with  my  nece  to  trete  ! 

s  liave  I  heard  say  of  wise  lered, 

ver  man  or  woman  yet  beyete, 

is  unapt  to  suffer  loves  hete 

11,  or  els  love  of  kind  : 

,  some  grace  I  hope  in  her  to  find. 

or  to  speake  of  her  in  speciall, 
autie  to  bethinken,  and  her  youth, 
er  nought,  to  been  celestiall 
though  that  her  list  bothe  and  kouth  : 
jely  it  sit  her  well  right  nouth 
hy  knight  to  loven  and  cherice, 
it  she  doe,  I  hold  it  for  a  vice. 

•efore  I  am,  and  woll  be  aye  ready 
te  me  to  doe  you  this  service, 
th  you  to  please,  this  hope  I 
fter,  for  that  ye  been  both  wise, 
n  counsaile  keepe  in  such  a  wise, 
>  man  shall  the  wiser  of  it  bee, 
we  maie  ben  gladded  all  three, 

yy  my  trouth  I  have  right  now  of  thee 
conceit,  in  my  wit  as  I  gesse  : 
bat  it  is,  I  woll  now  that  thou  see, 
e  that  sith  Love  of  his  goodness© 
tee  converted  out  of  wickednesse, 
iou  shalt  been  the  beste  post,  I  leve, 
lis  lay,  and  most  his  foes  grove. 

iiple  why,  see  now  these  great  clerkes, 

*ren  aldermost  ayen  a  law, 

•11  converted  from  hir  wicked  werkes 

i  grace  of  God,  that  lest  hem  to  withdrawe : 

rn  the  folke  that  han  God  most  in  awe, 

rengest  faithed  been,  I  understand, 

n  an  errour  alderbest  witlistond." 

Troilus  had  herd  Pandare  assented 
his  helpe  in  loving  of  Creseide, 
it  of  his  wo,  as  who  saith  untunnented, 
tter  wext  his  love,  and  than  he  said 
ober  chere,  as  though  his  herte  plaid  : 
bl  install  Venus  helpe,  ere  that  I  sterve, 
s  Pan  da  re  I  mow  some  thank  deserve. 

lere  friend,  how  shall  my  wo  be  lesse, 

s  be  done  I  and  good  eke  tell  me  this, 

ilt  thou  saine  of  me  and  my  distresse, 

die  be  wroth,  this  drede  I  most  y  wis, 

1  not  heren  all,  how  it  is, 

s  drede  I,  and  eke  for  the  mane  re 

3  her  Erne,  she  n'ill  no  such  thing  here." 

Pandarus)  "  Thou  hast  a  full  great  care, 
te  chorle  may  fall  out  of  the  Moone  : 


Why,  lord  !  I  hate  of  thee  the  nice  fare. 
Why  entremete  of  that  thou  hast  to  doone 
For  Godes  love,  I  bid  thee  a  boone  : 
So  let  me  alone,  and  it  shall  be  thy  best" 
"  Why  frend"  (quod  he)  "than  done  right  as  thee 
lest 

u  But  herke  Pandare  o  word,  for  I  n'olde, 
That  thou  in  me  wendest  so  great  follie, 
That  to  my  lady  I  desiren  should, 
That  toucbeth  harme,  or  any  villanie  : 
For  dredelesse  me  were  lever  to  die, 
Than  she  of  me  ought  els  understood, 
But  that,  that  might  sownen  into  good." 

Tho  lough  this  Pandarus,  and  anon  answerd  : 
"  And  1  thy  borow,  fie  no  wight  doth  but  so, 
I  raught  not  though  she  stoode  and  herd, 
How  that  thou  saiest,  but  farwell,  I  woll  go  : 
Adieu,  be  glad,  God  speed  us  bothe  two, 
Yeve  me  this  labour  aud  this  businesse, 
And  of  my  speed  be  thine  all  the  sweetnesse." 

Tho  Troilus  gan  doune  on  knees  to  fall, 

And  Pandare  in  his  armes  hent  him  fast, 

And  saide,  "  Now  fie  on  the  Greekes  all : 

Yet  parde,  God  shall  helpen  at  the  last) 

And  dredelesse,  if  that  my  life  may  last, 

And  God  toforne,  lo  some  of  hem  shall  smerte, 

And  yet  me  a  thinkcth  that  this  avaunt  masterte. 

"  And  now  Pandare,  I  can  no  more  say, 
Thou  wise,  thou  wost,  thou  maist,  thou  art  all : 
My  life,  my  death,  hole  in  thine  houd  I  lay, 
Helpe  me  now,"  (quod  he.)  "  Yes  by  my  trouth 
I  shal." 

"  God  yeeld  thee  friend,  and  this  in  speciall  " 
(Quod  Troilus)  "  that  thou  me  recommaund 
To  her  that  may  me  to  the  death  commaund." 

This  Pandarus  tho,  desirous  to  serve 

His  full  frende,  he  said  in  this  manere : 

"  Farewell,  and  thinke  1  woll  thy  thanke  deserve. 

Have  here  my  trouth,  and  that  thou  shalt  here," 

And  went  his  way,  thinking  on  this  mate  re, 

And  how  he  best  might  beseechen  her  of  grace, 

Aud  find  a  time  thereto  and  a  place. 

For  every  wight  that  hath  a  house  to  found, 

He  renneth  nat  the  werke  for  to  begin, 

With  rakel  hond,  but  he  woll  biden  stound 

And  send  his  hertes  line  out  fro  within, 

Alderfirst  his  purpose  for  to  win : 

All  thus  Pandare  in  his  herte  thought, 

And  cast  his  werke  full  wisely  ere  he  wrought. 

But  Troilus  lay  tho  no  lenger  doun, 

But  anone  gat  upon  his  stede  baie, 

And  in  the  field  he  played  the  lioun, 

Wo  was  the  Greek,  that  with  him  met  that  daye  : 

And  in  the  toune,  his  manner  tho  forth  aye 

So  goodly  was,  and  gat  him  so  in  grace, 

That  eche  him  loved  that  looked  in  his  face. 

For  he  became  the  friendliest  wight, 
The  gentilest,  and  eke  the  most  free, 
The  thriftiest,  and  one  the  best  knight 
That  in  his  time  was,  or  els  might  be  : 
Dead  were  his  japes  and  his  cruelte, 
His  high  port  and  his  manner  straunge, 
And  each  of  hem  gan  for  a  vertue  chaonge. 
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Now  let  as  stint  of  Troilus  a  stound, 
That  fareth  like  a  man  that  hurt  is  sore. 
And  is  somedele  of  aking  of  his  wound 
Y  leased  well,  but  healed  no  dele  more  : 
And  as  an  eaaie  patient  the  lore 
Abite  of  him  that  goeth  about  his  cure, 
And  thus  he  driveth  forth  his  aventure. 

KXPUCtT  LIBKR  PRIHTO. 


PROEME. 

B.  II.  V.  1—109. 
Out  of  these  black  wawes  let  us  for  to  saile, 
O  winde,  now  the  weather  ginneth  clere  : 
For  in  the  sea  the  boate  hath  such  travaile 
Of  my  conning,  that  unneth  I  it  stere  : 
This  sea  clepe  I  the  teinpestous  matere 
Of  deepe  dispaire,  that  Troilus  was  in  : 
But  now  of  hope  the  kalendes  begin. 

0  lady  mine,  that  called  art  Geo, 

Thou  be  my  spede  fro  this  forth,  and  my  Muse, 
To  rime  well  this  booke  till  I  have  do, 
Me  needeth  here  none  other  art  to  use  : 
For  why,  to  every  lorer  I  me  excuse, 
That  of  no  senteraent  I  this  endite, 
But  out  of  Latine  in  my  tongue  it  write. 

Wherefore  I  n'il  have  neither  thank  ne  blame 
Of  all  this  worke  :  but  pray  you  mekely, 
Disblameth  me,  if  any  word  be  lame, 
For  as  mine  authour  said,  so  say  I : 
Eke  though  I  speake  of  love  unfeelingly, 
No  wonder  is,  for  it  nothing  of  new  is, 
A  blind  man  cannot  judgen  well  in  hewis. 

1  know,  that  in  forme  of  speech  is  change 
Within  a  thousand  yere,  and  wordes  tho 

That  hadden  prise,  now  wonder  nice  and  strange 
'     Thinketh  hem,  and  yet  they  spake  hem  so, 
And  spedde  as  well  in  love,  as  men  now  do  : 
Eke  for  to  winnen  love,  in  sundry  ages, 
In  sondry  londes  sundry  ben  usages. 

And  forthy,  if  it  happe  in  any  wise, 
That  here* be  any  lover  in  this  place, 
That  herkeneth,  as  the  story  woll  devise, 
How  Troilus  came  to  his  ladies  grace, 
And  thinketh,  so  nolde  I  not  love  purchase, 
Or  wondreth  on  his  speech  or  his  doing, 
j     1  not,  but  it  is  to  me  no  wondring  : 

!  For  every  wight,  which  that  to  Rome  went, 

I  Halt  nat  o  patlie,  ne  alway  o  manere  : 

Kke  in  some  lond  were  all  the  gamen  shent, 

:  If  that  men  farde  in  love,  as  men  done  here, 

I  As  thus,  in  open  doing  or  in  chere, 

!  In  visiting,  in  forme,  or  said  our  saws, 

I  Forthy  men  sain,  ech  country  hath  his  laws. 

Kke  ftcarsely  ben  there  in  this  place  three, 
'    That  have  in  love  said  like,  and  done  in  all : 
,    For  to  this  purpose  this  may  liken  thee, 

Atid  thee  right  nought,  yot  all  is  done  or  shall : 
Kke  some  men  grave  in  tre,  som  in  stone  wall, 
As  it  betide,  but  sith  I  have  begonne, 
Mine  authour  shall  I  follow,  as  I  konne. 
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In  May,  that  mother  is  of  moneths  glade, 
That  the  fresh  floures,  both  blew,  white,  and  rede, 
Ben  quick  ayen,  that  winter  dead  made, 
And  full  of  baume  is  fleting  every  mede, 
Whan  Phebus  doth  his  brighte  beames  spred, 
Right  in  the  white  Bole,  it  so  betidde, 
As  I  shall  sing,  on  Mayes  day  the  thridde, 

That  Pandarus,  for  all  his  wise  speach, 
Felt  eke  his  part  of  Loves  shottes  kene, 
That  coud  he  never  so  well  of  loving  preach, 
It  made  his  hew  a  day  full  ofte  grene  : 
So  shope  it,  that  him  fill  that  day  a  tene 
In  love,  for  which  in  wo  to  bed  he  went, 
And  made  ere  it  were  day  full  many  a  went. 

The  swallow  Progne,  with  a  sorrowfull  lay, 
Whan  morrow  come,  gan  make  her  waimenting 
Why  she  forshapen  was  :  and  ever  lay 
Pandare  a  bed,  halfe  in  a  sloinbring, 
Till  she  so  nigh  him  made  her  waimenting, 
How  Tereus  gan  forth  her  Buster  take, 
That  with  the  noise  of  her  he  gan  awake, 

And  to  call,  and  dresse  him  np  to  rise, 
Remembring  him  his  arrand  was  to  done 
From  Troilus,  and  eke  his  great  emprise, 
And  cast,  and  knew  in  good  plite  was  the  Moose 
To  done  voiage,  and  tooke  his  way  full  soone 
Unto  his  neces  pale  is  there  beside : 
Now  Janus  god  of  entre,  thou  him  guide. 

When  he  was  come  unto  his  neces  place, 
"  Where  is  my  lady,"  to  her  folke  (quod  he) 
And  they  him  told,  and  he  forth  in  gan  pace, 
And  found  two  other  ladies  sit  and  shee, 
Within  a  paved  parlour,  and  they  three 
Herden  a  maiden  hem  reden  the  geste 
Of  the  siege  of  Thebes,  while  hem  leste  : 

(Quod  Pandarus)  u  Madame,  God  you  see, 

With  your  booke,  and  all  the  companie  :w 

"  Eigh,  uncle  mine,  welcome  ywis,"  (quod  ftbee) 

And  up  she  rose,  and  by  the  hond  in  hie 

She  tooke  him  fast,  and  said,  "  This  night  thrie, 

To  good  mote  it  tume,  of  you  I  met  :" 

And  with  that  word,  she  downe  on  bench  him  Kt 

"  Yea,  nece,  ye  shull  faren  well  the  bet, 

If  God  woll,  all  this  yeare,"  (quod  Pandarus) 

"  But  I  am  sorry  that  I  have  you  let 

To  hearken  of  your  booke.  ye  praisen  thus : 

For  Godes  love  what  saith  it,  tell  it  us, 

Is  it  of  love,  or  some  good  ye  me  lere  !" 

"  Uncle"  (quod  she)  "your  maistresse  is  nat  here." 

With  that  they  gonnen  laugh,  and  tho  she  seide, 
I  "  This  romaunce  is  of  Thebes,  that  we  rede, 
I  And  we  have  heard  how  that  king  Laiusdeide 
:  Through  Edippus  his  sonne,  and  al  the  dede : 
1  And  here  we  stinten,  at  these  letters  rede, 

How  the  bishop,  as  the  booke  can  tell, 
|  Amphiorax,  fell  through  the  ground  to  Hell." 

'  (Quod  Pandarus)  "  All  this  know  I  my  selve, 
I  And  all  th'assiege  of  Thebes,  and  the  care, 
|  For  hereof  ben  there  maked  booke*  twelve  : 
i  But  let  be  this,  and  tell  me  how  ye  fare, 
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your  barbe,  and  shew  your  face  bare, 
your  book,  rise  up  and  let  us  daunce, 
us  done  to  May  some  observaunce." 

3od  forbid  :"  (quod  she)  "  be  ye  mad  1 
i  widdowes  life,  so  God  you  save  t 
ye  maken  me  right  sore  adrad, 
so  wild,  it  seemeth  as  ye  rave, 
e  well  bet  aye  in  a  cave 
and  rede  on  holy  sain  tea  lives  : 
iens  gon  to  daunce,  and  yonge  wives." 

t  thrive  I,"  (quod  this  Pandarus) 
uld  I  tell  o  tiling,  to  done  you  play  :" 
ncle  dere,"  (quod  she)  "  tell  it  us 
les  love,  is  than  th'assiege  awey  f 
Greekes  ferde,  so  that  1  dey  :" 
iay,"  (quod  he)  "  as  ever  mote  I  thrive, 
ling  well  bet  than  suche  five." 

ly  God,"  (quod  she)  a  what  thing  is  that, 

•et  than  suche  five  1  eigh  nay  ywis, 

this  world  ne  can  I  reden  what 

de  ben  ;  some  jape  I  trow  it  is, 

;  your  selven  tell  us  what  it  is, 

is  for  to  arede  it  all  to  leane  : 

s  me  God,  I  n'ot  what  that  ye  meane." 

your  borow,  ne  never  shall,"  (quod  he) 
bing  be  told  to  you,  as  mote  I  thrive  :" 
rhy,  uncle  mine,  why  so  ! "  (quod  she) 
d,"  (quod  he) "  that  woll  I  tell  as  blive, 
uder  woman  is  there  none  on  live, 
it  wist,  in  all  the  toune  of  Troy  : 
tat,  so  ever  have  I  joy." 

i  she  wondren  more  than  before, 
and  fold,  and  downe  her  eyen  cast : 
er  aith  the  time  that  she  was  bore, 
ven  thing  desired  she  so  fast, 
th  a  sike,  she  said  him  at  the  last, 
incle  mine,  I  n'ill  you  not  displease, 
en  more,  that  may  do  you  disease." 

•  this,  with  many  wordes  glade, 
endly  tales,  and  with  merry  chere, 
and  that  they  speake,  and  gonnen  wade 
y  an  unkouth  glad  and  deepe  matere, 
ides  done,  whan  they  bethe  yfere, 

gan  asken  him  how  Hector  ferde, 
is  the  to unes  wall,  and  Greekes  yerdo. 

rel  1  thanke  it  God,"  said  Pandarus, 

n  his  arm©  he  hath  a  little  wound, 

3  his  fresh  brother  T  roil  us, 

«  worthy  Hector  the  secound, 

n  that  every  vertue  list  habound, 

st  all  trouthe,  and  all  gentlenesse, 

tn,  honour,  freedom,  and  worthinessc." 

>d  faith,  eme,"  (quod  she)  "  that  liketh  me, 
ren  well,  God  save  hem  both  two  : 
wliche,  I  hold  it  great  deintie, 

*  Sonne  in  arraes  well  to  do, 
of  good  conditions  thereto  : 

at  power,  and  morall  vertue  here 
i  in  one  persone  ifere." 


A  faith,  that  is  sooth"  (quod  Pandarus) 
y  my  trouth  the  king  hath  sonnes  twey, 
to  meane,  Hector  and  Troilus, 
rtainly  though  that  I  should  dey, 


I  They  ben  as  void  of  vices,  dare  I  Bey, 
!  As  any  men  that  liven  under  Sunne, 
Hir  might  is  wido  yknow,  and  what  they  conne. 

M  Of  Hector  needeth  it  no  more  for  to  tell, 
In  all  this  world  there  n'is  a  better  knight 
Than  he,  that  is  of  worthinesse  the  well, 
And  he  well  more  vertue  hath  than  might. 
This  knoweth  many  a  wise  and  worthy  knight : 
And  the  same  prise  of  Troilus  I  sey, 
God  helpe  me  so,  I  know  not  suche  twey." 

«  By  God,"  (quod  she)  M  of  Hector  that  is  sooth, 
And  of  Troilus  the  same  thing  trow  I  : 
For  dredelesse,  men  telle th  that  he  dooth 
In  armes  day  by  day  so  worthely, 
And  beareth  him  here  at  home  so  gently 
To  every  wight,  that  all  prise  hath  he 
Of  hem  that  me  were  levest  praised  be." 

"  Ye  say  right  sooth  ywis,"  (quod  Pandarus) 
"  For  yesterday,  who  so  had  with  him  been, 
Mighten  have  wondred  upon  Troilus, 
For  never  yet  so  thicke  a  swarme  of  been 
Ne  flew,  as  Greekes  from  him  gan  fleen, 
And  through  the  field  in  every  wightes  eare, 
There  was  no  crie,  but  Troilus  is  there. 

"  Now  here,  now  there,  he  hunted  hem  so  fast, 
There  nas  but  Greekes  blood,  and  Troilus, 
Now  him  he  hurt,  and  him  all  doun  he  cast, 
Aye  where  he  went  it  wns  arraied  thus  : 
He  was  hir  death,  and  shield  and  life  for  us, 
That  as  the  day  ther  durst  him  none  withstond, 
While  that  he  held  his  bloody  swerd  iu  hond. 

"  Thereto  he  is  the  friendliest  man 
Of  great  estate,  that  e\er  I  saw  my  live  : 
And  where  him  list,  best  fellowship  can 
To  such  as  him  thinketh  able  for  to  thrive." 
And  with  that  word,  tho  Pandarus  as  blive 
He  tooke  his  leave,  and  said,  "  I  woll  gon  hen  :" 
w  Nay,  blame  have  I,  uncle,"  ^quod  she  then.) 

"  What  eileth  you  to  be  weary  thus  soone, 
And  nameliche  of  women,  woll  ye  so  1 
Nay  sitteth  doune,  by  God  I  have  to  done 
With  you,  to  speake  of  wisedome  er  ye  go  :" 
And  every  wight  that  was  about  hem  tho, 
That  heard  that,  gan  ferre  away  to  stond, 
While  they  two  had  all  that  hem  list  in  hond. 

Whan  that  her  tale  all  brought  was  to  an  end 
Of  her  estate,  and  of  her  governaunce, 
( Quod  Pandarus)  "  Now  time  is  that  I  wend, 
But  yet  I  say,  ariseth,  let  us  daunce, 
And  cast  your  widdows  habit  to  miachaunce  : 
What  list  you  thus  your  selfe  to  disfigure, 
Sith  you  is  tidde  so  glad  an  aventuro  I" 

"  But  well  bethought :  for  love  of  God,"  (quod  she) 
Shall  I  not  weten  what  ye  meane  of  this  !" 
"  No,  this  thing  asketh  leaser  tho,"  (quod  he) 
"  And  eke  me  would  full  much  greve  ywis. 
If  I  it  told,  and  ye  it  tooke  amis  : 
Yet  were  it  bette  my  tongue  to  hold  still, 
Than  say  a  sooth,  that  were  ayenst  your  will. 

"  For  nece  mine,  by  the  goddesse  Minerve, 
And  Jupiter,  that  maketh  the  thunderring, 
And  the  blisfull  Venus,  that  1  serve, 
Ye  ben  the  woman  in  this  world  living 
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Withouten  paramours,  to  my  weting, 
That  1  best  love,  and  lothest  am  to  greve, 
And  that  ye  weten  well  your  selfe,  I  leve." 

"  Ywis  mine  uncle,"  (quod  she)  "  graunt  mercy, 
Your  friendship  have  1  founden  ever  yet, 
I  am  to  no  man  beholden  truely 
So  much  as  you,  and  have  so  little  quit : 
And  with  the  grace  of  God,  emforth  my  wit 
As  in  my  guilt,  I  shall  you  never  offend, 
And  if  I  have  ere  this,  I  woll  amend. 

"  But  for  the  love  of  God  I  you  beseech 
As  ye  be  he  that  I  love  most  and  trist, 
Let  be  to  me  your  fremed  manner  speech, 
And  say  to  me  your  nece  what  you  list  :" 
And  with  that  word  her  uncle  anon  her  kist, 
And  said,  "  Gladly  my  leve  nece  so  dere, 
Take  it  for  good  that  I  shall  say  you  here." 

With  that  she  gan  her  eien  doune  to  cast, 
And  Pandarus  to  coughe  gan  a  lite, 
And  said  :  "  Nece,  alway  To,  to  the  last, 
How  so  it  be,  that  some  men  hem  delite 
I    With  subtle  art  hir  tales  for  teadite, 
Yet  for  all  that  in  hir  entention, 
Hir  tale  is  all  for  some  conclusion. 

"  And  sith  the  end  is  every  tales  strength, 

And  this  matter  is  so  behovedly, 

What  should  1  paint  it  or  drawen  it  on  length 

To  you,  that  ben  my  friend  so  faithfully ! " 
|    And  with  that  word  he  gan  right  inwardly 
|    Beholden  her,  and  looken  in  her  face, 
i    And  said, "  On  such  a  mirrour  much  good  grace." 

•    Than  thought  he  thus,  *  If  I  my  tale  endite 
Ought  hard,  or  make  a  processe  any  while, 
She  shall  no  savour  have  therein  but  lite, 
And  trow  I  would  her  in  my  will  beguile  : 

!    For  tender  wittes  wenen  all  be  wile, 

Whereas  they  con  nat  plainlich  understood  : 

|    Forthy  her  wit  to  serven  woll  I  fond." 

And  looked  on  her  in  a  busie  wise, 
1    And  she  was  ware  that  he  beheld  her  so  : 
\    u  Ah  lord,"  (quod  she)  "  so  fast  ye  me  avise, 
j    Saw  ye  me  never  ere  now,  what  say  ye  no  ? " 
I    "  Yes,  yes,"  (quod  he)  "and  bet  woll  ere  I  go  : 

But  by  my  trouth  I  thought  nowe,  if  ye 
j    Be  fortunate :  for  now  men  shall  it  see. 

'    "  For  every  wight  some  goodly  aventure, 
Sometime  is  shape,  if  he  it  can  receiven  : 
|    But  if  he  n'ill  take  of  it  no  cure 
I     Whan  that  it  cometh,  but  wilfully  it  wciven  : 

Lo,  neither  case  nor  fortune  him  deceivoii, 
\    But  right  his  own  slouth  and  wretchednessc  : 
'    And  such  a  wight  is  for  to  blame,  1  gesse. 

w  Good  aventure,  O  belle  nece,  have  ye 
I    Full  lightly  founden,  and  ye  conne  it  take  : 

And  for  the  love  of  God,  and  eke  of  me, 
|    Catch  it  anone,  least  aventure  slake  : 

What  should  I  lenger  processe  of  it  make, 
j     Yeve  me  your  hond,  for  in  this  world  is  non, 

If  that  you  list,  a  wight  so  well  begon. 

«  And  sith  I  epeake  of  good  ententioun, 
i    As  I  to  you  have  told  well  here  beforue, 
|    And  love  as  well  your  honour  and  renoun, 
i    As  any  creature  in  all  the  world  yborue : 


By  all  the  othes  that  I  have  yon  sworne, 
And  ye  be  wroth  therefore  or  wene  I  lie, 
Ne  shall  I  never  scene  you  eft  with  eie. 

"  Beth  nat  agast,  ne  quaketh  nat,  whereto  1 
Ne  chaunge  nat  for  fere  so  your  hew, 
For  hardely  the  worst  of  this  is  do : 
And  though  my  tale  as  now  be  to  you  new, 
Yet  trust  alway :  ye  shall  roe  finde  true, 
And  were  it  thing  that  me  thought  unfitting, 
To  you  ne  would  I  no  such  tales  bring." 

u  Now,  my  good  eme,  for  Godes  love  I  prey," 

(Quod  she)  "  come  off  tell  me  what  it  is  : 

For  both  I  am  agast  what  ye  woll  say, 

And  eke  me  longeth  it  to  wit  ywis : 

For  whether  it  be  well,  or  be  amis, 

Say  on,  let  me  not  in  this  feare  dwell." 

"  So  woll  I  done,  now  hearkeneth  I  shall  tell : 

"  Now,  nece  mine,  the  kinges  own  dere  souue, 
The  good,  wise,  worthy,  fresh,  and  free, 
Which  alway  for  to  done  well  is  his  wonne, 
The  noble  T  roil  us  so  loveth  thee, 
That  but  ye  helpe,  it  woll  his  bane  be, 
Lo  here  is  all,  what  should  I  more  sey  ? 
Doth  what  you  list,  to  make  him  live  or  dev. 

"  But  if  ye  let  him  die,  I  woll  sterven, 
Have  here  my  trouthe,  nece,  I  nill  not  lies, 
All  should  I  with  this  knife  my  throte  kerveo 
With  that  the  teares  burst  out  of  his  eien, 
And  said,  "  If  that  ye  done  us  both  dien 
Thus  guiltlesse,  than  have  ye  fished  (aire : 
What  mend  ye,  though  that  we  both  apaire  f 

"  Alas,  he  which  that  is  my  lord  so  dere, 
That  trewe  man,  that  noble  gentle  knight, 
That  nought  desireth  but  your  friendly  chere, 
I  see  him  dien,  there  he  goeth  upright : 
And  hasteth  him  with  all  his  fulle  might 
For  to  ben  Blaine,  if  his  fortune  assent, 
Alas  that  God  you  such  a  beautie  sent. 

"  If  it  be  so  that  ye  so  cruell  be, 

That  of  his  death  you  listeth  nought  to  retch, 

That  is  so  trew  and  worthy  as  we  see, 

No  more  than  of  a  japcr  or  a  wretch, 

If  ye  be  such,  your  beaute  may  nat  stretch, 

To  make  amendes  of  so  cruell  a  dede : 

Avisenient  is  good  before  the  nede. 

"  Wo  worth  the  faire  gemme  vertulesse, 
Wo  worth  that  hearbe  also  that  doth  no  bote, 
Wo  worth  the  beauty  that  is  routhlesse. 
Wo  worth  that  wight  that  trede  ech  under  fote : 
And  ye  that  ben  of  beautie  croppe  and  rote, 
If  there withall  in  you  ne  be  no  routh, 
Than  is  it  harme  ye  liven  by  my  trouth. 

"  And  also  thinke  well,  that  this  is  no  gaud, 
For  me  were  lever,  thou,  I,  and  he 
Were  honged,  thau  I  should  ben  his  baud, 
As  high  as  men  might  on  us  all  ysee : 
1  am  thine  eme,  the  shame  were  to  roee, 
As  well  as  thee,  if  that  I  should  assent 
Through  mine  abet,  that  he  thine  honour  shout 

u  Now  understand,  for  I  you  nought  rcquere 
To  bind  you  to  him,  through  no  behest, 
Save  onely  that  ye  make  him  better  cheere 
Than  ye  han  don  or  this,  and  more  feste, 
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1  life  be  saved  at  the  leste : 

1  some,  and  plainly  our  entente, 

me  so,  1  never  other  mente. 

request  is  nought  but  skill  ywia, 

>f  reason  parde  is  there  none : 

•  orst,  that  ye  dreden  this, 

1  wonder  to  seen  hhn  come  and  gone  : 

1st  answere  I  thus  anone, 

'  wight,  but  he  be  foole  of  kind, 

e  it  love  of  frendship  in  his  mind. 

ho  woll  demen  tho  he  see  a  man 
gone,  that  be  the  images  eateth  ! 
»,  how  well  and  wisely  that  he  can 
nselfe,  that  he  nothing  foryetteth, 
hecometh,heprisandthonkhim  gctteth ; 
lereto  he  shal  come  here  so  seld, 
e  were  it,  thogh  all  the  toun  beheld. 

i  of  friends  reigneth  thorow  al  this  toun : 
foil  in  that  mantle  evermo, 

0  wis  be  my  salvatioun 
sayd,  your  best  is  to  do  so  : 
nece,  alway  to  stint  his  wo, 

a  daunger  sugred  ben  alite, 

1  death  ye  be  not  all  to  wite." 

rhich  that  herd  him  in  this  wise, 
1  shall  felen  what  he  meaneth  ywis  :' 
(quod  she)  **  what  would  ye  devise  ? 
>ur  rede,  I  should  done  of  this  \  " 
rell  said,"  (quod  he)  44  certaine  best  is, 
m  love  ayen  for  his  loving, 
or  love  is  skiifull  guerdoning. 

ke  how  clde  wasteth  every  hour 

you  a  part  of  beaute, 

rore,  ere  that  age  the  devour, 

r  old  there  woll  no  wight  of  thee  : 

x>verbe,  a  lore  unto  you  bee, 

rware'  (quod  beaute)  *  whan  it  past, 

launteth  daunger,  at  the  last.' 

es  foole  is  wont  to  crie  aloud, 

;  he  thinketh  a  woman  boreth  her  hie, 

mote  ye  liven,  and  all  proud, 

»  feet  growen  under  your  eie, 

you  than  a  mirrour  in  to  prie, 

hat  ye  may  see  your  face  a  morow,' 

i  him  wish  you  no  more  so  row." 

he  stint,  and  caste  down  the  head, 
egan  to  brest  and  wepe  anone, 
**  Alas  for  wo,  why  nere  I  dead, 
1  world  the  faith  is  all  agone  : 
shoulden  straunge  unto  me  done, 
;hat  for  my  best  frende  I  wend, 
)  love,  and  should  it  me  defend. 

rould  have  trusted  doubteles, 
it  I,  through  my  diaaventure, 
either  him  or  Achilles, 
iy  other  creature, 
utve  had  mercy  ne  measure 
t  alway  had  mo  in  repreve : 
world  alas,  who  may  it  leve  ! 

s  this  all  the  joy  and  all  the  feast  t 
r  rede  )  is  this  my  blisfull  caas  1 
very  mede  of  your  behest  1 
painted  processe  said  (als>) 


Right  for  this  fine  t   O  lady  mine  Pallas, 
Thou  in  this  dredefull  case  for  me  purvey, 
For  so  astonied  am  1,  that  I  dey." 

With  that  she  gan  full  sorrowfully  to  sike, 

"  Ne  may  it  be  no  bet,"  (quod  Pandanis) 

"  By  God  I  shall  no  more  come  here  this  weke, 

And  God  toforne,  that  am  mistrusted  thus : 

I  see  well  now  ye  setten  light  of  us, 

Or  of  our  death,  alas,  I  wofull  wretch, 

Might  he  yet  live,  of  me  were  nought  to  retch. 

"  O  cruell  god,  0  dispitous  Marte, 

0  furies  three  of  Hell,  on  you  I  crie, 
So  let  me  never  out  of  this  house  depart, 
If  that  I  meant  harme  or  villanie  : 

But  sith  I  see  my  lord  mote  needes  die, 
And  [  with  him,  here  I  me  shrive  and  sey, 
That  wickedly  ye  done  us  both  to  dey. 

"  But  sith  it  liketh  you,  that  I  be  dead, 
By  Neptunus,  that  god  is  of  the  see, 
Fro  this  forth  shall  1  never  eaten  bread, 
Till  that  I  mine  owne  herte  blood  may  see  : 
For  certaine  I  woll  die  as  soone  as  hee." 
And  up  he  stert,  and  on  his  way  he  raught, 
Till  she  againe  him  by  the  lappe  caught 

Creseide,  which  that  well  nigh  starf  for  feare, 
So  as  she  wan  the  fearful  lew  t  wight 
That  might  be,  atid  heard  eke  with  her  eare, 
And  saw  the  sorrowful!  tamest  of  the  knight, 
And  in  his  praier  saw  eke  none  unright, 
And  for  the  harme  eke  that  might  fall  more, 
She  gan  to  rew  and  dread  her  wonder  sore. 

And  thought  thus,  "  Unhapes  do  fallen  thicke 
Alday  for  love,  and  in  such  manner  caas, 
As  men  ben  cruell  in  hemselfe  and  wicke  : 
And  if  this  man  alee  here  himselfe,  alas, 
In  my  presence,  it  n'ill  be  no  solas, 
What  men  would  of  it  deme  I  can  nat  say, 
It  needeth  me  full  slighly  for  to  play." 

And  with  a  sorowfull  sigh,  she  said  thrie, 

"  Ah,  Lord,  what  me  is  tidde  a  sorry  chaunce, 

For  mine  estate  lieth  in  ieopardie, 

And  eke  mine  ernes  life  lieth  in  ballaunce  : 

But  nathelesse,  with  Godes  govemaunce 

1  shall  so  done,  mine  honour  shall  I  keepe, 
And  eke  his  life,  and  stinte  for  to  weepe. 

"  Of  harmes  two,  the  lease  is  for  to  chese, 

Yet  had  1  lever  maken  him  good  chere 

In  honour,  than  my  ernes  life  to  lese, 

Ye  sain,  ye  nothing  eles  me  requere." 

**  No  wis,"  (quod  he)  **  mine  owne  nece  so  dere." 

" Now  well "  (quod  she)  "and  I  woll  done  my  paine, 

I  shall  mine  herte  ayen  my  lust  constraine. 

u  But  that  I  nill  nat  holden  him  in  bond, 
Ne  love  a  man,  that  can  I  naught  ne  may, 
Ayenst  my  will,  but  eles  woll  I  fonde, 
Mine  honour  save,  plesen  him  fro  day  to  day, 
Thereto  nolde  I  not  ones  have  said  nay. 
But  that  I  dredde,  as  in  my  fantasie  : 
But  cease  cause,  aie  ceaseth  inaladie. 

a  But  here  I  make  a  protestacion, 
That  in  this  processe  if  ye  deper  go, 
That  certainly,  for  no  salvation 
Of  you,  though  tliai  ye  sterven  bothe  two, 
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Though  all  the  world  on  o  day  be  my  fo, 
Ne  shall  I  never  on  him  have  other  routhe  :" 
"  I  graunt  wel,"  (quod  Pandare)  by  my  trouthe. 

u  But  male  I  trust  well  to  you,"  (quod  he) 
"  That  of  this  thing  that  ye  han  hight  me  here 
Ye  woll  it  holde  truely  unto  me  1" 

Yea  doubtlesse,"  (quod  she)  "mine  uncle  dere." 
"  Ne  that  I  shall  have  cause  m  this  matere  " 
(Quod  he)  u  to  plain,  or  ofter  you  to  preach  ?" 
"  Why  no  parde,  what  nedeth  more  speach." 

Tho  fell  they  in  other  tales  glade 

Till  at  the  last, «  O  good  Eme,"  (quod  she  tho) 

"  For  love  of  God  which  that  us  bothe  made, 

Tell  me  how  first  ye  wisten  of  his  wo : 

Wot  none  of  it  but  ye  ?"  he  said  "  No  :" 

**  Can  he  well  speake  of  love,"  (quod  she)  "I  preie  \ 

Tell  me,  for  I  the  bet  shall  me  purveie." 

Tho  Pandarus  a  litel  gan  to  smile, 

And  saied  :  "  By  my  trouth  I  shall  now  tell, 

This  other  daie,  nat  gon  full  long  while, 

Within  the  paleis  gardin  by  a  well 

Gan  he  and  I,  well  halfe  a  day  to  dwell, 

Right  for  to  speaken  of  an  ordinaunce, 

How  we  the  Grekes  mighten  disavaunce. 

*  Sone  after  that  we  gone  for  to  lepe, 
And  casten  with  our  dartes  to  and  fro  : 
Till  at  the  last,  he  saied,  he  would  slepe, 
And  on  the  grasse  adoune  he  laied  him  tho, 
And  I  after  gan  to  romen  to  and  fro, 
Till  that  I  heard,  as  I  walked  alone, 
How  he  began  full  wofully  to  grone. 

"  Tho  gan  I  stalke  him  softly  behind, 
And  sikerly  the  sothe  for  to  saine, 
As  I  can  clepe  ayen  now  to  my  mind, 
Right  thus  to  love  he  gan  him  for  to  plain, 
He  saied  :  '  Lorde,  have  routh  upon  my  pain, 
All  have  I  been  rebell  in  mine  enteut, 
Now  (mea  culpa)  lord  I  me  repent. 

"  '  O  God,  that  at  thy  disposicion 
Ledest  the  fine,  by  just  purveiaunce 
Of  every  wight,  my  lowe  confession 
Accept  in  gree,  and  sende  me  soche  peuaunce 
As  liketh  thee,  but  from  me  disesperaunce, 
i    That  may  my  ghost  departe  alway  fro  the, 
Thou  be  my  shilde,  for  thy  benign  ite. 

j    " '  For  certes,  lorde,  so  sore  hath  she  me  wounded 
That  stode  in  blacke,  with  loking  of  hir  iyen, 
That  to  miue  hertes  botome  it  is  yfounded 
Through  which  I  wot,  that  I  must  nedes  dien  ; 
This  is  the  worst,  I  dare  me  nought  bewrien, 
And  well  the  hoter  been  the  gledes  rede 
That  men  hem  wren  with  ashen  pale  and  dedev 

•  "  With  that  he  smote  his  hedde  adoune  anone 

!  And  gan  to  muttre,  I  ua't  what  truely, 

'  And  1  with  that  gan  still  awaie  to  gone 

I  And  lete  thereof,  as  nothing  wist  had  I, 

I  And  come  again  anon  and  stode  him  by 

j  And  saied, '  Awake,  ye  slepen  all  to  long  : 

|  It  semeth  nought  that  love  doth  you  wrong. 

;    " 1  That  slepen  so  that  no  man  maie  you  wake  ; 

Who  seie  ever  er  this  so  dull  a  man  V 
i     *  Ye,  frende/  (quod  he)  <  doe  ye  your  heddes  ake 
|     For  love,  and  let  me  liven  as  I  can.' 


But  lorde  though  he  for  wo  was  pale  and  wan ; 

Yet  made  he  tho  as  fresh  a  countenaunce, 
As  though  he  should  have  led  the  newe  daunee. 

"  This  passed  forth,  till  now  this  other  daie 
It  fell  that  I  come  roming  all  alone 
Into  his  chambre,  and  founde  how  that  he  laie 
Upon  his  bedde  :  but  man  so  sore  grone 
Ne  heard  I  never,  and  what  was  his  mone 
Ne  wist  I  nought,  for  as  I  was  eomming 
All  sodainly  he  left  his  complaining. 

"  Of  whiche  I  toke  somwhat  suspection. 
And  nere  I  come,  and  found  him  wepe  sore  ; 
And  God  so  wise  be  my  salvacion, 
As  never  of  thing  had  I  no  routh  more : 
For  neither  with  engine,  ne  with  no  lore, 
Unnethes  might  I  fro  the  death  him  kepe, 
That  yet  fele  I  mine  herte  for  him  wepe. 

"  And  God  wot  never  sith  that  I  was  borne 
Was  I  so  busie  no  man  for  to  preache, 
Ne  never  was  to  wight  so  depe  sworne, 
Er  he  me  told,  who  might  been  his  leache ; 
But  not  to  you  rehearsen  all  his  speach, 
Or  all  his  wofull  wordes  for  to  sowne, 
Ne  bid  me  nought,  but  ye  woll  se  me  sworne. 

"  But  for  to  save  his  life,  and  eles  nought, 
And  to  none  harme  of  you,  thus  am  I  driven, 
And  for  the  love  of  God  that  us  hath  wrought 
Soche  chere  him  doth,  that  he  and  I  maie  Uven ; 
Now  have  I  plat  to  you  mine  herte  shriven, 
And  sith  ye  wote  that  mine  entent  is  cleane 
Take  hede  thereof,  for  none  evill  I  meane. 

"  And  right  good  thrift,  I  pray  to  God  have  ye, 
That  han  soche  one  ycaught  withouten  net, 
And  be  ye  wise,  as  ye  be  (aire  to  se, 
Well  in  the  ring,  than  is  the  rubie  set ; 
There  were  never  two  so  well  ymet 
Whan  ye  been  his  all  hole,  as  he  is  your : 
There  mightie  God  yet  graunt  us  to  se  the  hour." 

«  Naie  thereof  spake  I  nat :  A  ha  !"  (quod  she) 
«  As  helpe  me  God,  ye  shenden  every  dele  :n 
"  A  raercie,  dere  nece,  anon  "  (quod  he) 
"  What  so  I  spake,  I  ment  nought  but  wele, 
By  Mars  the  god,  that  helmed  is  of  stele : 
j  Now  beth  not  wroth,  my  blood,  my  nece  dere." 
"  Now  well,"  (quod  she)  "  foryeven  be  it  here.' 

With  this  he  toke  his  leave,  and  home  he  went, 
Ye,  Lord,  how  he  was  glad,  and  well  bigon : 
Creseide  arose,  no  lenger  she  ne  shent, 
But  straight  into  her  closet  went  anon, 
And  set  her  doune,  as  still  as  any  stone, 
And  every  word  gan  up  and  doune  to  wind, 
That  he  had  said  as  it  came  her  to  mind. 

And  woxe  somdele  astonied  in  her  thought, 
Right  for  the  newe  case,  but  whan  that  she 
Was  full  a  vised,  tho  found  she  right  nought, 
Of  perill,  why  that  she  ought  aferde  be : 
For  man  may  love  of  possibility 
A  woman  so,  his  herte  may  to  brest, 
And  she  nat  love  ayen,  but  if  her  lest. 

But  as  she  sat  alone,  and  thought  thus, 
Th'ascrie  arose  at  skarmoch  all  without, 
And  men  cried  in  the  strete,  a  Se  Troilus 
Hath  right  now  put  to  flight  the  Grekes  rout ' 
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hat  gonue  all  her  meioe  for  to  shout : 

)  wese,  cast  up  the  gates  wide, 

rough  this  strete  he  mote  to  paleis  ride/' 

her  waie  is  fro  the  gates  none, 
xlanus,  there  open  is  the  cheine  : 
hat  come  he,  and  all  his  folke  anone 
ue  pace  riding,  in  routes  tweine, 
as  his  happy  day  was,  Both  to  seine  : 
liich  men  saith,  may  not  distourbed  be 
hail  betide  of  necessite. 

roilus  sat  on  his  baie  stede 

ned  save  his  head  full  richely, 

ounded  was  his  horse,  and  gan  to  blede, 

ich  he  rode  a  pace  full  softely  : 

ch  a  knightly  sight  truely 

i  on  him,  was  nat  withouten  faile 

e  on  Mars,  that  god  is  of  battaile. 

:  a  man  of  armes,  and  a  knight 

s  to  seen,  fulfilled  of  high  prowesse, 

>th  he  had  a  body,  and  might 

n  that  thing,  as  well  as  hardinesse, 

ce  to  seen  him  in  his  geare  dresse 

(he,  so  yong,  so  weldy  semed  he, 

an  heaven  upon  him  for  to  se. 

hue  to  hewen  was  in  twenty  places, 

y  a  tissue  hong,  his  backe  behind, 

elde  to  dashed  with  swerds  and  with  maces, 

ch  men  might  many  an  arowe  find, 

tiirled  had  both  horn,  nerfe,  and  rind  : 

e  the  people  cried,  "  Here  cometh  our  joie, 

;xt  bis  brother,  holder  up  of  Troie." 

lich  he  wext  a  little  redde  for  shame 

he  so  heard  the  people  upon  him  crien. 

y  behold  it  was  a  noble  game, 

»berliche  he  cast  adoune  his  even  : 

le  anon  gan  all  his  chere  eenien, 

t  it  so  soft  in  hir  herte  sinke, 

>  herself  she  said, «  Who  yave  me  drinke  V9 

1  her  own  thought,  she  woxe  all  redde, 
abring  her  right  thus,  "  Lo  this  is  he, 

that  mine  uncle  swereth  he  mote  dedde, 
on  him  have  mercie  and  pite  :  " 
ith  that  thought,  for  pure  ashamed  she, 

her  hedde  to  pull,  and  that  as  fast, 
he  and  all  the  people  forth  by  past. 

in  to  cast,  and  rollen  up  and  doun 
i  her  thought  his  excellent  prowesse, 
js  estate,  and  also  his  renoun, 
tte,  his  shape,  and  eke  his  gentilnesse, 
oet  her  favour  was,  for  his  distresse 
U  for  her,  and  thought  it  were  a  routh, 
an  soche  one,  if  that  he  meant  trouth. 

tight  some  envious  jangle  thus, 
was  a  sodain  love,  how  might  it  be, 
he  so  lightly  loved  Troilus  1 
For  the  first  sight :  ye,  parde !  " 
'hoso  saied  so,  mote  he  never  the  : 
ery  thing  a  ginning  hath  it  nede 
be  wrought,  withouten  any  drede. 

tale  nat  that  she  so  sodainly 
im  her  love,  but  that  she  gan  encline 
tn  him  tho,  and  I  have  told  you  why  : 
fter  that,  his  manhode,  and  his  pine, 


Made  that  love  within  her  gan  to  mine  : 
For  which  by  processe,  and  by  good  service 
He  wanne  her  love,  and  in  no  sodain  wise. 

And  all  so  blisfull  Venus  wele  araied 

Satte  in  her  seventh  house  of  Heven  tho, 

Disposed  wele,  and  with  aspectes  payed, 

To  helpe  sely  Troilus  of  his  wo  : 

And  sothe  to  sayne,  she  n'as  nat  all  a  foe 

To  Troilus,  in  his  natyvyte, 

God  wote  that  wele  the  sooner  spede  he. 

Now  let  us  Btente  of  Troilus  a  throw, 
That  rideth  forth,  and  let  us  tourne  fast 
Unto  Creseide,  that  heng  her  hedde  full  low, 
There  as  she  satte  alone,  and  gan  to  cast 
Whereon  she  would  appoint  her  at  the  last, 
If  it  so  were  her  erne  ne  would  cesse, 
For  Troilus  upon  her  for  to  presse. 

And  lorde  so  she  gan  in  her  thought  argue 
In  this  matter,  of  which  I  have  you  told, 
And  what  to  doen  best  were,  and  what  eschue, 
That  plited  she  full  oft  in  many  fold  : 
Now  was  hir  herte  warme,  now  was  it  cold. 
And  what  she  thought,  somwhat  shall  I  write, 
As  mine  authour  listeth  for  t'endite. 

She  thought  first,  that  Troilus  person 

She  knew  by  sight  and  eke  his  gentelnesse  : 

And  thus  she  said,  "  All  were  it  nought  to  doen 

To  grant  him  love,  yet  for  his  worthinesse, 

It  were  honor  with  plaie,  and  with  gladnesse, 

In  honeste  with  soch  a  lorde  to  deale, 

For  mine  estate,  and  also  for  his  heale. 

"  Eke  well  wote  I,  my  kinges  sonne  is  he, 
And  sith  he  hath  to  see  me  soch  delite, 
If  I  would  utterliche  his  sight  flie, 
Paraventure  he  might  have  me  in  dispite, 
Through  which  I  might  stond  in  won  plite  : 
Now  were  I  wise,  me  hate  to  purchase 
Without  nede,  there  I  may  stande  in  grace  t 

"In  every  thing,  I  wot  there  lieth  measure  : 
For  though  a  man  forbid  dronkennesse, 
He  nought  forbiddeth  that  every  creature 
Be  drinkelesse  for  alway,  as  1  gesse  : 
Eke,  sithe  I  wot  for  me  is  his  distresse, 
I  ne  ought  not  for  that  thing  him  dispise, 
Sith  it  is  so,  he  meaneth  in  good  wise. 

"  And  eke  I  know,  of  long  time  agone 
His  thewes  good,  and  that  he  n'is  not  nice, 
No  vauntour  saine  men,  certain  he  is  none, 
To  wise  is  he  to  doen  so  great  a  vice  : 
Ne  als  I  nill  him  never  so  cherice, 
That  he  shall  make  avaunt  by  just  cause  : 
He  shall  me  never  binde  in  soche  a  clause. 

"  Now  set  a  case,  the  hardest  is  ywis, 
Men  might  demen  that  he  loveth  me  : 
What  dishonour  were  it  unto  me  this  t 
Maie  iche  hem  let  of  that  f  why  naie  parde  : 
I  know  also,  and  alway  heare  and  se, 
Men  loven  women  all  this  toune  about, 
Be  they  the  were  t  Why  naie  withouten  dout. 

"  I  thinke  eke  how,  he  worthie  is  to  have 
Of  all  this  noble  toune  the  thriftiest, 
That  woman  is,  if  she  her  honour  save  : 
For  out  and  out  he  is  tho  worthiest, 
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Save  only  Hector,  which  that  is  the  best, 
And  yet  his  life  lieth  all  now  in  my  cure, 
But  socbe  is  love,  and  eke  mine  aventure. 

u  Ne  me  to  love,  a  wonder  is  it  nought : 
For  well  wote  I  my  self,  so  God  me  spede, 
All  woll  I  that  no  man  wist  of  this  thought, 
I  am  one  the  fairest  out  of  drede 
And  goodliest,  who  so  that  taketh  hede  : 
And  so  men  saine  in  all  the  toune  of  Troie, 
What  wonder  is  though  he  of  me  have  joie  t 

u  I  am  mine  owne  woman  well  at  ease, 
I  thanke  it  God,  as  after  mine  estate, 
Right  yong,  and  stood  untied  in  1  us  tie  lease, 
Withouten  jelousie,  and  such  debate  : 
Shall  no  husbonde  saine  to  me  checke  mate, 
For  either  they  be  full  of  jelousie, 
Or  maisterfull,  or  loven  novelrie. 

«  What  shall  I  doen  t  to  what  fine  live  I  thus  1 
Shall  I  not  love,  in  case  if  that  me  lest  t 
What  pardieux  I  am  not  religious  : 
And  though  that  I  mine  herte  set  at  rest 
Upon  this  knight,  that  is  the  worthiest, 
And  kepe  alway  mine  honor,  and  my  name, 
By  all  right  it  may  doe  me  no  shame." 

But  right  as  whan  the  Sunne  shineth  bright 
In  March,  that  chaungeth  oft  time  his  face, 
And  that  a  cloud  is  put  with  winde  to  flight, 
Which  oversprat  the  Sunne,  as  for  a  space, 
A  cloudy  thought  gan  through  her  soul  pace, 
That  overspradde  her  bright  thoughtes  all, 
So  that  for  feare  almost  she  gan  to  fall. 

That  thought  was  this  :  Alas  sith  I  am  free, 
Should  I  now  love,  and  put  in  jeopardie 
My  sikernesse,  and  thrallen  libcrtie ! 
Alas,  how  durst  I  thinken  that  folie  ? 
May  I  not  well  in  other  folke  aspie 
!     Hir  dredfull  joie,  hir  constreint,  and  hir  pain  : 
!     Ther  loveth  none,  that  she  ne  hath  why  to  plain. 
I 

"  For  love  is  yet  the  moste  stormie  life, 
Right  of  himself,  that  ever  was  begonne  : 
For  ever  some  mistrust,  or  nice  strife, 
There  is  in  love,  some  cloud  over  the  Sunne  : 
Thereto  we  wretched  women  nothing  conne 
Whan  us  is  wo,  but  wepe  and  sit  and  thinke, 
Our  wretch  is  this,  our  owne  wo  to  drinke. 

Also  wicked  tongues  been  ay  so  prest 
To  speake  us  harme  :  eke  men  ben  so  untrue, 
That  right  anon  as  cessed  is  hir  lest, 
I     So  cesseth  love,  and  forth  to  love  a  newe  : 
j     But  harm  ydoe  is  doen,  who  so  it  rue  : 
j     For  though  these  men  for  love  hem  first  to  reude, 
I     Full  sharp  beginning  breaketh  oft  at  ende. 

j     "  How  oft  time  may  men  both  rede  and  seen, 
I     The  treason,  that  to  woman  hath  be  doe  ! 
To  what  fine  is  soche  love,  I  can  not  seen, 
Or  where  becometh  it,  whan  it  is  go, 
There  is  no  wight  that  wote,  I  trowe  so, 
Wher  it  becometh,  lo,  no  wight  on  it  sporneth  ; 
j     That  erst  was  nothing,  into  naught  turneth. 

j     "  How  busie  (if  I  love)  eke  must  I  be 

To  pleasen  hem,  that  jangle  of  love,  and  demen, 
'     And  coyen  hem,  that  thei  saie  no  harm  of  me  : 
For  though  there  be  no  cause,  yet  hem  semen 


Al  be  for  harme,  that  folke  hir  frendes  quemen 
And  who  maie  stoppen  every  wicked  tong  ? 
Or  soune  of  belles,  while  that  they  been  rong ! " 

And  after  that  her  thought  gan  for  to  clere 
And  saied,  "  He  which  mat  nothing  undertakctb 
Nothing  acheveth,  be  him  loth  or  dere  ; " 
And  with  another  thought  her  herte  quaketh 
Than  slepeth  hope,  and  after  drede  awaketh, 
Now  hote,  now  cold,  but  thus  bitwixen  twey 
She  rist  her  up,  and  went  hir  for  to  pley. 

Adoune  the  staire  anon  right  tho  she  went 
Into  her  gardine,  with  her  neces  three, 
And  up  and  doun,  they  maden  many  a  went 
Flexippe  and  she,  Tarbe,  and  Antigone, 
To  plaien,  that  to  joie  was  to  see, 
!  And  other  of  her  women  a  great  rout 
Her  followeth  in  the  gardaine  all  about. 

I  This  yerde  was  large,  and  railed  al  the  alies 
And  shadowed  wel,  with  blosomy  bowes  greoe, 
And  benched  newe,  and  sonded  all  the  waiea 
In  which  she  walketh  arme  in  anne  betwene, 
Till  at  the  last  Antigone  the  shene 
Gan  on  a  Troian  song  to  singen  clere, 
That  it  an  Heven  was  her  voice  to  here. 

She  saied,  "  O  Love,  to  whom  I  have,  and  shall 
Been  humble  subject,  true  in  mine  entent 
As  I  best  can,  to  you,  lorde,  yeve  iche  all 
For  evermore  mine  hertea  lust  to  rent : 
For  never  yet  thy  grace  to  no  wight  sent 
So  blisfull  cause  as  me,  my  life  to  lede 
In  all  joie  and  suretie,  out  of  drede. 

"  The  blisfull  god,  hath  me  so  well  beset 
In  love  ywis,  that  all  that  beareth  life 
I  magi n en  ne  could  how  to  be  bet, 
For,  lorde,  withouten  jelousie  or  strife 
j  I  love  oik',  which  that  moste  is  ententife 
!  To  serven  well,  unwerily  or  unfained. 
That  ever  was,  and  lest  with  harme  distained, 

;  "  As  he  that  is  the  well  of  worthinesse, 
|  Of  trouth  ground,  mirrour  of  goodlihedde, 
I  Of  wit  Apollo,  stone  of  sikernesse, 
:  Of  vertue  roote,  of  luste  finder  and  hedde, 
j  Through  whiche  is  all  sorrowe  fro  me  dedde : 
Ywis  I  love  him  best,  so  doeth  he  me, 
Now  good  thrift  have  he,  where  so  ever  he  be. 

j  w  Whom  should  I  thanken  but  you,  god  of  luve, 
Of  all  this  blisse,  in  which  to  bathe  1  ghme. 
And  thanked  be  ye,  lorde,  for  that  I  love, 
This  is  the  right  life  that  I  am  inne, 
To  flemen  all  maner  vice  and  siune  : 
This  doeth  me  so  to  vertue  for  to  entende 
That  daie  by  daie  I  in  my  will  amende. 

"  And  who  that  saieth  that  for  to  love  is  vice, 
Or  thraldome,  though  he  fele  it  in  di&tre&se, 
He  either  is  envious,  or  right  nice, 
Or  is  unmightie  for  his  shreudnesse, 
To  loven,  for  soch  maner  folke  I  gesse 
Di flame n  Love,  as  nothing  of  him  know 
They  speaken,  but  they  bent  never  his  bowe. 

"  What  is  the  Sunne  worse  of  his  kind  right, 
Though  that  a  man,  for  feblenesse  of  his  even 
Maie  not  endure  on  it  to  se  for  bright  ? 
Or  love  the  worst,  that  wretches  on  it  crien  t 
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>i*th,  that  may  no  sorowe  drien  : 
•bo  that  hath  an  hedde  of  verre 
ones  ware  turn  in  the  werre. 

ill  mine  herte  and  all  my  might, 

ed,  woll  love  unto  my  last 

i  herte  and  all  mine  owne  knight, 

no  herte  growen  is  so  fast 

3,  that  it  shall  ever  last : 

first  love  him  to  begin, 

•ell  there  is  no  perill  in." 

>ng  right  with  that  word  she  stent, 

hall,  "  Now  nece"  (quod  Creseidc) 

this  song  now  with  ho  good  euteut  1" 

nrerde  anon  and  saide, 

is  the  goodliest  maide 

te  in  all  the  toune  of  Troie 

ife  in  most  honour  and  joie." 

semeth  it  by  her  song," 
seide,  and  gan  therewith  to  sike, 

Lorde,  is  there  soche  blisse  emoug 
as  they  can  faire  endite  : " 

quod  fresh  Antigone  the  white, 
folke  that  have  or  been  on  live 
he  blisse  ot  love  discrive. 

b  that  every  wretche  wote 

lisse  of  love  1  why  naie  ywis  : 

ill  be  love,  if  one  be  bote  : 

aie,  they  wote  nothing  of  this. 

*en  of  sainctes,  if  it  is 

i  Heven,  and  why  1  for  they  can  tell, 

ties,  if  it  be  foule  in  Hell." 

> the  purpose  naught  answerde, 
if  wis  it  woll  be  night  as  fast," 
rde,  which  that  she  of  her  herde, 
in  ten  in  her  herte  fast, 
love  her  lasse  for  to  agast 
ret,  and  siuken  in  her  herte, 
e  somewhat  able  to  convarte. 

lour,  and  the  Heavens  eye, 
oe,  all  this  clepe  I  thee  Sonne, 
fast,  and  dounward  for  to  wrie, 
id  his  daies  course  yronne, 
inges  woxen  al  dimme  and  donne 
light,  and  sterres  for  to  apere, 
all  her  folke  in  went  yfere. 

Iced  her  to  gon  to  rest, 
rcren  they  that  voiden  ought, 
it  to  slepen  well  her  leste  : 
one  till  her  bedde  her  brought : 
hust,  than  lay  she  still  and  thought 
ing  the  maner  and  the  wise, 
leedeth  not,  for  ye  been  wise. 

?  upon  a  cedre  greno 

amber  wall,  there  as  she  hue, 

ng  ayen  the  Mone  shene 
in  his  birdes  wise,  a  laie 
made  her  herte  freshe  and  gaie, 

•d  she  so  long  in  good  entent, 

it  the  dedde  sleepe  her  heut. 

lept,  anon  right  tho  her  met, 
egle  fethcred  white  as  bone, 
'est  his  longe  clawes  yset, 
herte  he  rent,  and  that  anon, 


And  did  his  herte  into  her  brest  to  son, 

Of  which  she  nought  agrose,  ne  nothing  smart, 

And  forth  he  flieth,  with  herte  left  for  herte. 

Now  let  her  slepe,  and  we  our  tales  holde 

Of  Troilus,  that  is  to  paleis  ridden, 

Fro  the  scarmishe  of  which  I  you  tolde, 

And  in  his  chamber  sate,  and  hath  abidden, 

Till  two  or  three  of  his  messengers  yeden 

For  Pandarus,  and  sough  ten  him  full  fast, 

Till  they  him  found,  and  brought  him  at  the  last. 

This  Pandarus  came  leaping  in  at  ones, 
And  saied  thus,  "  Who  hath  been  well  ybete 
To  day  with  swerdes,  and  along  stones, 
But  Troilus,  that  hath  caught  him  an  hete  t  " 
And  gan  to  jape,  and  saied, "  Lord  ye  swete, 
But  rise  and  let  us  soupe,  and  go  to  reste," 
And  he  answerde  him, "  Do  we  as  thee  leste." 

With  all  the  haste  goodly  as  they  might, 
They  sped  hem  fro  the  souper,  and  to  bedde, 
And  every  wight  out  at  the  doore  him  dight, 
And  whider  him  list,  upon  his  waie  him  sped  : 
But  Troilus  thought  that  his  herte  blcdde 
For  wo,  till  that  he  heard  some  tiding, 
And  saied,  "  Freude,  shall  I  now  wepe  or  sing  t " 

(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Be  still  and  let  me  slepe, 
And  doe  on  thy  hoode,  thine  nedes  spedde  be, 
And  chose  if  thou  wolt  sing,  daunce,  or  lepe, 
At  short  wordes  thou  shalt  trowe  all  by  me,  . 
Sir,  my  nece  woll  doen  well  by  thee, 
And  love  thee  best,  by  God  and  by  trothe, 
But  lacke  of  pursute  marre  it  in  thy  slothe. 

"  For  thus  ferforth  I  have  thy  werk  begon, 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  till  this  daie  by  the  morow, 
II  ir  love  of  frendship  have  I  to  thee  won, 
And  therfore  hath  she  laid  her  faith  to  borow, 
Algate  a  foote  is  hameled  of  thy  sorow  ; " 
What  should  I  lenger  sermon  of  it  holde, 
As  ye  have  heard  before,  all  he  him  tolde. 

But  right  as  flouree  through  the  cold  of  night 
Yclosed,  stoupen  in  hir  stalkes  lowe, 
RedresBen  hem  ayen  the  Sunne  bright, 
And  spreaden  in  hir  kinde  course  by  rowe, 
Ri^ht  so  gan  tho  his  even  up  to  throwe 
This  Troilus,  and  saied  :  "  O  Venus  dere, 
Thy  might,  thy  grace,  yheried  be  it  here." 

And  to  Pandarus  he  held  up  both  his  honds, 
And  saied,  "  Lorde  all  thine  be  that  I  have, 
For  1  am  hole,  and  broken  been  my  bonds, 
A  thousand  Troies,  who  so  that  me  yave 
Eche  after  other,  God  so  wis  me  save, 
Ne  might  me  so  gladen,  lo  mine  herte 
It  spredeth  so  for  joye  it  woll  to  starte. 

"  But  lorde  how  shall  I  doen  t  how  shal  I  liven, 
Whan  shall  I  next  my  dere  herte  so  1 
How  shall  this  longe  time  away  be  driven  t 
Till  that  thou  be  ayen  at  her  fro  me, 
Thou  maist  answere,  abide,  abide  :  but  he 
That  hangeth  by  the  necke,  sothe  to  saiue, 
In  great  disease  abide th  for  the  paine." 

"  All  easily  now,  for  the  love  of  Marte," 
(Quod  Pandarus)  "  for  every  thing  hath  time, 
So  long  abide,  till  that  the  night  depart*, 
For  also  siker  as  thou  liest  here  by  me, 
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And  God  toforne,  I  woll  be  there  at  prime, 
And  for  thy  werke  somewhat,  aa  I  shall  say, 
Or  on  some  other  wight  tliia  charge  lay. 

u  For  parde,  God  wot,  I  have  ever  yet 
Ben  ready  thee  to  serve,  and  this  night 
Have  I  not  fained,  but  emforthe  my  wit 
Doen  all  thy  lust,  and  sbal  with  al  my  might : 
Doe  now  as  I  shall  saine,  and  fare  aright : 
And  if  thou  n'ilte,  wite  all  thy  selfe  the  care, 
On  me  is  nought  along  thine  evill  fare. 

"  I  wote  well,  that  thou  wiser  art  than  I 
A  thousand  fold  :  but  if  I  were  as  thou, 
God  helpe  me  so,  as  I  would  utterly 
Right  of  mine  owne  honde  write  her  now 
A  Tetter,  in  which  I  would  her  telle  n  how 
I  farde  amisse,  and  her  beseech  of  routh  : 
Now  help  thy  self,  and  leave  it  for  no  slouth. 

u  And  I  my  selfe  shall  therewith  to  her  gone, 
And  whan  thou  wost  that  I  am  with  her  there 
Worthe  thou  upon  a  courser  right  anone, 
Ye  hardelv,  and  that  right  in  thy  best  gere, 
And  ride  forth  by  the  place,  as  naught  ne  were, 
And  thou  shalt  find  us  (if  I  may)  sitting 
At  some  window,  into  the  street  looking. 

"  And  if  thee  list,  then  roavest  thou  us  salve, 
And  upon  me  make  thou  thy  countenaunce, 
But  by  thy  life  beware,  and  fast  eschue 
To  tarien  ought,  God  shild  us  fro  mischaunce  : 
Ride  forth  thy  way,  and  hold  thy  governaunce, 
And  we  shall  speake  of  thee  somewhat  I  trow 
Whan  thou  art  gone,  to  doe  thine  eares  glow. 

u  Touching  thy  letter,  thou  art  wise  inough, 
I  wot  thou  n'ilte  it  deigneliche  endite, 
As  make  it  with  these  argumentes  tough, 
Ne  scriveinishe  or  craftely  thou  it  write, 
Beblotte  it  with  thy  teares  eke  aiite, 
And  if  thou  write  a  goodly  word  ail  soft, 
j     Though  it  be  good,  rehearse  it  not  too  oft. 

"  For  though  the  best  harpour  upon  live 
Would  on  the  best  souned  jolly  harpe 
That  ever  was,  with  all  his  fingers  five 
Touch  aye  o  string,  or  aye  o  warble  harpe, 
Where  his  nailes  pointed  never  so  sharpe, 
It  should  make  every  wight  to  dull, 
To  heare  his  glee,  and  of  his  strokes  full. 

a  Ne  jombre  eke  no  discordaunt  thing  yfere, 
As  thus,  to  usen  tearmes  of  phisicke, 
In  loves  tearmes  hold  of  thy  mat  ere 
The  forme  alway,  and  doe  that  it  be  like. 
For  if  a  painter  would  paint  a  pike 
With  asses  feet,  and  headed  as  an  ape, 
It  cordeth  not,  so  were  it  but  a  jape." 

This  counsaile  liked  well  unto  Troilus, 
j     But  as  a  dredefull  lover  he  saied  this  : 

'*  Alas  my  dere  brother  Pandarus, 

I  am  ashamed  for  to  write  ywis, 
!     Least  of  mine  innocence  I  saied  amis, 
I     Or  that  she  n'olde  it  for  dispite  receive, 

Than  were  I  dead,  there  might  it  nothing  weive." 

j  To  that  Pandare  answerde,  u  If  thee  lest, 
Do  that  I  say,  and  let  me  therewith  gone, 
For  by  that  Lord  that  formed  east  and  west, 

I    I  hope  of  it  to  bring  answere  anone 


Right  of  her  hond,  and  if  that  thou  n'ilte  none, 
Let  be,  and  sorrie  mote  he  been  his  live, 
Ayenst  thy  lust  that  helpeth  thee  to  thrive." 

(Quod  Troilus)  «  Depardieux  iche  assent, 
Sith  that  thee  list,  I  woll  arise  and  write, 
And  blisfull  God  pray  iche  with  good  entent 
The  voiage  and  the  letter  I  shall  endite, 
So  speed  it,  and  thou  Minerva  the  white, 
Yeve  thou  me  witte,  my  letter  to  devise : 91 
And  set  him  doun,  and  wrote  right  in  this  wise. 

First  he  gan  her  his  right  ladie  call, 
His  hertea  life,  his  lust,  his  sorowes  leche, 
His  blisse,  and  eche  these  other  tearmes  all, 
That  in  such  case  ye  lovers  all  seche, 
And  in  full  humble  wise,  as  in  his  speehe, 
He  gan  him  recommaund  onto  her  grace, 
To  tell  all  how,  it  asketh  mokell  space. 

And  after  this  full  lowly  he  her  praied 
To  be  nought  wroth,  though  he  of  his  follie 
So  hardie  was  to  her  to  write,  and  saied 
That  love  it  made,  or  eles  must  he  die, 
And  pitously  gan  mercie  for  to  crie : 
And  after  that  he  saied,  and  lied  full  loud, 
Himselfe  was  little  worth,  and  lasse  he  cood. 

And  that  she  would  have  his  conning  excused, 
That  little  was,  and  eke  he  dradde  her  so, 
And  his  unworthinesse  ave  he  accused : 
And  after  that  than  gan  he  tell  his  wo, 
But  that  was  endlesse  withouten  ho  : 
And  said,  he  would  in  trouth  alway  him  hold, 
And  redde  it  over,  and  gan  the  letter  fold. 

And  with  his  salte  teares  gan  he  bathe 
The  rubie  in  his  signet,  and  it  sette 
Upon  the  wexe  dehverliche  and  rathe, 
Therewith  a  thousand  times,  er  he  lette, 
He  ki>te  tho  the  letter  that  he  shette 
And  sayd,  "  Letter,  a  blisfull  destine 
Thee  shapen  is,  my  ladie  shall  thee  see." 

This  Pandare  tooke  the  letter,  and  betime 
A  morrow  to  his  neecis  pallaice  stert, 
And  fast  he  swore,  that  it  was  passed  prime: 
And  gan  to  jape,  and  sayd,  **  Ywis  my  herte 
So  fresh  it  is,  although  it  sore  smert, 
I  may  not  sleepe  never  a  Mayes  morrow, 
I  have  a  jollie  woe,  a  1  us  tie  sorrow." 

Creseide  whan  that  she  her  uncle  heard, 
With  dreadfull  herte,  and  desirous  to  heare, 
The  cause  of  his  comming,  thus  answeard, 
"  Now  by  your  faitb,mineuncle"  (quod  she)Mdeare, 
What  manner  windes  guideth  you  now  here! 
Tell  us  your  jolly  woe,  and  your  penaunce, 
How  farre  forth  be  ye  put  in  loves  daunce.rt 

"  By  God  "  (quod  he)  "  I  hop  alway  bchinde," 
And  to  laugh,  it  thought  her  herte  brest, 
( Quod  Pandarus)  u  Looke  alway  that  ve  finde 
Game  in  mine  hood  :  but  herkeneth  if  you  lest, 
There  is  right  now  come  into  the  toun  a  gest, 
A  Greeke  espie,  and  telleth  newe  thinges, 
For  which  I  come  to  tell  you  new  tidinges. 

"  Into  the  garden  go  we,  and  ye  shall  heare 
All  privily  of  this  a  long  sermoun  : " 
With  that  they  wenten  arm  in  arm  yfere, 
Into  the  gardin  fro  the  chamber  doun. 
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he  was  so  farre,  that  the  soun 

spake,  no  man  heren  might, 

r  thus,  and  out  the  letter  plight. 

it  is  all  hooly  yours  free, 
maundeth  lowly  to  your  grace, 
ou  this  letter  here  by  me, 
ti  on  it,  whan  ye  han  space, 
te  goodly  answeare  vou  purchace, 
ie  God  so,  plainely  for  to  saine, 
t  longe  liven  for  his  paine. 

*ully  tho  gan  she  stonde  still, 
it  not,  but  all  her  humble  chere 
chaunge,  and  sayd,  "  Scripe  nor  bill, 
'  God,  that  toucheth  such  matere 
ie  none  :  and  also,  uncle  dere, 
tate  have  more  regard  I  pray 
i  lust,  what  should  I  more  say. 

eth  now  if  this  be  reasonable, 
i  not  for  favour  ne  for  slouth 
ooth,  now  is  it  covenable 
tate,  by  God  and  by  my  trouth 
or  to  have  of  him  routh, 
I  of  my  selfe  or  in  repreve  : 
en,  for  him  that  ye  on  leve.'* 

irus  gan  on  her  for  to  stare, 
u  Now  is  this  the  greatest  wonder 
I  saw,  let  be  this  nice  fare, 
lote  I  smiten  be  with  thunder, 
jitie  which  that  stondeth  yonder, 
letter  unto  you  bring  or  take, 
f  you :  what  list  you  thus  it  make. 

ye  faren  well  nigh  all  and  some, 
at  most  desireth  you  to  serve, 
retch  least  where  he  become, 
ter  that  he  live,  or  else  sterve  : 

that,  that  ever  I  may  deserve, 
lot "  (quod  he)  and  hent  her  fast, 
•  bosome  the  letter  doune  he  thrast. 

ter,  "  Now  cast  it  away  anon 
nay  seen,  and  gauren  on  us  twey." 
)  M  I  can  abide  till  they  be  gon  " 
)  smile,  and  said  him, "  Eme  1  pray 
ere  as  you  list  your  selfe  purvey  : 

I  woll  no  letter  write  : " 

woll  I  "  (quod  he)  **  so  ye  endite." 

she  lough,  and  said  "  Go  we  dine/' 
n  at  himselfe  japen  fast, 
"  Nece,  I  have  so  great  a  pine 
hut  everich  other  day  I  fast," 
is  best  japes  forth  to  cast, 
her  for  to  laugh  at  his  follie, 
or  laughter  wende  for  to  die. 

that  she  was  comen  into  the  hall, 
5 "  (quod  she)  u  we  woll  go  dine  anon," 
ome  of  her  women  to  her  call, 
ht  into  her  chamber  gan  she  gone, 

busincssc  this  was  one, 
>thcr  thinges,  out  of  drede, 
ly  this  letter  for  to  rede. 

rd  by  word  in  every  line, 
no  lackc,  she  thought  he  coud  good, 
put,  and  went  her  in  to  dine, 
arus,  that  in  a  studie  stood, 


Ere  he  was  ware,  she  tooke  him  by  the  hood, 
And  said  "  Ye  were  caught  ere  that  ye  wist," 
"  I  vouchsafe,"  (quod  he)  "  do  what  you  list." 

Tho  weshen  they,  and  set  hem  doun  and  ete, 
And  after  noone  fall  slightly  Pandarus 
Gan  draw  him  to  the  window  nye  the  strete, 
And  said,  "  Nece,  who  hath  araied  thus 
The  yonder  house,  that  stant  aforeyene  us  ?  " 
"  Which  house  1 "  (quod  she)  and  gan  for  to  behold, 
And  knew  it  well,  and  whose  it  was  him  told. 

And  fellen  forth  in  speech  of  thinges  smale, 
And  saten  in  the  window  both  twey : 
Whan  Pandarus  saw  time  unto  his  tale, 
And  saw  well  that  her  folke  were  all  awey : 
«  Now  nece  mine,  tell  on  "  (quod  he)  "  I  prey, 
How  liketh  you  the  letter  that  ye  wot, 
Can  he  thereon  .or  by  my  trouth  I  nW 

Therewith  all  rosy  hewed  tho  woxe  she, 
And  gan  to  hum,  and  said,  "  So  I  trowe," 
«  Aquite  him  well  for  Gods  love"  (quod  he) 
"  My  selfe  to  medes  woll  the  letter  sowe," 
And  held  his  hondes  up,  and  sat  on  knowe, 
"  Now  good  nece,  be  it  never  so  lite, 
Yeve  me  the  labour,  it  to  sowe  and  plite." 

«  Ye,  for  I  can  so  writen "  (quod  she)  « tho, 
And  eke  I  n'ot  what  I  should  to  him  say :" 
"  Nay  nece  "  (quod  Pandare)  u  say  not  so, 
Yet  at  the  least,  thonketh  him  I  pray 
Of  his  good  will :  O,  doth  him  not  to  dey, 
Now  for  the  love  of  me  my  nece  dere, 
Refuseth  not  at  this  time  my  praiere." 

«  Depardieux  "  (quod  she)  "  God  leve  all  be  wele, 

God  helpe  me  so,  this  is  the  first  letter 

That  ever  I  wrote,  ye  all  or  any  dele," 

And  into  a  closet  for  to  aviso  her  better, 

She  went  alone,  and  gan  her  herte  unfetter 

Out  of  disdaines  prison,  but  a  lite, 

And  set  her  doune,  and  gan  a  letter  write. 

Of  which  to  tell  in  short  is  mine  entent 
Theffect,  as  ferre  as  I  can  understood  : 
She  thonked  him,  of  all  that  he  well  ment, 
Towardes  her,  but  holden  him  in  hond 
She  n'olde  not,  ne  make  her  selven  bond 
In  love,  but  as  his  Buster  him  to  please, 
She  would  aye  faine  to  done  his  herte  an  ease. 

She  shette  it,  and  to  Pandare  into  gone 
There  as  he  sat,  and  looked  into  strete, 
And  doune  she  set  her  by  him  on  a  stone 
Of  jasper,  upon  a  quisshen  of  gold  ybete, 
And  said,  a  As  wisely  helpe  me  God  the  grete, 
I  never  did  a  thing  with  more  paine, 
Than  write  this,  to  which  ye  me  restraine." 

And  tooke  it  him :  he  thonked  hir,  and  seide, 
"  God  wot  of  thing  full  often  loth©  begonne 
Commeth  end  good  :  and  nece  mine  Creseide, 
That  ye  to  him  of  hard  now  ben  ywonne, 
Ought  he  be  glad,  by  God  and  yonder  sonne  : 
For  why,  men  saith  impressiones  light 
Full  lightly  ben  aye  readie  to  the  flight 

"  But  ye  han  plaied  the  tiraunt  all  too  long, 
And  hard  was  it  your  herte  for  to  grave, 
Now  stint,  that  ye  no  lenger  on  it  hong, 
All  woulden  ye  the  forme  of  daunger  save, 
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But  hasteth  you  to  done  him  joye  have  : 
For  trusteth  well,  too  long  ydone  hardnesse 
Causeth  dispite  full  often  for  distresse." 

And  right  as  they  declared  this  matere, 

Lo  Troilus,  right  at  the  stretea  end 

Came  riding  with  his  tenth  somme  yfere 

All  softely,  and  thiderward  gan  bend 

There  as  they  sate,  as  was  his  way  to  wend 

To  paleis  ward,  and  Pandare  him  aspide, 

And  said, "  Nece,  yBee  who  commeth  here  ride." 

"  0  flie  not  in,  he  seeth  us  I  suppose, 

Least  he  may  thinken  that  ye  him  eschue." 

M  Nay,  nay"  (quod  she)  and  woxe  as  red  as  rose, 

With  that  he  gan  her  humbly  salue 

With  dredefull  chere,  and  oft  his  hewes  roue, 

And  up  his  looke  debonairely  he  cast, 

And  becked  on  Pandare,  and  forth  by  past. 

God  wot  if  he  sat  on  his  horse  aright. 
Or  goodly  was  beseenc  that  ilke  day, 
God  wot  where  he  were  like  a  manly  knight, 
What  should  I  dretche,  or  tell  of  his  array  : 
Creseide,  which  that  all  those  thinges  sey ; 
To  tell  in  short,  her  liked  all  yfere, 
His  person,  his  aray,  his  looke,  his  chere. 

His  goodly  manner,  and  his  gentillesse, 
So  well,  that  never  sith  that  she  was  borne, 
Ne  had  she  suche  routh  of  his  distresse, 
And  how  so,  she  hath  hard  ben  here  beforne, 
To  God  hope  I,  she  hath  now  caught  a  thorn, 
She  shall  nat  pull  it  out  this  next  wike, 
God  send  her  mo  such  thorn es  on  to  pike. 

Pandare,  which  that  stood  her  faste  by, 

Felt  iron  hot,  and  he  began  to  smite, 

And  said,  "  Nece,  I  pray  you  heartely, 

Tell  me  that  I  shall  asken  you  alite, 

A  woman  that  were  of  his  death  to  wite 

Withouten  his  gilt,  but  for  her  lack  of  routh, 

Were  it  well  done  ?"  (quod  she)"  Nay  by  my  trouth." 

"  God  helpe  me  so"  (quod  he)  "ye  say  me  sooth, 
Ye  feelen  well  your  selfc  that  I  nought  lie, 
Lo,  yonde  he  rideth  :"(quodshe)u  Ye  so  he  dooth 
"  Well"  (quod  Pandare) "  as  I  have  told  you  thrie, 
Let  be  your  nice  shame,  and  your  follie, 
And  speake  with  him  in  easing  of  his  herte, 
Let  nicete  nat  do  you  bothe  smert." 

But  thereon  was  to  heaven  and  to  done, 

Considering  all  thing,  it  may  nat  be, 

And  why  ?  for  shame,  and  it  were  eke  too  soone, 

To  graunten  him  so  great  a  liberie  : 

For  plainly  her  en  tent,  as  (said  she) 

Was  for  to  love  him  unwist,  if  she  might, 

And  guerdon  him  with  nothing  but  with  sight. 

But  Pandare  thought,  it  shall  nat  be  so, 

1  f  that  1  may,  this  nice  opinion 

Shall  nat  ben  holden  fully  yeares  two. 

What  should  I  make  of  this  a  long  sermon  ? 

He  must  assent  on  that  conclusion, 

As  for  the  time,  and  whan  that  it  was  eve, 

And  all  was  well,  he  rose  and  tooke  his  leve. 

And  on  his  way  fast  homeward  he  spedde. 
And  right  for  joy  he  felt  his  herte  daunce, 
And  Troilus  he  found  alone  abedde, 
That  lay,  as  done  these  lovers  in  a  traunce, 


Betwixen  hope  and  derke  desperaunce, 

But  Pandare,  right  at  his  incomming, 

He  song,  as  who  saith, «  Lo,  somewhat  I  bring.'' 

And  said,  "  Who  is  in  his  bedde  so  soone 
Yburied  thus  ?  "    "  It  am  I  friend  :  "  (quod  be) 
"  Who,  Troilus  ?  nay,  help  me  so  the  Mooue" 
(Quod  Pandarus)  "  thou  shalt  up  rise  and  see 
A  charme  that  was  sent  right  now  to  thee, 
The  which  can  healen  thee  of  thine  accesse, 
If  thou  do  forthwith  all  thy  businesse." 

"  Ye,  through  the  might  of  God  : "  (quod  Trrihs) 

And  Pandarus  gan  him  the  letter  take, 

And  said,  "  Parti  e  God  hath  holpcn  us, 

Have  here  a  light,  and  look  on  all  these  Make." 

But  often  gan  the  herte  glad  and  quake 

Of  Troilus,  while  he  it  gan  to  rede, 

So  as  the  wordes  yave  him  hope  or  drede. 

But  finally  he  tooke  all  for  the  best 
That  she  him  wrote,  for  somewhat  he  beheld, 
On  which  he  thought  he  might  his  herte  rest, 
All  covered  she  the  wordes  under  sheld, 
Thus  to  the  more  worthy  part  he  held, 
That  what  for  hope,  and  Pandarus  behest, 
His  greate  wo  foryede  he  at  the  lest. 

But  as  we  may  all  day  our  selven  see, 
Through  wood  or  cole  kindleth  the  more  fire, 
Right  so  encrease  of  hope,  of  what  it  be, 
Therewith  full  oft  encreaseth  eke  desire, 
Or  as  an  oke  commeth  of  a  little  spire, 
So  through  this  letter,  which  that  she  him  scot, 
Encreasen  gan  desire  of  which  he  brent. 

Wherfore  I  say  alway,  that  day  and  night 

This  Troilus  gan  to  desiren  more 

Than  he  did  erst  through  hope,  and  did  his  might 

To  presen  on,  as  by  Pandarus  lore, 

And  writen  to  her  of  his  sorowes  sore 

Fro  day  to  day,  he  let  it  nought  refreide, 

That  by  Pandare  he  somewhat  wrot  or  seide. 

And  did  also  his  other  observaunces, 
That  till  a  lover  longeth  ir  this  caas, 
And  after  as  his  dice  turned  on  chaunccs, 
So  was  he  either  glad,  or  said  alas, 
And  held  after  his  gestes  aye  his  paas, 
And  after  such  answeres  as  he  had, 
So  were  his  daies  sorry  either  glad. 

But  to  Pandare  alway  was  his  recours, 
And  pitously  gan  aye  on  him  to  plaine, 
And  him  besought  of  rede,  and  some  socoon, 
And  Pandarus,  that  saw  his  wood  paine, 
Wext  well  nigh  dead  for  routh,  sooth  to  saine, 
And  busily  with  all  his  herte  cast, 
Some  of  his  wo  to  sleen,  and  that  as  fast. 

And  said,  "  Lord  and  friend,  and  brother  dere, 
God  wot  that  thy  disease  doth  me  wo, 
But  wolt  thou  stinten  all  this  wofull  chere, 
And  by  my  trouth,  ere  it  be  daies  two, 
And  God  toforne,  yet  shall  I  shape  it  so. 
That  thou  shalt  come  into  a  certaiue  place, 
There  as  thou  maist  thy  self  praien  her  of  grace. 

"  And  certainly  I  n'ot  if  thou  it  wost, 
But  they  that  ben  expert  in  love,  it  say, 
It  is  one  of  these  thinges  forthereth  most, 
A  man  to  have  a  leiser  for  to  pray, 
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iker  place,  his  wo  for  to  bewray, 

i  good  herte  it  mote  some  routh  impress 

are  and  see  the  guiltless  in  distresse. 

^venture  thinkest  thou,  though  it  be  so, 
Kind  would  her  done  for  to  begin, 
ve  a  manner  routh  upon  my  wo, 
Daunger  nay,  thou  shalt  me  never  win  : 
leth  her  hertes  ghost  within, 
though  she  bende,  yet  she  stont  on  rote, 
in  effect  is  this  unto  my  bote. 

ik  here  ayen,  whan  that  the  sturdy  oke 
tiich  men  hacketh  ofte  for  the  nones, 
red  hath  the  happy  Calling  stroke, 
;reat  swight  doth  it  come  all  at  ones, 
ne  these  great  rocks  or  these  miln  stones, 
wifter  course  cometh  thing  that  is  of  wight 
i  it  discendeth,  than  done  thingea  light. 

rede  that  boweth  doun  for  every  blast, 
ightly  cease  wind,  it  woll  arise, 
o  n'ill  not  an  oke,  whan  it  is  cast, 
sdeth  me  nought  longe  thee  for  vise, 
ihall  rejoysen  of  a  great  emprise, 
eved  well,  and  stant  withouten  dout, 
ive  men  ben  the  lenger  thereabout. 

,  Troilns,  now  tell  me  if  thee  lest 
ag,  which  that  I  shall  asken  thee, 
h  is  thy  brother,  that  thou  lovest  best, 
thy  very  hertes  privite  ! " 
is  my  brother  Deiphebus  tho  "  (quod  he.) 
r "  (quod  Pandare)  "  ere  houres  twise  twelve, 
tall  the  ease,  unwist  of  it  himselve. 


t  let  me  alone,  and  worken  as  I  may," 
1  he)  and  to  Deiphebus  went  he  tho, 
b  had  his  lord,  and  great  friend  ben  aye, 
Troilus  no  man  he  loved  so  : 
lien  in  short  withouten  words  mo 
1  Pandarus)  "  I  pray  you  that  ye  be 
d  to  a  cause,  which  that  toucheth  me." 

parde  "  (quod  Deiphebus)  «  wel  thou  wotest 
tat  ever  I  may,  and  God  tofore, 
ere  it  but  for  the  man  I  love  most, 
rother  Troilus  ;  but  say  wherefore 
for  sith  the  day  that  I  was  bore, 
t  ne  never  mo  to  ben  I  thinke, 
it  a  thing  that  might  thee  forthinke." 

ure  san  him  thank,  and  to  him  seide, 
or,  I  have  a  lady  in  this  toun 
is  my  nece,  and  called  is  Creseide, 
b  some  men  would  done  oppressioun, 
rrongfully  have  her  possessioun, 
efore  I  of  your  lordship  you  beseech 
n  our  friend,  withouten  more  speech/' 

ebus  him  answerd  :  "  O,  is  nat  this 
thou  speakest  of  to  me  thus  straungly, 
ide  my  friend  ? "    He  said  him  *  Yes." 
q  needeth  "  (quod  Deiphebus)  "bardely 
9re  of  this  to  speke,  for  trusteth  well  that  I 
be  her  champion  with  spore  and  yerde, 
anght  nat  though  all  her  foes  it  herde. 

tel  me  how,  for  thou  wost  this  matere, 
bt  best  availen,  now  lette  see ! " 
.  Pandarus)  "  If  ve  my  lord  so  dere 
len  as  now  do  this  honour  to  me, 


To  praien  her  to  morrow,  lo  that  she 
Came  unto  you,  her  plaints  to  devise, 
Her  adversaries  would  of  it  agrise* 

a  And  if  I  more  durst  praien  as  now, 
And  chargen  you  to  have  so  great  travaile, 
To  have  some  of  your  brethren  here  with  you, 
That  mighten  to  her  cause  bet  availe, 
Than  wote  1  well  she  might  never  faile 
For  to  ben  holpen,  what  at  your  instaunce, 
What  with  her  other  friendes  governaunce." 

Deiphebus,  which  that  comen  was  of  kind 
To  all  honour  and  bounty  to  consent, 
Answerd,  "  It  shall  be  done  :  and  I  can  find 
Yet  greater  helpe  to  this  mine  entent : 
What  woldest  thou  saine,  if  for  Heleine  I  sent 
To  speake  of  this  1  I  trow  it  be  the  best, 
For  she  may  leden  Paris  as  her  lest. 

*  Of  Hector,  which  that  is  my  lord  my  brother, 
It  needeth  nat  to  praien  him  friend  to  be, 
For  I  have  heard  him  o  time  and  eke  other 
Speaken  of  Creseide  such  honour,  that  he 
May  saine  no  bet,  such  hap  to  him  hath  she, 
It  needeth  nat  his  helpes  more  to  crave, 
He  shall  be  such,  right  as  we  woll  him  have. 

"  Speake  thou  thy  selfe  also  to  Troilus 
On  my  behalfe,  and  pray  him  with  us  dine." 
M  Sir  all  this  shall  be  done  "  (quod  Pandarus) 
And  tooke  his  leave,  and  never  gan  to  fine, 
But  to  his  neces  house  as  streight  as  line 
He  came,  and  found  her  fro  the  meat  arise, 
And  set  him  doun,  and  spake  right  in  this  wise  : 

He  said,  "  O  very  God,  so  have  I  ronne, 

Lo  nece  mine,  see  ye  nat  how  I  swete  ! 

I  n'ot  where  ye  the  more  thanke  me  conne  : 

Be  ye  not  ware  how  false  Poliphete 

Is  now  about  eftsoones  for  to  plete, 

And  bring  on  you  advocacies  new  1 " 

"  1,  no  "  (quod  she)  and  chaunged  all  her  hew. 

"  What,  is  he  more  about  me  to  dretche 
And  done  me  wrong,  what  shall  I  done,  alas, 
Yet  of  himselfe  nothing  would  I  retehe, 
N'ere  it  for  Anterior  and  Eneas, 
That  ben  his  friends  in  such  manner  caas : 
But  for  the  love  of  God  mine  uncle  dere, 
No  force  of  that,  let  him  have  all  yfere, 

M  Withouten  that,  I  have  ynough  for  us/' 

"  Nay  "  (quod  Pandare)  "  it  shall  nothing  be  so, 

For  I  have  been  right  now  at  Deiphebus, 

At  Hector,  and  mine  other  lordes  mo, 

And  shortly  maked  each  of  hem  his  fo, 

That  by  my  thrift  he  shall  it  never  win, 

For  aught  he  can,  whan  so  that  he  begin." 

And  as  they  casten  what  was  best  to  done, 

Deiphebus  of  his  owne  courtesie 

Came  her  to  pray,  in  his  proper  persone, 

To  hold  him  on  the  morrow  corapanie 

At  dinner,  which  she  n'olde  not  denie, 

But  goodly  gan  to  his  prayer  obey, 

He  thonked  her,  and  went  upon  his  wey. 

Whan  this  was  done,  this  Pandare  anone, 

To  tell  in  short,  forth  he  gau  to  wend 

To  Troilus,  as  still  as  any  stone, 

And  all  this  thing  he  told  him  word  and  end, 
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And  how  that  he  Deiphebus  gan  to  blend, 
And  said  him,  "  Now  is  time  of  that  ye  conne 
To  bere  thee  well  to  morow,  and  all  is  wonne. 

"  Now  speke,  now  pray,  now  pitonsly  complain, 
Let  nat  for  nice  shame,  for  drede  or  slouth, 
Sometime  a  man  mote  tell  his  owne  pain, 
Beleeve  it,  and  she  woll  have  on  thee  routh, 
Thou  sbalt  ben  saved  by  thy  faith  in  trouth, 
But  well  wot  I,  thou  now  art  in  a  drede, 
And  what  it  is,  I  lay  that  I  can  arede. 

"  Thou  thickest  now, '  How  should  I  don  al  this, 
For  by  my  cheres  mosten  folke  espie, 
That  for  her  love  is  that  I  fare  amis, 
Yet  had  I  lever  unwist  for  sorrow  die  : ' 
Now  thinke  nat  so,  for  thou  hast  great  follie, 
For  I  right  now  have  founden  a  manere 
Of  sleight,  for  to  coveren  all  thy  chere. 

"  Thou  Shalt  gone  overnight,  and  that  bilive, 
Unto  Deiphebus  house,  as  thee  to  play, 
Thy  maladie  away  the  bet  to  drive, 
For  which  thou  secmeth  sicke,  sooth  to  say, 
Soone  after  that,  in  thy  bed  thee  lay, 
And  say  thou  maist  no  longer  up  endure, 
And  lie  right  there,  and  bide  thine  aventure. 

«  Say  that  thy  fever  is  wont  thee  for  to  take 
The  same  time,  and  last  till  a  morow, 
And  let  see  now  how  well  thou  canst  it  make  : 
For  parde  sicke  is  he  that  is  in  sorrow. 
Go  now  farwell,  and  Venus  here  to  borow, 
I  hope  and  thou  this  purpose  hold  ferine. 
Thy  grace  she  shall  fully  there  conferme." 

I    (Quod  Troilus)  "  Ywis  thou  all  needlesse 
Counsailest  me,  that  sickeliche  I  me  faine, 
For  I  am  sicke  in  earnest  doubtlesse, 
So  that  well  nigh  1  sterve  for  the  paine  : " 
(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Thou  shalt  the  better  plaine, 
And  hast  the  lesse  need  to  counterfete, 
For  him  demeth  men  hot,  that  seeth  him  swete. 

"  Lo,  hold  thee  at  thy  triste  close,  and  I 
Shall  well  the  deere  unto  the  bow  drive  :  " 
Therewith  he  tooke  his  leave  all  softly, 
1    And  Troilus  to  his  paleis  went  blive, 
I    So  glad  ne  was  he  never  in  all  his  live, 

And  to  Pandarus  rede  gan  all  assent, 
I    And  to  Deiphebus  hous  at  night  he  went. 

j    What  nedeth  it  you  to  tellen  all  the  chere 
That  Deiphebus  unto  his  brother  made, 
Or  his  axis,  or  his  sickeliche  manere, 
How  men  gone  him  with  clothes  for  to  lade, 
Whan  he  was  laid,  and  how  men  would  him  glade  ; 
But  all  for  nought,  he  held  forth  aye  the  wise, 
That  ye  han  heard  Pandare  ere  this  devise. 

But  certaine  is,  ere  Troilus  him  leide, 
Deiphebus  had  praied  him  over  night 
To  ben  a  friend,  and  helping  to  Crescide  : 
God  wot  that  he  graunted  anon  right 
To  ben  her  full  friend,  with  all  his  might  : 
But  such  a  need  was  it  to  praien  him  thenne, 
As  for  to  bidden  a  wood  man  to  renne. 

The  morow  came,  and  nighen  gan  the  time 
Of  mealtide,  that  the  faire  queene  Heleine 
Shope  her  to  ben  an  houre  after  the  prime 
With  Deiphebus,  to  whom  she  u'olde  faine, 


But  as  his  suster,  homely  sooth  to  aaine 
She  came  to  dinner  in  her  plaine  entent, 
But  God  and  Pandare  wist  all  what  this  ment 

Came  eke  Creseide  all  innocent  of  this, 
Antigone  her  nece,  and  Tarbe  also, 
But  flie  we  now  prolixitie  best  is, 
For  love  of  God,  and  let  us  fast  go 
Right  to  theffect,  withouten  tales  mo, 
Why  all  this  folke  assembled  in  this  place, 
And  let  us  of  all  hir  salvinges  pace. 

Great  honour  did  hem  Deiphebus  certaine, 
And  fedde  hem  well,  with  all  that  might  like, 
But  evermo  alas,  was  his  refraine  : 
"  My  good  brother  Troilus  the  Bike, 
Lithe  yet,"  and  therewithall  he  gan  to  sike 
And  after  that  he  pained  him  to  glade 
Hem  as  he  might,  and  chere  good  he  made. 

Complained  eke  Heleine  of  his  sicknesse 
So  faithfully,  that  it  pitie  was  to  here, 
And  every  wight  gan  wexen  for  axes 
A  leche  anon,  and  said,  "  In  this  manere 
Men  curen  folke,  this  charme  I  wol  thee  lere," 
But  there  sate  one,  all  list  her  nat  to  teche, 
That  thought,  yet  best  could  I  ben  his  leche. 

After  complaint  him  gonnen  they  to  preise, 
As  folk  don  yet  whan  some  wight  hath  begon 
To  preise  a  man,  and  with  preise  him  reise 
A  thousand  fold  yet  higher  than  the  Sonne, 
He  is,  he  can,  that  few  other  lordes  conne, 
And  Pandarus  of  that  they  would  afferme, 
He  nought  forgate  hir  praising  to  conferme. 

Herd  all  this  thing  fair  Creseide  well  enough, 
And  every  word  gan  for  to  notifie, 
For  which  with  sober  chere  her  herte  lough, 
For  who  is  that  ne  would  her  glorifie, 
To  mowen  such  a  knight  done  live  or  die ! 
But  all  passe  I,  least  ye  too  long  ydwell, 
But  for  o  fine  is  all  that  ever  I  telL 

The  time  came,  fro  dinner  for  to  rise, 
And  as  hem  ought,  arisen  everychone, 
And  gane  a  while  of  this  and  that  devise, 
But  Pandarus  brake  all  this  speech  anoue, 
And  said  to  Deiphebus,  "  Woll  ye  gone, 
If  your  will  be,  as  erst  T  you  preide, 
To  speaken  of  the  nedes  of  Creseide  ?" 

Heleine,  which  that  by  the  hond  her  held, 
Tooke  first  the  tale,  and  said,  u  Go  we  blive," 
And  goodly  on  Creseide  she  beheld, 
And  said, 44  Joves  let  him  never  thrive 
That  doth  you  harm,  and  reve  him  sone  of  lite, 
And  yeve  me  sorrow,  but  he  shall  it  rue, 
If  that  I  may,  and  all  folke  be  true." 

"  Tell  thou  thy  nieces  case  "  (quod  Deiphebus 
To  Pandarus)  "  for  thou  canst  best  it  tell." 
"  My  lordes  and  my  ladies,  it  stant  thus, 
What  should  I  lenger  w  (quod  he)  a  do  you  dwell  i 
He  rong  hem  out  a  proces  like  a  bell 
Upon  her  foe,  that  hight  Poliphete, 
So  hainou.-*,  that  men  might  on  it  spete. 

Answerd  of  this  ech  worse  of  hem  than  other, 
And  Poliphete  they  gonnen  thus  to  warien, 
And  honged  be  such  one,  were  he  my  brother, 
And  so  he  shall,  for  it  ne  may  nought  varien, 
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hould  I  lenger  in  this  tale  tarien, 

iche  all  at  ones  they  her  highten 

her  friend  in  all  that  ever  they  mighten. 

lien  Heleine,  and  said,  "  Pandarus, 
ight  my  lord  my  brother  of  this  mater, 
e  Hector,  or  wote  it  Troilus  ! M 
I,  M  Ye,  but  woll  ye  me  now  here, 
iketh  thus,  sith  that  Troilus  is  here, 
good,  if  that  ye  would  assent, 
i  him  her  selfe  all  this  ere  she  went. 

e  wol  have  the  more  hir  grefe  at  herte, 
e  lo,  that  she  a  lady  is, 

your  will,  I  woll  but  in  right  start, 

you  wete,  and  that  anone  y  wis, 
he  sleepe,  or  woll  aught  here  of  this  : " 
he  lept,  and  said  him  in  his  ere, 
lave  thy  soul,  for  brought  have  I  thy  bvre* 

en  of  this  gan  tho  Troilus, 

indarus  without  reckoning, 

at  anon  to  Heleine  and  Deiphebus, 

id  hem, M  So  there  be  no  tarying 

•e  prease,  he  woll  well  that  ye  bring 

e  my  lady,  that  is  now  here, 

he  may  enduren,  he  woll  her  here. 

rell  ye  wote,  the  chamber  is  but  lite, 

w  folke  may  lightly  make  it  warme, 

oketh  ye,  for  I  woll  have  no  wite 

ig  in  prease,  that  might  done  him  harme, 

diseasen,  for  my  better  arme  : 

re  it  bette  she  bid  till  oft  soonis, 

>ke  ye  that  knowen  what  to  don  is. 

for  me  best  is,  as  I  can  know, 

>  wight  in  ne  wende,  but  ye  twey, 

rere  I,  for  1  cannot  in  a  throw 

se  her  case,  unlike  that  she  can  sey, 

;er  this  she  may  him  ones  prey 

good  lord  in  short,  and  take  her  levo, 

ty  not  mokell  of  his  ease  him  reve. 

tke  for  she  is  straunge,  he  woll  forbere 
e,  which  that  him  dare  nat  for  you, 
ler  thing,  that  toucheth  nat  to  her, 
I  it  tell,  I  wote  it  well  right  now, 
cret  is,  and  for  the  townes  prow  : " 
sy  that  knew  nothing  of  his  entent, 
t  more,  to  Troilus  in  they  went. 

•  in  all  her  goodly  softe  wise 

n  salue,  and  womanly  to  play, 

led,  **  Ywis,  ye  mote  algate  arise  : 

ire  brother  be  all  hole  I  pray," 

n  her  arme  right  over  his  shoulder  lay, 

m  with  all  her  wit  to  recomfort, 

best  could,  she  gan  him  to  disport. 

:  this  (quod  she)  u  We  you  beseke 

e  brother  Deiphebus  and  I, 

e  cf  God,  and  so  doeth  Pandare  eke, 

i  good  lord  and  friend  right  hertely 

reseide,  which  that  certainly 

sd  wrong,  as  wot  well  here  Pandare, 

n  her  case  well  bet  than  I  declare." 

indarus  gan  new  his  tong  affile, 
her  case  rehearse,  and  that  anone, 
t  was  saied,  soone  after  in  a  while, 
rroilns)  *  As  soone  as  I  was  gone, 


I  wol  right  faino  with  all  my  might  ben  one, 
Have  God  my  trouth,  her  cause  to  susteine." 
"  Now  good  thrift  have ye"  (quod  Heleinthe  queen.) 

(Quod  Pandarus)  "  And  it  your  will  be, 
That  she  may  take  her  leave  ere  that  she  go." 
«  O  eles  God  forbid  it  tho"  (quod  he) 
"  If  that  she  vouchsafe  for  to  do  so  :" 
And  with  that  word  (quod  Troilus)  a  ye  two 
Deiphebus,  and  my  suster  lefe  and  dere, 
To  you  have  I  to  speake  of  a  matcre, 

"To  been  a  vised  by  your  rede  the  better," 
And  found  fas  hap  was)  at  his  bedes  hedde 
The  copie  or  a  treatise,  and  a  letter 
That  Hector  had  him  sent,  to  asken  rede 
If  such  a  man  was  worthy  to  ben  dede, 
Wote  I  naught  who,  but  in  a  grisly  wise 
He  prayed  hem  anone  on  it  avise. 

Deiphebus  gan  this  letter  for  to  unfold 
In  earnest  great,  so  did  Heleine  the  queene, 
And  roming  outward,  fast  it  gonne  behold 
Do un  ward  a  steire,  into  an  herbor  grcene  : 
This  ilke  thing  they  redden  hem  betwene, 
And  largely  tho  mountenaunce  of  an  houre 
They  gonne  on  it  to  reden  and  to  poure. 

Now  let  hem  rede,  and  tourne  we  anone 
To  Pandarus,  that  gan  full  soft  prie 
That  all  was  well,  and  out  ho  gan  to  gone 
Into  the  great  chamber,  and  that  in  hie, 
And  saied,  "  God  save  all  this  coin  pan ie : 
Come  nece  mine,  my  lady  queene  Heleine 
Abideth  you,  and  eke  my  lordes  tweine. 

"  Rise,  take  with  you  your  nece  Antigone, 
Or  whom  you  list,  or  no  force  hardely, 
The  lasse  prease  the  bet,  come  forth  with  me, 
And  looke  that  ye  t honked  humbly 
Hem  all  three,  and  whan  ye  may  goodly 
Your  time  ysee,  taketh  of  hem  your  leave, 
Least  we  too  long  his  reates  him  bireave." 

All  innocent  of  Pandarus  entent 
(Quod  tho  C reseide)  "  Go  we  uncle  dere," 
And  arme  in  arme,  inward  with  him  she  went, 
A  vising  well  her  wordes  and  her  chere, 
And  Pandarus  in  carnestfull  mauere, 
Saied,  "  All  folke  for  Godes  love  I  pray, 
Stinteth  right  here,  and  softely  you  play. 

"  Aviseth  you  wliat  folke  ben  here  within, 

And  in  what  plite  one  is,  God  him  amend, 

And  inward  thou  full  softely  begin, 

Nece  I  conjure,  and  highly  you  defend 

On  his  halfe,  which  that  soule  us  all  send, 

And  in  the  vertue  of  corounes  twaine 

Slea  nat  this  man,  that  hath  for  you  this  paine. 

"  Fie  on  tho  dcvill,  thinke  which  one  he  is, 
And  in  what  plite  he  lieth,  come  off  anone, 
Think  all  such  taried  tide  but  lost  it  n'is, 
That  woll  ye  both  saine,  whan  ye  been  one : 
Secondly,  there  yet  divineth  none 
Upon  you  two,  come  off  now  if  ye  conne, 
While  folke  is  blent,  lo,  all  the  time  is  wonne. 

"  In  titering  and  pursuite,  and  delaies 
The  folke  divine,  at  wegging  of  a  stre, 
And  though  ye  would  ban  after  merry  daies, 
Than  dare  ye  nat,  and  why !   For  she  and  she 
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Spake  such  a  word,  thus  looked  he  and  he  : 
Least  time  be  lost,  I  dare  not  with  you  deale, 
Come  off  therfore,  and  bringeth  him  to  heale." 

But  now  to  you,  ye  lovers  that  ben  here, 

Was  Troilus  nat  in  a  cankedort, 

That  lay,  and  might  the  wispring  of  hem  here, 

And  thoght u  O  lord,  right  now  renneth  my  sort 

Fully  to  die,  or  have  anone  comforte," 

And  was  the  first  time  he  should  her  pray 

Of  love,  O  mightie  God,  what  shall  he  say  ! 

FTPLICrr  UBKR  8  RC  UN  DUB. 


PROBME. 

B.  in.  v.  1—105. 
O  BLI8PULL  light,  of  which  the  bemes  clere 
Adorneth  all  the  third  heaven  faire, 
O  sonnes  lefe,  O  Joves  doughter  dere, 
Pleasaunce  of  love,  O  goodly  debonaire, 
In  gentle  hertes  aye  ready  to  repaire, 
O  very  cause  of  heale  and  of  gladnesse, 
Yheried  be  thy  might  and  thy  goodnesse. 

In  Heaven  and  Hell,  in  earth,  and  salt  see, 
Is  felt  thy  might,  if  that  I  well  discerne, 
As  man,  and  beast,  fish,  herbe,  and  greue  tree, 
They  fele  in  times  with  vapour  eterne, 
God  loveth,  and  to  love  woll  naught  werne, 
And  in  this  world  no  lives  creature, 
Withouten  love  is  worth,  or  may  endure. 

Ye  Joves  first,  to  thilke  affectes  glade 
Through  which  that  thinges  liven  all  and  be, 
Commenden,  and  amorous  hem  made 
On  mortal  1  thing,  and  as  you  list  aye  ye 
Yeve  hem  in  love,  ease,  or  adversite  : 
And  in  a  thousand  formes  dounc  hem  sent 
For  love  in  earth,  and  whom  you  list  he  hent. 

Ye  fiers  Mars  appeasen  of  his  ire, 

And  as  you  list,  ye  maken  hertes  digne : 

A 1  gates  hem  that  ye  woll  set  a  fire, 

They  dreden  shame,  and  vices  they  resigne, 

Ye  doen  him  curteis  be,  fresh,  and  benigne, 

And  high  or  low,  after  a  wight  entendeth 

The  joies  that  he  hath,  your  might  it  sendeth. 

Ye  holden  reigne  and  house  in  unitie, 

Ye  soothfast  cause  of  friendship  ben  also 

Ye  knowen  all  thilke  covered  qualitie 

Of  thinges,  which  that  folke  wondren  at  so, 

Whan  they  can  nat  construe  how  it  may  go, 

She  loveth  him,  or  why  he  loveth  here, 

As  why  this  fish,  and  nat  that  commeth  to  were. 

Ye  folke  a  law  have  set  in  universe, 

And  this  know  1  by  hem  that  lovers  be, 

That  who  so  strivcth  with  you  hath  the  werse  : 

Now  ladie  bright,  for  thy  benignite, 

At  reverence  of  hem  that  serven  thee, 

Whose  clerke  I  am,  so  teacheth  me  devise, 

Some  joy  of  that  is  felt  in  thy  servise. 

Yea,  in  my  naked  herte  sentement 

In  hilde,  and  do  me  shew  of  thy  sweetness© 

Caliope,  thy  voice  be  now  present, 

For  now  is  need,  seest  thou  nat  my  distress©, 


How  I  mote  tell  anon  right  the  gladness* 

Of  Troilus,  to  Venus  herying, 

To  the  which  who  node  hath,  God  him  bring. 


INCIPIT  LIBER  TERTIUa 

Lay  all  this  meane  while  this  Troilus 

Recording  his  lesson  in  this  manere, 

"  Mafey,,? thought  he,  "thus  woll  I  say,  and th 

Thus  woll  I  plaine  unto  my  lady  dere,* 

That  word  is  good,  and  this  shall  be  my  chere 

This  ii' ill  I  nat  foryetten  in  no  wise," 

God  leve  him  werken  as  he  can  devise. 

And  lord  so  that  his  herte  gan  to  quappe, 
Hearing  her  come,  and  short  for  to  Bike, 
And  Pandarus  that  ledde  her  by  the  lappe, 
Came  nere,  and  gan  in  at  the  curtein  pike, 
Arid  saied,  "  God  doe  bote  on  all  that  are  Bike, 
See  who  is  here  you  comen  to  visite, 
Lo,  here  is  she  that  is  your  death  to  wite." 

Therewith  it  seemed  as  he  wept  almost, 

"  A,  a"  (quod  Troilus  so  routhfully) 

M  Whether  me  be  wo,  O  mighty  god  thou  wort, 

Who  is  all  there,  I  see  nat  truely  :  " 

" Sir,"  (quod  Creseide)  "it  is  Pandare  and  I," 

"  Ye  sweet  herte  alas,  I  may  nat  rise 

To  kneele,  and  do  you  honour  in  some  wise." 

And  dressed  him  upward,  and  she  right  tbo 
Gan  both  her  hondes  soft  upon  him  ley, 
"  O  for  the  love  of  God  doe  ye  not  so 
To  me,"  (quod  she)  "eye  what  is  this  to  sey  I 
Sir  comen  am  I  to  you  for  causes  twey, 
First  you  to  thonke,  and  of  your  lordship  eke 
Continuaunce  I  would  you  beeeke." 

This  Troilus  that  heard  his  ladie  pray 
Of  lordship,  him  wox  neither  quick  ne  dedde, 
Ne  might  o  word  for  shame  to  it  say, 
Although  men  shoulden  smiten  off  his  hedde, 
But  Lord  so  he  wox  sodaineliche  redde  : 
And  sir,  his  lesson  that  he  wende  conne 
To  praien  her,  is  through  his  wit  yronne. 

Creseide  all  this  aspied  well  ynough, 

For  she  was  wise,  and  loved  him  never  the  law 

All  nere  he  in  all  apert,  or  made  it  tough, 

Or  was  too  bold  to  sing  a  foole  a  masse, 

But  whan  his  shame  gan  somwhat  to  passe 

His  reasons,  as  I  may  my  rimes  hold, 

I  woll  you  tell,  as  teachen  bookes  old. 

In  chaunged  voice,  right  for  his  very  drede, 
Which  voice  eke  quoke,  and  thereto  his  nianer 
Goodly  abasht,  and  now  his  hewes  rede, 
Now  pale,  unto  Creseide  his  ladie  dere, 
With  looke  doun  cast,  and  humble  iyolden  cbe 
Lo,  the  alderfirst  word  that  him  astart, 
Was  twice,  "  Mercy,  mercy,  O  ray  6weet  herte 

And  stint  a  while,  and  whan  he  might  out  brii 
The  next  word  was,  "  God  wote  for  I  have 
As  faithfully  as  I  have  had  konning, 
Ben  yours  all,  God  so  my  soule  do  save, 
And  shall,  till  that  I  wofull  might  be  grave, 
And  though  I  dare  ne  can  unto  you  plaine, 
Ywis  I  suffer  not  the  lasse  paine. 
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inch  as  now,  ah,  womanliche  wife, 
it  bring,  and  if  this  you  displease, 
11  I  wreke  upon  mine  owne  life 
one  I  trow,  and  do  your  herte  an  ease, 
ay  death  your  herte  may  appease  : 
that  ye  han  heard  me  somewhat  sey, 
;h  I  never  how  soone  that  I  dey." 

;h  his  manly  sorrow  to  behold, 
have  made  an  herte  of  stone  to  rew, 
idare  wept  as  he  to  water  would, 
ed  ever  his  nece  new  and  new, 
d,  u  Wo  begon  been  hertes  true, 
of  God,  make  of  this  thing  an  end, 
is  both  at  ones,  ere  that  ye  wend." 

t "  (quod  she)  "  by  God  and  by  my  trouth 
t  whit  ye  wime  that  I  sey  : " 
at  "  (quod  he)  "  that  ye  have  on  him  routh 
dee  love,  and  doeth  him  nat  to  dey  :  " 
tan  thus  "  (quod  she)  M I  woll  him  prey, 
le  the  fine  of  his  entent, 
I  never  well  what  that  he  ment." 


;hat  I  mean,  O  my  sweet  herte  dere  " 
roilus)  u  O  goodly  fresh  and  free, 
h  the  streames  of  your  eyen  so  clere 
den  sometime  friendly  on  me  see, 
i  agreen  that  I  may  ben  hee 
>n  braunch  of  vice,  on  any  wise, 
i  alway  to  do  you  my  servise, 

ny  lady  right,  and  cheefe  resort, 
my  witte  and  all  my  diligence, 
ave  right  as  you  list  comfort, 
mr  yerde  egall  to  mine  offence, 
,  if  that  I  breake  your  defence, 
;  ye  digue  me  so  much  honour, 
mmaunden  aught  in  any  hour. 

to  ben  your  very  humble,  true, 
nd  in  my  paines  patient, 
■  to  desiren  freshly  new 
n,  and  to  ben  aye  like  diligent, 
i  good  herte  all  hooly  your  talent 
well,  how  sore  that  me  smart, 
aeane  I,  O  mine  owne  sweet  herte." 

indarus)  "  Lo,  here  an  hard  request, 
onable,  a  lady  for  to  werne  : 
i  mine,  by  Natall  Joves  feest, 
i  God,  ye  should  sterve  as  yerne, 
en  wel  this  man  wol  nothing  yerne, 
honour,  and  seene  him  almost  sterve, 
so  loth  to  suffer  him  you  to  serve." 

t  she  gan  her  eyen  on  him  cast 
ly,  and  full  debonairely 
ler,  and  hied  not  too  fast, 
rer  a  word,  but  saied  him  softely, 
onour  safe,  I  woll  well  truely, 
ich  forme,  as  I  can  now  devise, 
him  fully  to  my  servise. 

ling  him  for  Goddes  love,  that  he 
i  honour  of  trouth  and  gentil  lease, 
I  meane,  eke  meanen  well  to  me : 
e  honour  with  wit  and  businesse 
»,  and  if  I  may  doeu  him  gladnesse 
aceforth  ywis  I  n'ill  not  faine  : 
l  all  hole,  no  lenger  ye  ne  plaine. 


"  But  nathelesse,  this  wane  I  you  "  (quod  she) 

M  A  kinges  sonne  although  ye  be  ywis, 

Ye  shall  no  more  have  soverainte 

Of  me  in  love,  than  right  in  that  case  is, 

Ne  n'ill  forbeare  if  that  ye  doen  amis 

To  wrath  you,  and  while  that  ye  me  serve, 

Cherishen  you,  right  after  thai  ye  deserve. 

"  And  shortly,  dere  herte  and  all  my  knight, 
Beth  glad,  and  draweth  you  to  lustinesse, 
And  I  shall  truely,  withall  my  full  might 
You  bitter  tournen  all  to  sweetnesse, 
If  I  be  she  that  may  doe  you  gladnesse, 
For  every  wo  ye  shall  recover  a  bliase," 
And  him  in  armes  tooke,  and  gan  him  kisse. 

Fell  Pandarus  on  knees,  and  up  his  eyen 

To  Heaven  threw,  and  held  his  hondes  hie  : 

"  Immortall  God  "(quod  he)"  that  maiest  not  dien, 

Cupide  I  meane,  of  this  maiest  glorifie, 

And  Venus,  thou  maiest  maken  melodie 

Withouten  hond,  me  seemeth  that  in  toune, 

For  this  miracle  iche  here  eche  bell  soune. 

"  But  ho,  no  more  now  of  this  mattere, 
For  why !  This  folke  woll  comen  up  anone, 
That  have  the  letter  redde,  lo,  I  hem  here, 
But  I  conjure  thee  Creseide,  and  one 
And  two,  thou  Troilus  whan  thou  maist  gone 
That  at  mine  house  ye  hen  at  my  warning, 
For  I  full  well  shall  shapen  your  camming. 

«  And  easeth  there  your  hertes  right  ynough, 
And  let  see  which  of  you  shall  beare  the  bell 
To  speak  of  love  aright,"  and  therwith  he  lough, 
u  For  there  have  I  a  leiser  for  to  tell :  " 
(Quod  Troilus)  "  how  long  shall  I  here  dwell 
Ere  th  is  be  doen  f  (quod  he ) M  Whan  thou  maiest  rise 
This  thing  shall  be  right  as  you  list  devise.** 

With  that  Heleine  and  also  Deiphebus 
Tho  comen  upward  right  at  the  staires  end, 
And  lord  so  tho  gan  gronen  Troilus, 
His  mother  aud  his  suster  for  to  blend  : 
(Quod  Pandarus)  "It  time  is  that  we  wend, 
Take  nece  mine  your  leave  at  hem  all  three, 
And  let  hem  speak,  and  commeth  forth  with  mo." 

She  tooke  her  leave  at  hem  full  thriftely, 
As  she  well  could,  and  they  her  reverence 
Unto  the  full  didden  hartely, 
And  wonder  well  speaken  in  her  absence 
Of  her,  in  praising  of  her  excellence, 
Her  governaunce,  her  wit,  and  her  manere 
Commendeden,  that  it  joy  was  to  here. 

Now  let  her  wend  unto  her  owne  place, 
And  tourne  we  unto  Troilus  againe, 
That  gan  full  lightly  of  the  letter  pace, 
That  Deiphebus  had  in  the  garden  seine, 
And  of  Heleine  and  him  he  would  feine 
Delivered  ben,  and  saied,  that  him  lest 
To  slepe,  and  after  tales  have  a  rest. 

Heleine  him  kist,  and  tooke  her  leave  blive, 
Deiphebus  eke,  and  home  went  every  wight, 
And  Pandarus  as  fast  as  he  may  drive 
To  Troilus  tho  came,  as  line  right, 
And  on  a  paillet,  all  that  glad  night 
By  Troilus  he  lay,  with  merry  cnere 
To  tale,  and  well'  was  hem  they  were  yfere. 
o2 
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Whan  every  wight  was  voided  but  they  two, 

And  all  the  dores  weren  fast  yshet, 

To  tell  in  short,  withotiten  words  mo, 

This  Pandarus,  without  any  let 

Up  rose,  and  on  his  beddes  side  him  set, 

And  gan  to  speaken  in  a  sober  wise 

To  Troilus,  as  I  shall  yon  devise. 

"  Mine  alderlevest  lord,  and  brother  dere, 
God  wot,  and  thou,  that  it  sate  me  so  sore, 
Whan  I  thee  saw  so  languishing  to  here, 
For  love  of  which  thy  wo  woxe  alway  more, 
That  I  with  all  my  might,  and  all  my  lore, 
Have  ever  sithen  doen  my  businesse 
To  bring  thee  to  joye  out  of  distresse. 

"  And  have  it  brought  to  such  plite  as  thou  wa 
So  that  through  me  thou  stondest  now  in  way 
To  faren  well,  I  say  it  for  no  bost, 
And  wost  thou  why,  but  shame  it  is  to  say, 
For  thee  have  I  begon  a  gamen  play, 
Which  that  I  never  doen  shall  eft  for  other, . 
All  tho  he  were  a  thousand  fold  my  brother. 

«  That  is  to  say,  for  thee  am  I  becomen, 
Betwixen  game  and  earnest  such  a  meane, 
As  maken  women  unto  men  to  comen, 
All  say  I  nat,  thou  wost  well  what  I  meane, 
For  thee  have  I  my  nece,  of  vices  cleane, 
So  fully  made  thy  gentillesse  trist, 
That  all  shall  ben  right  as  thy  selfe  list 

"  But  God,  that  all  woteth,  take  I  to  witnesse, 
That  never  I  this  for  covetise  wrought, 
But  onlv  for  to  abredge  that  distresse. 
For  which  welnie  thou  didest,  as  me  thought : 
But  good  brother  do  now  as  thee  ought, 
For  Godes  love,  and  kepo  her  out  of  blame, 
Sins  thou  art  wise,  and  save  alway  her  name. 

u  For  well  thou  wost,  the  name  as  yet  of  her 
Fimongs  the  people  as  (who  saith)  halo  wed  is. 
For  that  man  is  unbore  I  dare  well  swere, 
That  ever  wist  that  she  did  amis, 
But  wo  is  me,  that  I  that  cause  all  this, 
May  thinken  that  she  is  my  nece  dere, 
And  I  hir  erne,  and  traitour  eke  yfere. 

"  And  wer  it  wist,  that  I  through  mine  engine 
Had  in  mine  nece  yput  this  fantasie 
To  doen  thy  lust,  and  hooly  to  be  thine  : 
Why  all  the  world  would  upon  it  crie, 
And  say,  that  I  the  worste  trecherie 
■     Did  in  this  case,  that  ever  was  begon, 

And  she  fordone,  and  thou  right  nought  ywon. 

j  "  Wherefore  ere  I  woll  further  gone  or  paas, 

j  Yet  eft  I  thee  beseech,  and  fully  say, 

i  That  privete  go  with  us  in  this  caas, 

I  That  is  to  saine,  that  thou  us  never  wray, 

I  And  be  not  wroth,  though  I  thee  ofte  pray, 

j  To  holdcn  secree  such  an  high  mattere, 
For  skilfull  is,  thou  wost  well,  my  praiere. 

"  And  thinke  what  wo  there  hath  betid  ere  this 
For  making  of  avauntes,  as  men  rede, 
And  what  mischauuee  in  this  world  vet  is 
Fro  day  to  day,  right  for  that  wicked  dede, 
For  which  these  wise  clerkes  that  ben  dede 
;     Have  ever  this  proverbed  to  us  young, 
I    That  the  first  vertue  is  to  kepe  the  toung. 


"  And  nere  it  that  I  wilne  as  now  abredge 

Diffusion  of  speech,  I  could  almost 

A  thousand  old  stories  thee  alledge 

Of  women  lost,  through  false  and  fooles  bost, 

Proverbes  canst  thy  selfe  enow,  and  wost 

Ayen8t  that  vice  for  to  been  a  blabbe, 

All  saied  men  sooth,  as  often  as  they  gabbe. 

"  O  tongue  alas,  so  often  here  beforne 

Hast  thou  made  many  a  lady  bright  of  hew, 

Saied  "  Welaway  the  day  that  I  was  borne," 

And  many  a  maidens  sorrow  for  to  new, 

And  for  the  more  part  all  is  untrew 

That  men  of  yelpe,  and  it  were  brought  to  prove, 

Of  kind,  none  avauntour  is  to  ieve. 

«  Avauntour  and  a  lier,  all  is  one, 
As  thus  :  I  pose  a  woman  graunt  me 
Her  love,  and  saieth  that  other  woll  she  none, 
And  I  am  sworne  to  holden  it  secree, 
And  after  I  tell  it  two  or  three, 
Y  wis  I  am  a  vauntour  at  the  lest, 
i  And  lie  eke,  for  I  breake  my  behest. 

"  Now  looke  than  if  they  be  not  to  blame, 
Such  maner  folk,  what  shall  I  clepe  hem,  what, 
That  hem  avaunt  of  women,  and  by  name, 
That  yet  behight  hem  never  this  ne  that, 
Ne  know  hem  no  more  than  mine  old  hat, 
No  wonder  is,  so  God  me  sonde  hele, 
Though  women  dreden  with  us  men  to  dele. 

■  "  I  say  not  this  for  no  of  mistrust  of  you, 
Ne  for  no  wise  men,  but  for  fooles  nice, 
And  for  the  harme  that  in  the  world  is  now, 
As  well  for  follie  oft,  as  for  mallice, 
For  well  wote  I,  in  wise  folke  that  vice 
No  woman  dredeth,  if  she  be  well  a  vised, 
For  wise  been  by  fooles  harme  chastised. 

"  But  now  to  purpose,  leve  brother  dere, 
i  Have  all  this  thing  that  I  have  saied  in  mind, 
I  And  keep  thee  close,  and  be  now  of  good  chere 
I  For  all  thy  daies  thou  shalt  me  true  find, 
I  shall  thy  processe  set  in  such  a  kind, 
And  God  toforne,  that  it  shall  thee  suffise, 
For  it  shall  be  right  as  thou  wolt  devise. 

"  For  well  I  wote,  thou  meanest  well  parde, 
Therefore  I  dare  this  fully  undertake, 
Thou  wost  eke  what  thy  lady  graunted  thee, 
And  day  is  set  the  charters  to  make, 
Have  now  good  night,  I  may  no  lenger  wake, 
And  bid  for  me,  sith  thou  art  now  in  blisse, 
That  God  me  sende  death,  or  some  lisse." 

Who  might  tellen  halfe  the  joy  or  feste 
Which  that  the  soule  of  Troilus  tho  felt, 
Hearing  theffect  of  Pandarus  beheste  : 
His  old  wo,  that  made  his  herte  to  swelt, 
(Jan  tho  for  joy  wasten,  aud  to  melt, 
And  all  the  riehi-Kse  of  his  sighes  sore 
At  ones  fled,  he  felt  of  hem  no  more. 

But  right  so  as  these  holtes  and  these  hayis 
That  han  in  winter  dead  ben  and  dry, 
Kevesten  him  in  grene,  whan  that  May  is, 
Whan  every  lusty  beste  listeth  to  pley, 
Right  in  that  selfe  wise,  sooth  for  to  sey, 
Woxe  suddainly  his  herte  full  of  joy, 
That  gladder  was  there  never  mau  in  Troy. 
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i  his  looke  on  Pandarus  up  cast 
crly,  and  friendly  on  to  see, 
?d,  "  Friend,  in  Aprill  the  last, 
thou  wost,  if  it  remember  thee, 
;h  the  death  for  wo  thou  founde  me, 
v  thou  diddest  all  thy  businesse 
r  of  me  the  cause  of  my  distresse. 

wost  how  long  I  it  forbare  to  say 
,  that  art  the  man  that  I  best  trist, 
ill  none  was  it  to  thee  to  bewray, 
st  I  well :  but  tell  me  if  thee  list, 
>  loth  was  that  thy  selfe  it  wist, 
rst  I  mo  tellen  of  this  iriatere  ? 
ake  now,  and  no  wight  may  us  here. 

ithelesse,  by  that  God  I  thee  swere, 
him  list  may  all  the  world  governe, 
lye,  Achilles  with  his  spere 
rte  cleave,  all  were  my  life  eterne, 
i  mortall,  if  I  late  or  yerne 
t  bewray,  or  durst  or  should  conne, 
the  good  that  God  made  under  sou  tie. 

-ather  die  I  would,  and  determine 
ceth  me  now,  stocked  in  prison, 
:hednesse,  in  filth,  and  in  vermine, 
to  cruell  king  Agamemnon  : 
» in  all  the  temples  of  this  toun, 
e  Godes  all,  1  woll  thee  swere 
»w  day,  if  that  thee  liketh  here. 

lat  thou  hast  so  much  ydoen  for  me, 
le  may  it  nevermore  deserve, 
ow  I  well,  all  might  I  now  for  thee 
and  times  on  a  morow  sterve, 
»  more,  but  that  I  woll  thee  serve 
i  thy  slave,  whether  so  thou  wend, 
rmore,  unto  my  lives  end. 

to  with  all  mine  herte  I  thee  beseech, 
ver  in  me  thou  derae  such  folly 
ill  saine  :  me  thought  by  thy  speech, 
s  which  thou  me  dost  for  companic, 

wenen  it  were  a  baudrie, 
t  wood,  all  if  I  lcude  be, 

so,  that  wote  I  well  parde. 

5  that  goeth  for  gold,  or  for  richesse, 
messages,  call  him  what  ye  list, 
i  that  thou  dost,  call  it  gentlenesse, 
»ion,  and  fellowship,  and  trist, 
it  so,  for  wide  where  is  wist 
it  there  is  diversitie  required 
n  thinges  like,  as  I  have  lered. 

lat  thou  know  1  thinke  not  ne  wene, 

s  service  a  shame  be  or  jape, 

ny  faire  sister  Polexene, 

re,  Helein,  or  any  of  the  frape, 

lever  so  faire,  or  well  yshapc, 

whiche  thou  wilt  of  everycnone 

for  thine,  and  let  me  than  alone. 

:h  that  thou  hast  done  me  this  service, 

to  save,  and  for  none  hope  of  mede  : 

le  love  of  God,  this  great  emprise 

e  it  out,  now  is  the  most  ncde 

i  and  low,  withouten  any  drede, 

Iway  thine  hestes  all  kepe, 

m  good  night,  and  let  us  both  slepe/' 


Thus  held  hem  ech  of  other  well  apaied, 

That  all  the  world  ne  might  it  bet  amend,  : 

And  on  the  morrow  when  they  were  araied,  ! 

Ech  to  his  owne  needs  gan  to  entend  :  | 

But  Troilus,  though  as  the  fire  he  brend, 

For  sharpe  desire  of  hope,  and  of  pleasaunce, 

He  not  forgate  his  good  governauuce. 

But  in  himself,  with  manhood  gan  restrain 

Ech  rakell  deed,  and  ech  unbridled  chere, 

That  all  that  liven  soothe  for  to  saine, 

Ne  should  have  wist  by  word  or  by  manere  ! 

What  that  he  ment,  as  touching  this  matere, 

From  every  wight,  as  ferre  as  is  the  cloud,  ■ 

He  was  so  wise,  and  well  dissimulen  coud.  I 

And  all  the  while  which  that  I  now  devise,  - 

This  was  his  life,  with  all  his  full  might :  | 

By  day  he  was  in  Martes  high  servise, 

That  is  to  saine,  in  arroes  as  a  knight,  ' 

And  for  the  more  part  all  the  long  night,  j 

He  lay  and  thought  how  that  he  might  serve 

His  lady  best,  her  thanke  for  to  deserve,  1 

N'ill  I  not  sweare,  although  he  lay  soft, 
That  in  his  thought  n'as  somwhat  diseased, 
Ne  that  he  tourned  on  his  pillowcs  oft, 
And  would  of  that  him  missed  have  ben  eased, 
|  But  in  such  case  men  be  nat  alway  pleased, 
!  For  naught  I  wote,  no  more  than  was  he, 
|  That  can  1  deeme  of  poasibilite. 

!  But  certaine  is,  to  purpose  for  to  go, 
j  That  in  this  while,  as  written  is  in  geste, 

1  He  saw  his  lady  sometime,  and  also  j 
I  She  with  him  spake,  whan  that  she  durst  and  teste,  ' 

|  And  by  hir  both  avise,  as  was  the  best,  j 

:  Appointeden  full  warely  in  this  need,  j 

So  as  they  durst,  how  they  would  proceed,  | 

But  it  was  spoken  in  so  short  a  wise,  I 
Iu  such  awaite  alway,  and  in  such  feare,  I 
i  Least  auy  wight  divinen  or  devise 
i  Would  of  hem  two,  or  to  it  lay  an  care, 
I  That  all  this  world  so  lefc  to  hem  ne  were, 
J  As  that  Cupide  would  hem  his  grace  send, 
',  To  maken  of  her  speech  right  an  eud.  i 

But  thilke  little  that  they  spake  or  wrought, 
His  wise  ghost  tooke  aye  of  all  such  hede, 
it  seemed  her  he  wiste  what  she  thought, 
Withouten  word,  so  that  it  was  no  nede 
To  bid  him  aught  to  doen,  or  aught  forbede, 
For  which  she  thought  that  love,  all  come  it  lute, 
Of  all  joy  had  opened  her  the  )  ate. 

I  And  shortly  of  this  processe  for  to  pace, 
So  well  his  werke  and  wordes  he  beset, 
That  he  so  full  stood  in  his  ladies  grace,  > 
That  twenty  thousand  times  ere  she  let, 
She  thonked  God  she  ever  with  him  met, 
So  could  he  him  governe  in  such  servise,  i 
That  all  the  world  ne  might  it  bet  devise. 

For  she  found  him  so  discreet  in  all, 

So  secret,  and  of  such  obeisaunce, 
I  That  well  she  felt  he  was  to  her  a  wall 
I  Of  steel,  and  shield  of  every  displeasMince, 
|  That  to  been  in  his  good  govcriuuincc,  i 
I  So  wise  he  was,  she  was  no  more  afcral,  i 
I  I  meane  as  ferre  as  aught  ben  requerod.  ! 
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TROILUS  AND  CRE8EIDE. 
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And  Pandarus  to  quicke  alway  the  fire, 
Was  ever  ylike  prest  and  diligent, 
To  ease  his  friend  was  set  all  his  desire, 
He  shone  aye  on,  he  to  and  fro  was  sent, 
He  letters  bare,  whan  Troilua  was  absent, 
That  never  man,  as  in  his  friendes  nede, 
Ne  bare  him  bet  than  he,  withouten  drede. 

But  now  peraventure  some  man  waiten  would 
That  every  word,  or  sond,  look,  or  chere 
Of  Troilua,  that  1  rehearcen  should, 
In  all  this  while,  unto  his  lady  dere, 
I  trow  it  were  a  long  thing  for  to  here, 
Or  of  what  wight  that  stant  in  such  disjoint 
His  wordes  all,  or  every  looke  to  point. 

Forsooth  I  have  not  herd  it  done  ere  this, 
In  story  none,  ne  no  man  here  I  wene, 
And  though  I  would,  I  could  not  y  wis, 
For  there  was  some  epistle  hem  betwene, 
That  would  (as  saith  mine  autor)  wel  contene 
Nie  half  this  boke,  of  which  him  list  not  write, 
How  should  I  than  a  line  of  it  endite  1 

But  to  the  great  effect,  than  say  I  thus, 
That  stonden  in  concord  and  in  quiete 
This  ilke  two,  Creseide  and  Troilus, 
As  I  have  told,  and  in  this  time  swete, 
Save  onely  often  might  they  not  mete, 
Ne  leisure  have,  hir  speeches  to  fulfell, 
That  it  befell  right  as  I  shall  you  tell, 

That  Pandarus,  that  ever  did  his  might, 
Right  for  the  fine  that  I  shall  speake  of  here, 
As  for  to  bringen  to  his  house  some  night 
His  faire  nece,  and  Troilus  yfere, 
Where  as  at  leiser  all  this  high  matere 
Touching  hir  love  were  at  the  full  up  bound, 
Had  out  of  doubt  a  time  to  it  found. 

For  he  with  great  deliberation 
Had  every  thing  that  thereto  might  availe 
!     Forne  cast,  and  put  in  execution, 

And  nether  left  for  cost  ne  for  travaile, 
Come  if  hem  liste,  hem  should  nothing  faile, 
And  for  to  ben  in  aught  aspied  there, 
That  wist  he  well  an  impossible  were. 

Dredelesse  it  clcre  was  in  the  wind 

Of  every  pie,  and  every  let  game, 

Now  all  is  well,  for  all  the  world  is  blind 

In  this  matter,  both  fremed  and  tame, 

This  timber  is  all  ready  up  to  frame, 

Us  lacketh  naught,  but  that  we  weten  would 

A  certaine  houre,  in  which  she  comen  should. 

And  Troilus,  that  all  this  purveyaunce 

Knew  at  the  full,  and  waited  on  it  aye, 

And  hereupon  eke  made  great  ordinaunce, 

And  found  his  cause,  and  therwith  his  arraye, 

If  that  he  were  missed  night  or  day, 

They  thought  there  while  he  was  about  this  servise, 

That  he  was  gone  to  done  hia  sacrifice, 

And  must  at  such  a  temple  alone  wake, 

Answered  of  Apollo  for  to  be, 
1     And  first  to  sene  the  holy  laurer  quake, 
|     Er  that  Apollo  spake  out  of  the  tree, 

To  tellen  him  next  whan  Greeks  should  flie, 

And  forthy  let  him  no  man,  God  forbede, 
!     But  pray  Apollo  helpe  in  this  nede. 


Now  is  there  li  tell  more  lor  to  done, 
But  Pandare  up,  and  shortly  for  to  same, 
Right  sone  upon  the  chaunging  of  the  Mone, 
Whan  lighUesse  is  the  world  a  night  or  twaine, 
And  that  the  welkin  shope  him  for  to  nine, 
He  streight  a  morrow  unto  his  ncoe  went, 
Ye  have  well  herde  the  fine  of  his  enteni. 

Whan  he  was  comen,  he  gan  anon  to  play, 
As  he  was  wont,  and  of  himselfe  to  jape, 
And  finally  he  swore,  and  gan  her  say, 
By  this  and  that,  she  should  him  not  escape, 
No  longer  done  him  after  her  to  gape  : 
But  certainly,  she  must,  by  her  leve, 
Come  soupen  in  his  house  with  him  at  ere. 

At  which  she  lough,  and  gan  her  first  excuse, 
And  said  :  "  It  raineth  :  To,  how  should  I  gone" 
"  Let  be,"  (quod  he)  "  ne  stonde  not  thus  to  mm, 
This  mote  be  don,  ye  shal  come  there  anone," 
So  at  the  last,  hereof  they  fell  at  one : 
Or  eles  fast  he  swore  her  in  her  eere, 
He  nolde  never  comen  there  she  were. 

Sone  after  this,  she  to  him  gan  rowne, 
And  asked  him  if  Troilus  were  there, 
He  swore  her  nay,  for  he  was  oat  of  towne : 
And  said,  "  Nece,  I  suppose  that  he  were  there, 
You  durst  never  thereof  have  the  more  fere! 
For  rather  than  men  might  him  there  aspic, 
Me  were  lever  a  thousand  folde  to  die." 

Naught  list  mine  auctour  fully  to  declare, 
What  that  she  thought,  whan  as  he  said  so, 
That  Troilus  was  out  of  towne  yfare, 
And  if  he  said  thereof  soth  or  no, 
But  that  withouten  awaite  with  him  to  go, 
She  graunted  him,  sith  he  her  that  besought, 
And  as  his  nece  obeyed  as  her  ought 

But  nathelesse,  yet  gan  she  him  besech, 
(Although  with  him  to  gone  it  was  no  fere) 
For  to  beware  of  gofisshe  peoples  spech, 
That  dremen  thinges,  which  that  never  were, 
And  wel  avise  him  whom  he  brought  there : 
And  said  him,  u  Eme,  sens  I  must  on  you  tret, 
Loke  al  be  wel,  and  do  now  as  you  list" 

He  swore  her  this  by  stockes  and  by  stones, 
And  by  the  Goddes  that  in  Heven  dwell, 
Or  eles  were  him  lever  soule  and  bones, 
With  Pluto  king,  as  depe  ben  in  Hell 
As  Tantalus  :  what  should  I  more  tell  1 
When  al  was  well,  he  rose  and  toke  his  leve, 
And  she  to  souper  came  whan  it  was  eve. 

With  a  certaine  number  of  her  own  men, 
And  with  her  faire  nece  Antigone, 
And  other  of  her  women  nine  or  ten, 
But  who  was  glad  now,  who,  as  trowe  yee  t 
But  Troilus,  that  stode  and  might  it  see 
Throughout  a  litel  window  in  a  stewe, 
Ther  he  beshet,  sith  midnight,  was  in  mewe, 

Qnwist  of  every  wight,  but  of  Pandare. 
But  to  the  point,  now  whan  that  she  was  come, 
With  al  joy,  and  al  her  frendes  in  fare, 
Here  erne  anon  in  armes  hath  her  nome, 
And  than  to  the  souper  al  and  some, 
Whan  as  time  was,  full  softe  they  hem  set, 
God  wot  there  was  no  deinte  ferre  to  fet. 
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»r  souper  gonnen  they  to  rise, 
well,  with  herte  full  fresh  and  glade, 
1  was  him  that  coude  best  devise 
a  her,  or  that  her  laughen  made, 
ge,  she  plaide,  he  told  a  tale  of  Wade  : 
the  last,  as  every  thing  hath  end, 
;e  her  leave,  and  nedes  would  thence  wend. 

Fortune,  executrice  of  wierdes, 
mces  of  these  hevens  hie, 
that  under  God  ye  ben  our  hierdes, 
.  to  us  bees  tea  ben  the  causes  wrie  : 
sne  I  now,  for  she  gan  homeward  hie  ; 
icute  was  all  beside  hir  leve, 
goddes  wil,  for  which  she  must  bleve. 

ite  Mone  with  her  homes  all  pale, 
is  and  Jove,  in  Cancro  joyned  were, 
ch  a  rain©  from  Heven  gan  availe, 
ery  maner  woman  that  was  there, 
that  smoky  raine  a  very  feere  : 
;h  Pandare  tho  lough,  and  said  then  tie, 
were  it  time  a  lady  to  go  henne. 

ood  nece,  if  I  might  ever  please 
y  thing,  than  pray  1  you,"  ( quod  he) 
n  mine  herte  as  now  so  great  an  ease, 
:o  dwell  here  al  this  night  with  me, 
y  !  this  is  your  owne  house  parde  : 
my  trouth,  I  say  it  nat  in  game, 
ie  as  now,  it  were  to  me  a  shame." 

e,  which  that  could  as  much  good 
9  a  world,  toke  hede  of  his  praire, 
is  it  rained,  and  al  was  in  a  flode, 
tight,  "  As  good  chepe  may  I  dwel  here 
Mint  it  gladly  with  a  frendes  chere, 
ve  a  thouk,  as  grutch  and  than  abide, 
ne  to  go  it  may  nat  well  betide." 

"  (qood  she)  "  mine  uncle  liefe  and  dere, 

at  you  list,  it  skill  is  to  be  so, 

ght  glad  with  you  to  dwellen  here, 

•ut  agame  that  I  would  go." 

graunt  mercy  nece,"  (quod  he)  u  tho : 

;  agame  or  no,  sothe  to  tell, 

i  1  glad,  sens  that  you  list  to  dwel." 

is  wel,  but  tho  began  aright 
ve  joy,  and  al  the  fest  again©, 
adarus,  if  goodly  had  he  might, 
Id  have  hied  her  to  bedde  full  faine, 
d,  M  O  Lord,  this  is  an  huge  raine, 
tre  a  wether  for  to  sleepen  in, 
it  I  rede  us  soone  to  begin. 

lece,  wote  ye  where  I  woll  you  lay, 
t  we  shul  not  liggen  ferre  a  sonder, 
*  ye  neither  shullen,  dare  I  say, 
rise  of  raine,  ne  yet  of  thondcr  1 
,  right  in  my  closet  yonder, 
vol  in  that  utter  house  alone, 
rdain  of  your  women  ev  eric  hone. 

n  this  middle  chambre  that  ye  Re, 
ur  women  slepen,  wel  and  soft, 
»re  I  said,  shal  your  selven  be  : 
ye  liggen  wel  to  night,  come  oft, 
reth  not  wliat  wether  is  aloft, 
ie  anone,  and  whan  so  you  lest, 
;o  slepe,  I  trowe  it  be  the  best." 


There  n*is  no  more,  but  hereafter  sone 
They  voide,  dronke,  and  travers  draw  anone, 
Gan  every  wight  that  hath  nought  to  done 
More  in  the  place,  out  of  the  chambre  gone, 
And  ever  more  so  stereliche  it  rone, 
And  blew©  therwith  so  wonderliche  loude, 
That  wel  nigh  no  man  heren  other  coude. 

Tho  Pandarus  her  erne,  right  as  him  ought 
With  women,  such  as  were  her  most  about, 
Ful  glad  unto  her  beddes  side  her  brought, 
And  toke  his  leave,  and  gan  ful  lowe  lout, 
And  said,  "  Here  at  this  closet  dore  without, 
Right  overtwhart,  your  women  liggen  all, 
That  whom  ye  list  of  hem,  ye  may  sone  call. 

Lo,  whan  that  she  was  in  the  closet  laid, 

And  al  her  women  forth  by  ordinaunce, 

A  bedde  weren,  there  as  I  have  said, 

There  n'as  no  more  to  skippen  nor  to  prauuce, 

But  boden  go  to  bedde  with  mischaunoe, 

If  any  wight  stering  were  any  where, 

And  let  hem  slepen,  that  abedde  were. 


And  shortly  to  the  point  right  for  to  gone, 
Of  al  this  werke  he  told  him  worde  and  end, 
And  said,  "  Make  thee  redy  right  anone, 
For  thou  shalt  into  Heven  bliasc  wend." 
"  Now  blihfull  Venus,  thou  me  grace  send," 
(Quod  Troilus)  "  for  never  yet  no  dede, 
Had  I  er  now,  ne  halfcndele  the  drede." 


"  And  if  I  had,  0  Venus,  ful  of  mirth, 
Aspectes  badde  of  Mars,  or  of  Saturne, 
Or  thou  combuste,  or  let  were  in  my  birth, 
Thy  father  pray,  al  tliilke  harme  disturne 
Of  grace,  and  that  I  glad  ayen  may  turne: 
For  love  of  him  thou  lovedst  in  the  aha  we, 
I  mean  Adon,  that  with  the  bore  was  slawe. 

"  Jove  eke,  for  the  love  of  faire  Europe, 
The  which  in  forme  of  a  bulle  away  thou  fet : 
Now  help,  O  Mars,  thou  with  thy  blody  cope 
For  love  of  Cipria,  thou  me  naught  ne  let : 
O  Phebus,  think  when  Daphne  her  selven  shet 
Under  the  barke,  and  laurer  wore  for  drede, 
Yet  for  her  love,  O  help  now  at  this  nede. 

u  Mercurie,  for  tho  love  of  her  eke, 

For  which  Pallas  was  with  Aglauros  wroth, 

Now  helpe,  and  eke  Diane  I  the  beseke, 

That  this  viage  be  nat  to  the  loth: 

O  fatall  sustren,  which  or  any  cloth 

Me  shapen  was,  my  destine  me  sponne, 

So  helpeth  to  this  werke  that  is  begonne." 


But  Pandarus,  that  wel  couth  eche  adele, 
The  old  daunce,  and  every  point  therin, 
Whan  that  he  saw  that  all  thing  was  wele. 
He  thought  he  wold  upon  his  werke  begin  : 
And  gan  the  stewe  dore  al  soft  unpin, 
As  still  as  a  stone,  without  longer  let, 
By  Troilus  adoun  right  he  him  set. 


(Quod  Pandarus)  M  Ne  drede  thee  never  a  dele, 

For  it  shal  be  right  as  thou  wolt  desire, 

So  thrive  I,  this  night  shall  I  make  it  wele, 

Or  casten  all  the  gruel  in  the  fire." 

M  Yet  blisful  Venus  this  night  thou  me  enspire," 

(Quod  Troilus)  "  as  wis  as  I  the  serve, 

And  ever  bet  and  bet  shall  till  I  sterve. 


TR0ILU8  AND  CRESEIDE. 


b.  in.  v.  736-*l 


(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Thou  wretched  mouses  herte, 
Art  thou  agast  so  that  she  will  the  bite! 
Why  do  on  this  furred  cloke  on  thy  shertc, 
And  folow  me,  for  I  wol  have  the  wite : 
But  bide,  and  let  me  gon  before  alite," 
And  with  that  he  gan  undone  a  trappe, 
And  Troilus  he  brought  in  by  the  lappe. 

The  sterne  winde  so  loude  gan  for  to  rout 
That  no  wight  other  noise  might  here, 
And  they  that  laien  at  the  dore  without, 
Ful  sikerly  they  slepten  al  yfere : 
And  Pandarus,  with  ful  sobre  chere, 
Goth  to  the  dore  anon  withouten  lette, 
There  as  they  lay,  and  softly  it  shette. 

And  as  he  came  ayen  prively 
His  nece  awoke,  and  asketh,  M  Who  goeth  there  F 
"  My  owne  dere  nece,"  (quod  he)  a  it  am  I, 
Ne  woudreth  not,  ne  have  of  it  no  fere." 
1     And  nere  he  came,  and  said  her  in  her  eere  : 
I     "  No  worde  for  love  of  God  1  you  besech, 
Let  no  wight  arise,  and  here  of  our  spech." 

**'  What,  which  way  be  ye  comen  !  benedicite," 

(Quod  she)  "  and  how  uuwiste  of  hem  all  I " 
'  u  Here  at  this  secrete  trap  dore,"  ( quod  he) 
1     (Quod  tho  Creseide)  "  Let  me  some  wight  call :" 

<•  Eigh,  God  forbid  that  it  should  so  fall," 
I     (Quod  Pandarus)  "  that  ye  such  foly  wrought, 

**  They  might  demen  thing  they  never  er  thought. 

"  It  is  nat  good  a  sleping  hound  to  wake, 
Ne  yeve  a  wight  a  cause  for  to  devine, 
Your  women  slepcn  al,  I  undertake, 
So  that  for  hem  the  house  men  might  mine, 
And  slepen  wollen  till  the  Sunne  shine, 
And  whan  my  tale  is  brought  to  an  end, 
Unwist  right  as  I  came,  so  wol  I  wende. 

"  Now  nece  mine,  ye  shul  well  understonde,'' 
(Quod  he)  "  so  as  ye  women  demen  all, 
That  for  to  hold  in  love  a  man  in  honde, 
And  him  her  lefe  and  dere  herte  to  call, 
And  maken  him  an  howue  above  to  call : 
I  mene,  as  love  an  other  in  this  mene  while, 
She  doth  her  selfe  a  shame,  and  him  a  gile. 

"  Now  whereby  that  I  tel  you  al  this, 
Ye  wote  your  selfe,  as  wel  as  any  wight, 
How  that  your  love  al  fully  graunted  is 
To  Troilus,  the  worthiest  wight 
One  of  the  world,  and  therto  troutli  yplight, 
That  but  it  were  on  him  alone,  ye  n'old 
Him  never  falsen,  while  ye  liven  should. 

44  Now  stonte  it  thus,  that  sith  I  fro  you  went, 
This  Troilus,  right  platly  for  to  seine, 
Is  through  a  gutter  by  a  privy  went, 
Into  my  chambre  conic  in  al  this  reine  : 
Unwist  of  every  nianer  wight  certaine, 
Save  of  my  selfe,  as  wisely  have  1  joy, 
And  by  the  faith  I  owe  to  Priam  of  Troy. 

"  And  he  is  come  in  such  paine  and  distresse, 

That  but  if  he  be  al  fully  wood  by  this, 

He  sodainly  mote  fal  into  woodnesae, 

But  if  God  helpe  :  and  cause  why  is  this  ? 

He  saith  him  tolde  is  of  a  f rendu  of  his, 

How  that  ye  should  loven  one,  that  hight  Horast, 

For  sorow  of  which  this  night  glial  be  his  last." 


Creseide,  which  that  al  this  wonder  herde, 
Gran  sodainly  about  her  herte  cold, 
And  with  a  sighe  she  sorowfully  answerd, 
"  Alas,  I  wende  who  so  ever  tales  told, 
My  dere  herte  woulden  me  nat  hare  hold 
So  lightly  faulse :  alas  conceites  wrong, 
What  harm  they  done,  for  now  live  I  to  long. 

"  Horaste  alas,  and  falsen  Troilus, 

I  know  him  not,  God  helpe  me  so,"  (quod  she) 

"  Alas,  what  wicked  spirite  told  him  thus, 

Now  certes,  eme,  to  morrow  and  1  him  se, 

I  shal  therof  as  full  excusen  me, 

As  ever  did  woman,  if  him  like," 

And  with  that  word  she  gan  ful  sore  sike. 

«  O  God,"  (quod  she)  «  so  worldly  selinesse 

Which  clerkes  callen  false  felicite, 

Ymedled  is  with  many  bitteraesse, 

Ful  anguishous,  than  is,  God  wote/'  (quod  she) 

w  Condicion  of  veine  prosperity, 

For  either  joyes  comen  nat  yfere, 

Or  eles  no  wight  hath  hem  alway  here. 

"  O  brotil  wele  of  mannes  joy  unstable, 
With  what  wight  so  thou  be,  or  thou  who  pit), 
Either  he  wote,  that  thou  joy  art  mutable, 
Or  wote  it  nat,  it  mote  ben  one  of  tway  : 
Now  if  he  wot  it  nat,  how  may  he  say, 
That  he  hath  very  joy  and  silinesse, 
That  is  of  ignorauce  aie  in  derkenesse  t 

"  Now  if  he  wote  that  joy  is  transitory, 
As  every  joy  of  worldly  thing  mote  flee, 
Than  every  time  he  that  hath  in  memory, 
The  drede  of  losing,  raaketh  him  that  be 
May  in  no  partite  sikcrnesse  be  : 
And  if  to  lese  his  joy,  he  set  a  mite, 
Than  semeth  it,  that  joy  is  worth  ful  lite. 

"  Wherfore  I  wol  define  in  this  maiere, 
That  truely  for  aught  I  can  espie, 
There  is  no  very  wele  in  this  world  here. 
But  O  thou  wicked  serpent  Jalousie, 
>  Thou  misbeleved,  aud  envious  folie, 
Why  hast  thou  Troilus  made  to  me  untrist, 
That  never  yet  agilte,  that  I  wist  ? " 

( Quod  Pandarus)  "  Thus  fallen  is  this  caas.' 
u  Why  uncle  mine,"  (quod  she)  u  who  told  him  this, 
And  why  doth  my  dere  herte  thus,  alas  I" 
"Ye  wote,  ye  nece  miue,"  (quod  he)  44  what  it  is, 
I  hope  al  shal  we  wel,  that  is  amis, 
For  ye  may  quenche  al  this,  if  that  you  lest, 
And  doetli  right  so,  I  hold  it  for  the  best." 

**  So  shal  I  do  to  morrow,  y wis,"  (quod  she ; 
"  And  God  toforne,  so  that  it  shall  suffice  :" 
"  To  morow  alas,  that  were  faire,"  (quod  he) 
"  Nay,  nay,  it  may  nat  stouden  in  this  wise  • 
For  nece  mine,  this  writen  clerkes  wise, 
That  peril  is  with  dretching  in  drawe, 
Nay  soche  abodes  ben  nat  worth  an  hawe. 

"  Nece,  all  thing  hath  time  I  dare  avow, 
For  whan  a  chambre  a  fire  is  or  an  hall, 
Well  more  nede  is,  it  sodainly  rescow, 
Than  to  disputeu  and  aske  amonges  all, 
How  the  caudle  in  the  strawe  is  fall : 
Ah  benedicite,  for  al  among  that  fare, 
The  harnie  is  done,  aud  far  wel  feldefare. 
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ece  mine,  ne  take  it  nat  a  grefe, 
e  suffre  him  al  night  in  this  wo, 
pe  me  so,  ye  had  him  never  lefe, 
re  1  sain,  now  there  is  but  we  two, 
I  wote  that  ye  wol  nat  so  do, 
to  wise  to  done  so  great  folie, 
lis  life  al  night  in  jeopardie." 

him  never  lefe !  By  God  I  wene, 
never  thing  so  lefe,  (quod  she.) 
y  my  thrifte,"  (  quod  he  )  "  that  shall  be  Bene, 
ye  make  this  ensample  of  me, 
d  night  would  him  in  sorow  se, 
he  treasour  in  the  toune  of  Troie, 
God,  1  never  mote  have  joie, 

>ke  than,  if  ye  that  ben  his  love, 
>ut  his  life  al  night  in  jeopardie, 
ig  of  nought :  now  by  that  God  above 
ly  this  delay  cometh  of  folie, 
oalice,  if  that  I  should  nat  lie  : 
latly  and  ye  suffre  him  in  distressc, 
ler  bounte  done  ne  gentiluesse." 

ho  Creseide)  u  Woll  ye  done  o  thing, 
therwith  shal  stinte  al  his  disease, 
;re  and  bcre  to  him  this  blew  ring, 
re  is  nothing  might  him  better  plese, 
ny  selfe,  ne  more  his  herte  apese, 
',  my  dere  herte,  that  his  sorow, 
lease,  that  shal  he  sene  to  morow." 

(quod  he)  "  ye  hasel  wodes  shaken, 

•  mine,  that  ring  must  have  a  stone, 
ght  deed  men  alive  all  maken, 

•h  a  ring  trowe  I  that  yee  have  none  : 
on  out  of  your  heed  is  gone, 
e  I  now,"  (quod  he)  "  and  that  is  routh  : 
irlosty  wel  maiest  thou  curse  n  slouth. 

ye  not  wel  that  noble  and  hie  corage 
weth  nat,  ne  stinteth  eke  for  lite, 
foole  were  in  a  jelous  rage, 
setten  at  his  sorow  a  mite, 
e  him  with  a  fewe  wordes  all  white, 

•  day  whan  that  I  might  him  find  ; 
i  thing  stant  al  in  another  kind. 

t  so  gentle  and  so  tender  of  herte, 
th  his  death  he  wol  his  sorrows  wreke, 
it  it  well,  how  sore  that  him  smart, 
to  you  no  jealous  wordes  speke, 
thy  nece,  er  that  his  herte  breke, 
?  your  selfe  to  him  of  this  matere, 
i  a  worde  ye  may  his  herte  store. 

lave  I  told  what  peril  he  is  in, 
joining  unwist  is  to  every  wight, 
e  harme  may  there  be  none,  ne  sin, 
y  self  be  with  you  all  this  night, 
k  eke  how  it  is  your  owne  knight, 
t  by  right,  ye  must  upon  him  triste, 
1  prest  to  fetch  him  whan  you  liste." 

tident  so  pi  to  us  was  to  here, 
f  so  like  a  sothe,  at  prime  face, 
>ilus  her  knight,  to  her  so  dere, 
e  comming,  and  the  siker  place, 
>ugh  she  did  him  as  than  a  grace, 
*1  all  thinges  as  they  now  stood, 
ler  is,  sens  he  did  al  for  good. 


Creseide  answerde,  "  As  wisely  God  at  rest 
My  soule  bring,  as  me  is  for  him  wo, 
And,  erne,  ywiB,  faine  would  I  don  the  beet, 
If  that  I  grace  had  for  to  do  so, 
But  whether  that  ye  dwell,  or  for  him  go, 
I  am,  till  God  me  better  minde  send, 
At  dulcarnon,  right  at  my  wittes  end." 

(Quod  Pandarus)  u  Ye,  nece,  wol  ye  here, 

Dulcarnon  is  called  fleming  of  wretches, 

It  semeth  herd,  for  wretches  wol  nought  lere, 

For  very  slouth,  or  other  wilfull  tetches, 

This  is  said  bv  hem  that  be  not  worth  two  fetches, 

But  ye  ben  wise,  and  that  ye  han  on  bond, 

N'is  neither  harde,  ne  skilfull  to  withstood." 

"  Than,  eme,"  (quod  she)  *  doeth  here  as  you  list, 

But  ere  he  come,  I  wol  up  first  arise, 

And  for  the  love  of  God,  sens  all  my  trist 

Is  on  you  two,  and  ye  beth  bothe  wise, 

So  werketh  now,  in  so  discrete  a  wise. 

That  I  honour  may  have  and  he  plesaunce, 

For  I  am  here,  al  in  your  governaunce." 

"  That  is  well  said,"  (quod  he)  w  my  nece  dere, 
There  good  thrifte  on  that  wise  gentill  herte, 
But  liggeth  still,  and  taketh  him  right  here, 
It  nedeth  nat  no  ferther  for  him  start, 
And  eche  of  you  easeth  other  sorowes  smart, 
For  love  of  God,  and  Venus  I  the  hery, 
For  sone  hope  I,  that  we  shall  ben  mery." 

This  Troilus  full  sone  on  knees  him  sette, 
Full  sobrely,  right  by  her  beddes  heed, 
And  in  his  beste  wise  his  lady  erette  : 
But  lord  so  she  woxe  sodainliche  reed, 
Ne  though  men  should  smiten  of  her  heed, 
She  could  not  o  word  a  right  out  bring, 
So  sodainly  for  his  sodaine  coming. 

But  Pandarus,  that  so  wel  coulde  fele 

In  every  thing,  to  play  anon  began, 

And  said,  M  Nece  se  how  this  lord  gan  knele  : 

How  for  your  trouth,  se  this  gentil  man  :" 

And  with  that  worde,  he  for  a  quishen  ran, 

And  saied, "  Kneleth  now  while  that  thou  lest, 

There  God  your  hertes  bring  sone  at  rest." 

Can  I  naught  sain,  for  she  bad  him  nat  rise, 

If  sorow  it  put  out  of  remembraunce, 

Or  eles  that  she  toke  it  in  the  wise 

Of  duetie,  as  for  his  observaunce, 

But  well  find  1,  she  did  him  this  pleasaunce, 

That  she  him  kist,  although  she  siked  sore, 

And  bad  him  sit  adoun  withouten  more. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Now  woll  ye  well  begin, 
Now  doth  him  sitte  downe,  good  nece  dere 
Upon  your  beddes  side,  al  there  within, 
That  ech  of  you  the  bet  may  other  here," 
And  with  that  worde  he  drew  him  to  the  fiere, 
And  toke  a  light,  and  founde  his  couiitenauucc, 
As  for  to  loke  upon  an  old  romaunce. 

Creseide  that  was  Troilus  lady  right, 
And  clere  stode  in  a  ground  of  sikernesse, 
All  thought  she  her  servant  and  her  knight 
Ne  should  none  untrouth  in  her  gesse  : 
That  nathelesse,  considered  his  distressc, 
And  that  love  is  in  cause  of  such  folie, 
Thus  to  him  spake  she  of  his  jvlousic. 
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a  Lo,  herte  mine,  as  would  the  excellence 
Of  love,  ayenst  the  which  that  no  man  may, 
Ne  ought  eke  goodly  maken  resistence, 
And  eke  bicause  I  felte  wel  and  say, 
Your  great  trouth,  and  service  every  day : 
And  that  your  herte  al  mine  was,  Both  to  saine, 
This  drove  me  for  to  rewe  upon  your  paine. 

w  And  your  goodnes  have  I  founden  alway  yet, 
Of  which,  my  dere  herte,  and  al  my  knight, 
I  thanke  it  you,  as  ferre  as  I  have  wit, 
Al  can  I  nat  as  much  as  it  were  right, 
And  I  emforth  my  conning  and  my  might 
Have,  and  aie  shal,  how  sore  that  ye  smert, 
Ben  to  you  trew  and  hole  with  all  mine  herte. 

"  And  dredelesse  that  shal  be  founden  at  preve, 
But,  herte  mine,  what  al  this  is  to  sain 
Shall  well  be  told,  so  that  ye  nought  you  greve 
I    Though  I  to  you  right  on  your  self  complain, 
I    For  there  with  meane  I  finally  the  pain, 

That  halte  your  herte  and  mine  in  heavinesse, 
Fully  to  slaine,  and  every  wrong  redresse. 

I    "  My  good  mine,  not  I,  for  why  ne  how 
I    That  jelousie  alas,  that  wicked  wivere, 
|    Thus  causelesse  is  cropen  into  you, 
I    The  harme  of  which  I  would  faine  delivere  : 
|    Alas,  that  he  all  hole  or  of  him  some  slivere 
Should  have  his  refute  in  so  digne  a  place, 
That  Jove,  him  sone  out  of  your  herte  race. 

!    *  But  O  thou,  O  auctour  of  nature, 
Is  this  an  honour  to  thy  dignite, 
That  folke  ungilty  suffren  here  injure, 
And  who  that  gilty  is,  al  quite  goeth  he  f 

0  were  it  lefull  for  to  plaine  of  the, 
That  undeserved  sufferest  jalousie, 

O,  that  I  would  upon  thee  plaine  and  crie. 

"  Eke  al  my  wo  is  this,  that  folke  now  usen 
To  saine  right  thus  :  ye  jalousie  is  love, 
And  would  a  bushel  of  vcnim  al  cxcusen, 
For  that  a  grane  of  love  is  on  it  shove, 
But  that  wote  high  Jove  that  sit  above, 
If  it  be  liker  love,  hate,  or  grame, 
(     And  after  that  it  ought  beare  his  name. 

|     "  But  certaine  is,  some  maner  jalousie 
Is  excusable,  more  than  some  y  wis, 
As  whan  cause  is,  and  some  such  fantasie 
With  pite  so  well  expressed  is, 
That  it  unneth  doeth  or  saith  amis, 
But  goodly  drinketh  up  al  his  distrcsse, 
And  that  excuse  I  for  the  gentilnesse. 

"  And  some  so  full  of  fury  is,  and  despite, 
That  it  surraounteth  his  repression, 
But,  herte  mine,  ye  be  not  in  that  plite, 
That  thonke  I  God,  for  which  your  passion, 

1  will  nat  call  it  but  illusion 
Of  liaboundance  of  love,  and  besie  cure, 
That  doth  your  herte  this  disease  endure. 

*  Of  whiche  I  am  sory,  but  not  wrothe, 
But  for  my  devoir  and  your  hertes  rest, 
Whan  so  you  list,  by  ordal  or  by  othe, 
By  sorte,  or  in  what  wise  so  you  lest, 
For  love  of  God,  let  preve  it  for  the  best, 
And  if  that  1  be  gilty,  do  me  die, 
Alas,  what  might  I  more  done  or  seie." 


With  that  a  few  bright  teeres  new, 

Out  of  her  eyen  fel,  and  thus  she  seid, 

"  Now  God  thou  wost,  in  thought  ne  dede  untie* 

To  Troilus  was  never  yet  Cresetd," 

With  that  her  heed  doun  in  the  bed  she  leid, 

And  with  the  ahete  it  wrigh,  and  sighed  sore, 

And  held  her  pece,  nat  a  word  spake  she  more. 

But  now  help  God,  to  quench  al  this  eorow, 
So  hope  I  that  he  shall,  for  he  best  may, 
For  I  have  sene  of  a  lull  misty  morow, 
Folowen  ful  oft  a  mery  somen  day, 
And  after  winter  foloweth  grene  May, 
Men  sene  all  day,  and  reden  eke  in  stories, 
That  after  sharpe  shoures  ben  victories. 

This  Troilus,  whan  he  her  wordes  herde, 

Have  ye  no  care,  him  list  nat  to  slepe, 

For  it  thought  him  no  strokes  of  a  yerde 

To  here  or  see  Creseide  his  lady  wepe, 

But  well  he  felt  about  his  herte  crepe. 

For  every  teare  which  that  Creseide  astert, 

The  crampe  of  death,  to  straine  him  by  the  herte, 

And  in  his  minde  he  gan  the  time  aocurse 
That  he  came  there,  and  that  he  was  borne, 
For  now  is  wicke  tourned  into  worse, 
And  all  that  labour  he  hath  doen  beforne. 
He  wende  it  lost,  he  thought  he  naa  but  kxrne, 
"  O  Pandarus,"  thought  he,  «  alas,  thy  wile, 
Serveth  of  nought,  so  welaway  the  while." 

And  therwithall  he  hing  adoun  his  hedde, 
And  fell  on  knees,  and  sorowfully  he  sight, 
What  might  he  sain  1  he  felt  he  n'as  but  dedde, 
For  wroth  was  she  that  should  his  sorows  light : 
But  nathelesse,  whan  that  he  speak  en  might, 
Than  said  he  thus,  "  God  wote  that  of  this  pan*, 
Whan  all  is  wist,  than  am  1  not  to  blame." 

Therwith  the  sorow  of  his  herte  shet, 
That  from  his  eyen  fell  there  nat  a  tere, 
And  every  spirite  his  vigour  in  knet, 
So  they  astonied  or  oppressed  were  : 
The  feling  of  sorrow,  or  of  his  fere, 
Or  aught  els,  fledde  were  out  of  tonne, 
A  dounc  he  fell  all  sodainly  in  swoune. 

This  was  no  little  sorrow  for  to  se, 

But  all  was  husht,  and  Pandare  up  as  last, 

"  O  nece,  peace,  or  we  be  lost "  (quod  he.) 

Bethe  nat  agast,  but  certain  at  last, 

For  this  or  that,  he  into  bedde  him  cast, 

And  saied,  "  O  thefe,  is  this  a  mannes  herte  !" 

And  off  he  rent  all  to  his  bare  sberte. 

And  saied  "  Nece,  but  an  ye  helpe  us  now, 
Alas,  your  owne  Troilus  is  forlorne." 
"  Ywis  so  would  I,  and  I  wist  how, 
Full  fain  "  (quod  she)  w  alas,  that  I  was  borne." 
i  "  Ye,  ncce,  woll  ye  pullen  out  the  thorne 
1  That  sticketh  in  his  herte ! "  (quod  Pandare) 
"  Say  all  foryeve,  and  stint  is  all  this  fare." 

M  Ye,  that  to  me  "  (quod  she)  "full  lever  were 
■  Than  all  the  good  the  Sunne  about  goeth 
i  And  therwithall  she  swore  him  in  his  eare, 
|  "  Ywis  my  dere  herte  I  am  not  wrothe, 
Have  here  my  trouth,  and  many  other  othe, 
Now  speake  to  me,  for  it  am  I  Creseide  :" 
But  all  for  naught,  yet  might  he  nat  abreide. 
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lis  poulce,  and  pawns  of  his  hondes 

0  frote,  and  wete  his  temples  twain, 
iver  him  fro  bitter  bondes, 

a  kist,  and  shortly  for  to  sain, 
vaken  she  did  all  her  pain, 
last  he  gan  his  breath  to  drawe, 
swough  soue  after  that  adawe. 

et  minde,  and  reason  to  him  take, 
r  sore  he  was  abashed  y  wis, 

1  sigh  whan  he  gan  bet  awake 

•  0  mercy  God,  what  thing  is  this  ! " 
jre  with  your  selven  thus  amis  !" 
Creseide)  «*  is  this  a  mans  game, 
lus,  wall  ye  do  thus  for  shame  1 " 

ithal  her  arm  over  him  she  laied, 
•yave,  and  of  time  him  kest. 
d  her,  and  to  her  spake  and  saied 
»urpose,  for  his  hertes  rest, 
i  that  answerde  him  as  her  lest, 
ler  goodly  wordes  him  disport 
id  oft  his  sorowcs  to  comfort. 

idarus)  "  for  ought  I  can  aspien, 
nor  1  ne  serven  here  of  naught, 
t  good  for  sike  folkes  eyen, 
» love  of  God,  sens  ye  been  brought 
•d  plite,  let  now  none  hevy  thought 
ed  in  the  hertes  of  you  twey, 
iie  candle  to  the  chimney." 

r  this,  though  it  no  nede  were, 
soche  othes  as  her  list  devise 
n  take,  her  thought  tho  no  fere, 
ke  none,  to  bid  him  thens  rise  : 
liing  than  othes  may  suffice, 
case,  for  every  wight  I  gesse, 
h  well,  meaneth  but  gentilnesse. 

ct  she  would  wete  anon, 
an,  and  eke  where,  and  also  why 
was,  sens  there  was  cause  nou  : 
le  signe  that  he  toke  it  by, 
lim  that  to  tell  her  busily, 
'tain  she  bare  him  on  honde, 
was  doen  of  malice  her  to  fonde. 

more,  shortly  for  to  sain 
bey  unto  his  ladies  hest, 
e  lasse  harme  he  must  somwhat  fain, 
er,  whan  she  was  at  soche  a  fest, 
on  him  have  loked  at  the  lest, 
what,  all  dere  ynough  a  rishe, 

nedes  must  a  cause  out  fish. 

iswerde,  u  Swete,  all  were  it  so 
ne  was  that,  sens  I  non  evill  mean*'  ? 
i  God  that  bought  us  bothe  two, 
er  thing  is  mine  entent  cleane  : 
nents  ne  be  nat  worth  a  In  ane  : 
e  childist  jalous  counterfete, 
it  worthy  that  ye  were  ybete.** 

s  gan  bo  row  fully  to  sike 

»  wroth,  him  thought  his  herte  deide, 

u  Alas,  upon  my  sorowes  sike, 
y,  O  swete  herte  mine  Creseide  : 

in  tho  wordes  that  I  seide, 
>ng,  I  woll  no  more  tree  pace, 
t  you  list,  I  am  all  in  your  grace.*' 


And  she  answerde,  "  Of  gilt  misericorde, 

That  is  to  saine,  that  I  foryeve  all  this, 

And  evermore  on  this  night  you  recorde, 

And  bethe  well  ware  ye  do  no  more  amis 

'*  Nay,  dere  herte  mine,  no  more' :  (quod  he)  "y  wis." 

"  And  now  "  (quod  she) "  that  I  have  you  do  smart, 

Foryeve  it  to  me,  mine  owne  swete  herte.'* 

This  Troilus  with  blisse  of  that  surprised, 
Put  all  hi  Goddes  hand,  as  he  that  ment 
Nothing  but  well,  and  sodainly  avised 
He  her  in  his  amies  fast  to  him  hent : 
And  Pandarus,  with  a  full  good  entent, 
Laied  him  to  slepe,  and  saied,  "  If  ye  be  wise, 
Sweveneth  not  now,  lest  more  folke  i 


What  might  or  may  the  sely  larke  say, 
Whan  that  the  sparhauke  hath  him  in  his  fote, 
I  can  no  more,  but  of  these  ilke  tway, 
(To  whom  this  tale  sugre  be  or  sote) 
Though  I  tary  a  yeere,  sometime  I  mote, 
After  mine  aucthour  tellen  hir  gladnesse, 
As  well  as  I  have  told  hir  hevinesse. 

Creseide,  which  that  felt  her  thus  ytake, 
(As  writen  clerkes  in  hir  bokes  old) 
Right  as  an  aspen  lefe  she  gan  to  quake, 
Whan  she  him  felt  her  in  his  armes  fold  : 
But  Troilus  all  hole  of  cares  cold, 
Gan  thanken  tho  the  blisfull  goddes  seven, 
Through  sondry  pains  to  bring  folk  to  Heven. 

This  Troilus  in  armes  gan  her  straine, 
And  saied  "  Swete,  as  ever  mote  I  gone, 
Now  be  ye  caught,  here  is  but  we  twaine, 
Now  yeldeth  you,  for  other  boote  is  none  :** 
To  that  Creseide  answerde  thus  anone, 
"  Ne  had  I  er  now,  my  swete  herte  dere, 
Been  yolde  ywis,  I  were  now  not  here." 

0  soth  is  saied,  that  healed  for  to  be 
As  of  a  fever,  or  other  great  sick  n esse, 
Men  must  drinken,  as  we  often  se, 

Full  bitter  drinke  :  and  for  to  have  gladnesse 
Men  drinken  of  pain,  and  great  distrcsse  : 

1  meane  it  here  by,  as  for  this  a  venture, 
That  through  a  pain  hath  founden  al  his  cure. 

And  now  swetnesse  semeth  far  more  swete, 
That  bitternesse  assaied  was  bifome, 
For  out  of  wo  iu  blisse  now  they  flcte, 
Non  soch  they  felten  sens  they  were  borne, 
Now  is  this  bet,  than  both  two  be  lorne  : 
For  love  of  God,  take  every  woman  hede, 
To  werken  thus,  if  it  come  to  the  nede. 

Creseide  all  quite  from  every  drede  and  tenc, 
As  she  that  just  cause  had  him  to  trist. 
Made  him  soche  feast,  it  joy  was  to  sene, 
Whan  she  his  trouth  and  dene  entent  wist : 
And  as  about  a  tree  with  many  a  twist 
Bitrent  and  writhe  the  swete  wodbiude, 
Can  eche  of  hem  in  armes  other  wiude. 

And  as  the  newe  abashed  nightingale, 
That  stinteth  first,  whan  she  beginneth  sing, 
Whan  that  she  heareth  any  heerdes  tale, 
Or  in  the  hedges  any  wight  stealing. 
And  after  siker  doeth  her  voice  outring  : 
Right  so  Creseide,  whan  that  her  drede  stent, 
Opened  her  herte,  and  told  him  her  entent. 
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And  right  as  he  that  seeth  his  death  y shape n, 
And  dien  mote,  in  aught  that  he  may  gesse, 
And  sodainly  rescuous  doeth  hem  escapen, 
And  from  his  death  is  brought  in  sikernesse  : 
For  all  this  world,  in  soche  present  gladnesse, 
Was  Troilus,  and  hath  his  lady  swete  : 
With  worse  hap  God  let  us  never  mete. 

Her  armes  smal,  her  streight  backe  and  soft, 
Her  sides  long,  fleshy,  smooth,  and  white, 
He  gan  to  stroke,  and  good  thrift  had  full  oft, 
Her  snowisse  throte,  her  brestes  round  and  lite  : 
Thus  in  this  Heaven  he  gan  him  to  delite, 
And  therwithall  a  thousand  times  her  kist, 
That  what  to  doen  for  joy  unneth  he  wist 

Than  saied  he  thus,  "  O  Love,  0  Charite, 
Thy  mother  eke,  Citheria  the  swete, 
That  after  thy  selfe,  next  heried  be  she 
Venus  I  meane,  the  well  willy  planete  : 
And  next  that,  Imeneus  I  thee  grete, 
For  never  man  was  to  you  goddes  hold, 
As  I,  which  ye  have  brought  fro  cares  cold. 

"  Benigne  Love,  thou  holy  bond  of  thingen, 
Who  so  woll  grace,  and  list  thee  not  honouren, 
Lo,  his  desire  woll  fly  withouten  wingen, 
For  n 'oldest  thou  of  bounte  hem  socouren 
That  serven  best,  and  most  alway  labouren, 
Yet  were  all  lost,  that  dare  I  well  sain  certes, 
But  if  thy  grace  passed  our  desertes. 

M  And  for  thou  me,  that  lest  thonke  coud  deserve 
Of  them  that  nombred  been  unto  thy  grace, 
Hast  holpen,  there  I  likely  was  to  sterve, 
And  me  bestowed  in  so  high  a  place, 
That  thilke  boundes  may  no  blisse  surpace, 
I  can  no  more,  but  laude  and  reverence 
Be  to  thy  bounte  and  thine  excellence." 

!    And  therwithall  Creseide  anon  he  kist, 
Of  whiche  certain  she  felt  no  disease, 
And  thus  saied  he,  "  Now  would  God  I  wist, 
Mine  herte  swete,  how  I  you  best  might  please  : 

i     What  man  "  (quod  he)  "  was  ever  thus  at  ease, 
As  I  ?  On  which  the  fairest,  and  the  best 

'    That  ever  I  seie,  deineth  her  to  rest 

"  Here  may  men  seen  tliat  mercy  passeth  right, 
The  experience  of  that  is  felt  in  me, 
|    That  am  unworthy  to  so  swete  a  wight, 

But  herte  mine,  of  your  benignitc 
I    So  thinke,  that  though  I  unworthy  be, 
|     Yet  mote  1  nede  am  en  den  in  some  wise, 
I     Right  through  the  vertue  of  your  hie  service. 

,    '*  And  for  the  love  of  God,  my  lady  dere, 
Sith  he  hath  wrought  me  for  I  shal  you  serve, 
As  thus  I  meane  :  woll  ye  be  my  fere, 
To  do  me  live,  if  that  you  list,  or  sterve  : 
So  teacheth  me.  how  that  I  may  deserve, 
Your  thonk,  so  that  1  through  mine  ignoraunce, 
Ne  doe  nothing  that  you  be  displeasaunce. 

For  certes,  freshe  and  womanlioho  wife, 
This  dare  I  say,  that  trouth  and  diligence, 
i    That  shall  ye  tin  den  in  me  all  iny  life, 

Ne  I  woll  not  certain  breaken  your  defence, 
And  it'  I  doe,  present  or  in  absence. 
For  love  of  God,  let  slea  me  with  the  dede, 
If  that  it  like  unto  your  womauhede." 


u  Ywis  "  (quod  she)  "  mine  owne  hertes  lust, 
My  ground  of  ease,  and  al  mine  herte  dere, 
Graunt  mercy,  for  on  that  is  all  my  trust : 
But  let  us  fall  away  fro  this  matere, 
For  it  suffiseth,  this  that  said  is  here, 
And  at  o  worde,  without  repentsunce, 
Welcome  my  knight,  my  peace,  my  sumsaunce." 

Of  hir  delite  or  joies,  one  of  the  least 
Were  impossible  to  my  wit  to  say, 
But  judgeth  ye  that  have  been  at  the  feast 
Of  soche  gladnesse,  if  that  him  list  play  : 
I  can  no  more  but  thus,  these  ilke  tway, 
That  night  betwixen  drede  and  sikernesse, 
Felten  in  love  the  greate  worthinesse. 

0  blisfull  night,  of  hem  so  long  isought, 
How  blithe  unto  hem  bothe  two  thou  were ! 
Why  ne  had  I  soch  feast  with  my  souleybougbt! 
Ye,  or  but  the  least  joy  that  was  there  ! 
Away  thou  foule  daunger  and  thou  fere. 

And  let  him  in  this  Heaven  blisse  dwell, 
That  is  so  high,  that  all  ne  can  1  telL 

But  soth  is,  though  I  cannot  tellen  all, 
As  can  mine  aucthour  of  his  excellence, 
Yet  have  I  saied,  and  God  toforne  shall, 
In  every  thing  all  hooly  his  sentence  : 
And  if  that  1,  at  loves  reverence, 
Have  any  worde  in  eched  for  the  best, 
Doeth  therwithall  right  as  your  selven  lest 

For  my  wordes  here,  and  every  part, 

1  speake  hem  all  under  correction 
Of  you  that  feling  have  in  loves  art, 
And  put  it  ail  in  your  discrecion, 
To  encrease  or  make  diminicion 

Of  my  language,  and  that  1  you  beseech, 
But  now  to  purpose  of  my  rather  speech, 

These  ilke  two  that  ben  in  armes  laft, 
So  lothe  to  hem  a  sonder  gon  it  were, 
That  eche  from  other  weuden  been  biraft, 
Or  eles  lo,  this  was  her  moste  fere, 
That  all  this  thing  but  nice  dreames  were, 
For  which  full  oft  echo  of  hem  saied,  **  0  swete, 
Clepe  1  you  thus,  or  els  doe  1  it  mete." 

And  lord  so  he  gan  goodly  on  her  se, 
That  never  his  lokc  ne  bleut  from  her  face, 
And  saied,  "  O  my  dere  herte,  may  it  be 
That  it  be  soth,  that  ye  beene  in  this  place !  '* 
"  Ye  herte  mine,  God  thanke  1  of  his  grace." 
(Quod  tho  Creseide)  and  therwithall  him  kist, 
That  where  her  spirite  was,  for  joy  she  n'ist. 

This  Troilus  full  often  her  eyen  two 

Gan  for  to  kisse,  and  saied  :  "  O  eyen  clere, 

It  weren  ve  that  wrought  me  soche  wo, 

Ye  humble  nettes  of  my  lady  dere  : 

Tho  there  be  mercy  written  in  your  chere, 

(iod  wote  the  text  full  hardc  is  for  to  find, 

How  coud  ye  withouten  bonde  me  bind  ! m 

The r with  he  gan  her  fast  in  armes  take, 
And  well  an  hundred  times  gan  he  sike, 
Not  such  sorrowfull  sighes  as  men  make 
For  wo,  or  eles  whan  that  folke  be  sike  : 
But  easie  sighes,  soche  as  been  to  like, 
That  shewed  his  affection  within, 
Of  soche  maner  sighes  could  he  not  blin. 
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ter  this,  they  spake  of  sondry  things 

to  purpose  of  this  aventure, 

tiyng  enterchaungeden  hir  rings, 

;h  1  can  not  tellen  no  scripture, 

11  I  wot,  a  broche  of  gold  and  azure, 

;h  a  rubbie  set  was  like  an  herte, 

e  him  yave,  and  stacke  it  on  his  sherte. 

rowe  ye  that  a  coveitous  wretch, 

ameth  love,  and  halte  of  it  dispite, 

'  tho  pens  that  he  can  muckre  and  ketch 

it  yave  to  him  soche  delite, 

i  love,  in  o  poinct  in  some  plite  : 

ubtelesse,  for  al  so  God  me  save 

ite  joie  may  no  nigard  have. 

oil  say  yes,  but  lord  so  they  lie, 

sie  wretches  full  of  wo  and  drede, 

Hen  love  a  woodnesse  of  follie, 

ihall  fall  hem,  as  I  shall  you  rede  : 

lal  forgon  the  white  and  eke  the  rede, 

e  in  wo,  there  God  yeve  hem  mischaunce, 

ery  lover  in  his  trouth  avaunce. 

Id  God  tho  wretches  that  despise 

of  love  had  eares  also  long 

Mida,  full  of  covetise, 

weto  dronken  had  as  hotte  and  strong 

ras  did,  for  his  affectes  wronge 

hen  hem,  that  they  been  in  the  vice, 

rers  not,  although  they  hold  hem  nice. 

Ike  two,  of  whom  that  I  you  say, 
that  hir  hertes  well  assured  were, 
men  they  to  speake  and  to  play, 
e  rehearcen  how,  whan,  and  where 
newe  first,  and  every  wo  or  fere 
used  was,  but  all  such  heavinesse, 
e  it  God,  was  tourned  to  gladnesse. 

ermore,  whan  that  hem  fell  to  speake 

thing  of  soche  a  time  agone, 

isr ing  all  that  tale  should  breake, 

len  into  a  new  joy  anone, 

lden  all  hir  might,  sens  they  were  one 

recoveren  blisse,  and  been  at  ease, 

used  wo  with  joyes  counterpaise. 

woll  not  that  I  speake  of  slepe, 
iccordeth  not  to  my  mattere, 
te  they  toke  of  it  full  little  kepe, 
;  this  night  that  was  to  hem  so  dere 
lid  in  vaine  escape  in  no  manere, 
riset  in  joy  and  businesse, 
iat  souneth  unto  gentilnesse. 

an  the  cock,  commune  astrologer, 
his  brest  to  beate,  and  after  crowe, 
icifer,  the  daies  messanger, 
rise,  and  out  his  beames  throwe, 
ward  rose,  to  him  that  could  it  know, 
i  maior,  than  anone  Creseide 
arte  sore,  to  Troilus  thus  seide  : 

hertes  life,  my  trust,  all  my  pleasaunce, 

was  borne  alas,  that  me  is  wo, 

y  of  us  mote  make  disceveraunce, 

e  it  is  to  rise,  and  hence  go, 

I  am  lost  for  ever  mo : 

alas,  why  n'ilt  thou  over  us  hove, 

as  whan  Alcmena  lay  by  Jove. 


"  0  blacke  night,  as  folke  in  boke  rede, 
That  shapen  art  by  God,  this  world  to  hide 
At  certain  times,  with  thy  derke  wede, 
That  under  that  men  might  in  rest  abide, 
Wei  oughten  beasts  to  plain,  and  folke  to  chide 
That  there  as  day  with  labor  would  us  brest 
That  thou  thus  flieth,  and  deinest  us  not  rest. 

«  Thou  doest  alas,  to  shortly  thine  office, 
Thou  rakle  night,  there  God  maker  of  kinde, 
Thee  for  thine  hast,  and  thine  unkind  vice, 
So  fast  aie  to  our  hemisperie  binde, 
That  nevermore  under  the  ground  thou  wind, 
For  now  for  thou  so  highest  out  of  Troie, 
Have  1  forgone  thus  hastely  my  joie." 

This  Troilus,  that  with  tho  wordes  felt, 
As  thought  him  tho,  for  pitous  distresse 
The  bloodie  teares  from  his  herte  melt, 
As  he  that  vet  never  soche  hevinesse, 
Assaied  had,  out  of  so  great  gladnesse, 
Gan  therewithall  Creseide  his  lady  dere 
In  armes  strain,  and  hold  in  lovely  manere. 

u  0  cruell  day,  accuser  of  the  joy 

!  That  night  and  love  have  stole,  and  last  ywrien, 

I  Accursed  be  thy  coming  into  Troie, 
For  every  bowre  hath  one  of  thy  bright  eyen  : 
Envious  day,  what  list  thee  so  to  spiert, 
What  hast  thou  lost,  why  seekest  thou  this  place  t 
There  God  thy  light  so  quench  for  his  grace. 

"  Alas,  what  have  these  lovers  thee  agilt  f 
Dispitous  day,  thine  be  the  paine  of  Hell, 
For  many  a  lover  hast  thou  slain,  and  wilt, 
I  Thy  poring  in  woll  no  where  let  hem  dwell : 

What  profrest  thou  thy  light  here  for  to  sell  ? 
1  Go  sell  it  hem  that  smale  seales  grave, 
I  We  woll  thee  not,  us  nedeth  no  day  have." 

And  eke  the  sonne  Titan  gan  he  chide, 
And  said,  "  0  foole,  well  may  men  thee  dispise, 
That  hast  all  night  the  dawning  by  thy  side, 
And  sufferest  her  so  sone  up  fro  thee  rise, 
For  to  disease  us  lovers  in  this  wise  : 
What  hold  your  bed  there,  thou  and  thy  niorow, 
.  I  bid  God  so  yeve  you  bothe  sorow." 

Tberwith  ful  sore  he  sighed,  and  thus  he  seide 
u  My  lady  right,  and  of  my  weale  or  wo 
The  well  androote,  O  goodly  mine  Creseide, 
And  shall  1  rise  alas,  and  shall  I  so  1 
Now  fele  I  that  mine  herte  mote  a  two  ; 
And  how  should  I  my  life  an  houre  save, 
Sens  that  with  you  is  all  the  life  1  have  t 

"  What  shall  I  doen  f   For  certes  I  n'ot  how 
Ne  whan  alas,  I  shall  the  time  see 
That  in  this  plite  1  may  been  eft  with  you, 
And  of  my  life  God  wote  how  shall  that  be, 
Sens  that  desire  right  now  so  biteth  me, 
That  I  am  dedde  anon,  but  I  retoume, 
How  should  I  long  alas,  fro  you  sojoume  1 

"  But  nathelesse,  mine  owne  lady  bright, 

Were  it  so  that  I  wist  utterly, 

That  your  humble  servauut  and  your  knight 

Were  in  your  herte  yset  so  fermely, 

As  ye  in  mine  :  the  which  truely 

Me  leaver  were  than  these  worlds  twaine, 

Yet  should  I  bet  enduren  all  my  paine." 
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To  that  Creseide  answerde  right  anon, 
And  with  a  sigh  she  saied,  "  O  herte  dero, 
The  game  ywis  so  ferforth  now  is  gon, 
The  first  shal  Phebus  fallen  from  the  sphere, 
And  everiche  egle  been  the  dowes  fere, 
And  every  rocke  oat  of  his  place  stertef 
Er  Troilus  go  out  of  Creseides  herte. 

a  Ye  been  so  depe  within  mine  herte  grave, 

That  tho  I  would  it  turn  out  of  my  thought. 

As  wisely  veray  God  my  soule  save, 

To  dien  in  the  pain,  I  could  nought : 

And  for  the  love  of  God,  that  us  hath  wrought, 

Let  in  your  brain  none  other  fantasie 

So  crepen,  that  it  cause  me  to  die. 

"  And  tliat  ye  me  would  have  as  fast  in  mind, 
As  I  have  you,  that  would  I  you  beseche  : 
And  if  I  wist  sothly  that  to  find 
God  might  not  a  point  my  joies  to  ech. 
But  herte  mine,  withouten  more  spech, 
Be  tho  to  me  true,  or  else  were  it  routh, 
For  I  am  thine,  by  God  and  by  my  trouth. 

«  Bethe  glad  forthy,  and  live  in  sikernesse, 
Thus  saied  I  never  er  this,  ne  shall  to  mo, 
And  if  to  you  it  were  a  great  gladnesse, 
To  tourne  ayen  sone  after  that  ye  go, 
As  faine  would  1  as  ye,  it  were  so, 
As  wisely  God  mine  herte  bring  to  reste  : " 
And  him  in  armes  toke,  and  ofte  keste. 

Ayenst  his  will,  sithe  it  mote  nedes  bee, 
This  Troilus  up  rose  and  fast  him  cled, 
And  in  his  armes  toke  his  ladie  free, 
An  hundred  times,  and  on  his  way  him  sped, 
And  with  soche  wordes,  as  his  herte  bled, 
He  saied  :  "  Fare  well  my  dere  herte  sweto, 
That  God  us  graunt  sound  and  sone  to  mete." 

To  which  no  word  for  sorow  she  answerd, 

So  sore  gan  his  parting  her  distrain, 

And  Troilus  unto  his  paleis  fcrd, 

As  wo  beqon  as  she  was  soth  to  sain, 

So  hard  him  wrong  of  sharp  desire  the  pain, 

For  to  been  efte  there  he  was  in  pleasaunce, 

That  it  may  never  out  of  his  remcmbraunce, 

Retourned  to  his  roiall  paleis  sone, 

He  soft  unto  his  hedde  gan  for  to  sinke 

To  slepe  long,  as  he  was  wont  to  doen, 

But  all  for  naught,  he  may  well  ligge  and  winke, 

But  slepe  may  there  none  in  his  herte  sinke, 

Thinking  how  she,  for  whom  desire  him  brend, 

A  thousand  folde  was  worth  more  than  he  wend. 

And  in  his  thought,  gan  up  and  doun  to  wind 

Her  wordes  all.  and  every  countenaunce, 

And  fermcly  impressen  in  his  mind 

The  lest  pointe  that  to  him  was  pleasaunce, 

And  verely  of  thilke  remembraunce, 

Desire  al  newe  him  breude,  and  lust  to  brede, 

Gan  more  than  erst,  and  yet  toke  he  none  hede. 

Creseide  also,  right  in  the  same  wise, 

Of  Troilus  gan  in  her  herte  shet 

His  worthinesse,  his  lust,  his  dedes  wise, 

His  gentilnesse,  and  how  she  with  him  met ; 

Thonking  love,  he  so  well  her  beset, 

Desiring  oft  to  have  her  herte  dere, 

In  soche  a  place  as  she  durst  make  him  cbere. 


Fandare  a  morow,  which  that  common  was 

Unto  his  nece,  gan  her  faire  to  greta. 

And  saied,  u  All  this  night  so  rained  it  alas, 

That  all  my  drede  is,  that  ye,  nece  swete, 

Have  little  leiser  had  to  slepe  and  mete  : 

Al  this  night*'  (quod  he)  "  hath  rain  so  do  me  wakt, 

That  some  of  us  I  trowe  hir  heddes  ake," 

And  nere  he  came  and  said,  u  How  ttant  it  no* 
This  merie  morow,  nece,  how  can  ye  fare !" 
Creseide  answerde,  M  Never  the  bet  for  you, 
Foxe  that  ye  been,  God  yeve  your  herte  care, 
God  helpe  me  so,  ye  caused  all  this  fare, 
Trowe  I,"  (quod  she)  "  for  all  your  wordes  while, 

0  who  so  seeth  you,  knoweth  you  full  lite." 

With  that  she  gan  her  face  for  to  wrie, 
With  the  shete,  and  woxe  for  shame  all  redde, 
And  Pandarus  gan  under  for  to  prie, 
And  saied  "  Nece,  if  that  I  shall  been  dedde, 
Have  here  a  sword,  and  sniiteth  of  my  hedde 
With  that  his  arme  all  sodahily  he  thrist 
Under  her  necke,  and  at  the  last  her  kist. 

1  passe  all  that,  which  chargeth  naught  to  say, 
What,  God  foryave  his  death,  and  she  also 
Foryave  :  and  with  her  uncle  gan  to  play, 
For  other  cause  was  there  none  than  so : 
But  of  this  thing  right  to  the  effect  to  go, 
Whan  time  was,  home  to  her  house  she  went, 
And  Pandarus  hath  fully  his  entent,  ! 

Now  tourne  we  ayen  to  Troilus,  J 

That  restelesse  full  long  a  bedde  lay,  j 

And  prively  sent  after  Pandarus,  ' 

To  him  to  come  in  all  the  hast  he  may,  i 

He  come  anon,  not  ones  saied  he  nay,  1 
And  Troilus  full  soberly  he  grete, 
And  doune  upon  the  beddes  side  him  sete. 

This  Troilus  with  all  thaffectioun 
Of  friendly  love,  that  herte  may  devise, 
To  Pandarus  on  his  knees  fill  adoun  : 
And  er  that  he  would  of  the  place  arise, 
He  gan  him  thanken  on  his  beste  wise, 
An  hundred  time  he  gan  the  time  blesse, 
That  he  was  born,  to  bring  him  fro  distrease. 

He  said,  "  0  frend  of  friends,  the  alderbest 

That  ever  was,  the  sothe  for  to  tell, 

Thou  hast  in  Heaven  y brought  my  soul  at  rest, 

Fro  Phlegeton  the  firie  flood  of  Hell, 

That  though  I  might  a  thousand  times  sell 

Upon  a  day  my  life  in  thy  service,  | 

It  might  not  a  mote  in  that  suffice. 

u  The  Sonne,  which  that  all  the  world  may  se,  j 
Sawe  never  yet,  my  life  that  dare  I  leie,  I 
So  joly,  faire,  and  goodly,  as  is  she  : 
Whose  I  am  all,  and  shall  till  that  I  deie, 
And  that  I  thus  am  hers,  dare  I  seie, 
That  thanked  be  the  high  worthinesse 
Of  love,  and  eke  thy  kinde  buainesse. 

"  Thus  hnst  thou  me  no  little  thing  iyeve, 

For  why  to  thee  obliged  be  for  aie, 

My  life,  and  why !  for  through  thine  helpe  I  lite,  ■ 

Or  els  dedde  had  I  been  ago  many  a  day  :* 

And  with  that  worde  doun  in  his  bed  he  lay, 

And  Pandarus  full  soberly  him  herde, 

TUi  all  was  said,  and  than  he  him  answerde. 
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ere  frende,  if  I  have  doen  fur  thee, 
case,  God  wote  it  is  me  lefe, 
a  as  glad  as  man  may  of  it  be, 
lpe  me  so,  but  take  now  not  agrife, 
shall  saine,  beware  of  this  mischiefe, 
ler  as  now  thon  broght  art  to  thy  blis, 
iou  thy  selfe  ne  cause  it  not  to  mis. 

>f  fortunes  sharpe  adversite, 
irst  kind  of  in  fortune  is  this, 
that  hath  been  in  prosperite, 
remember,  whan  it  passed  is. 
rt  wise  inough,  forthy,  doe  not  amis, 
to  rakeU,  though  thou  sit  warme, 
thou  be,  certain  it  woll  thee  harme. 

art  at  ease,  and  hold  thee  well  therin, 
so  sure  as  redde  is  every  fire, 
&t  a  crafte  is  to  kepe  well  as  win, 
alway  well  thy  speach  and  thy  desire, 
rldly  joy  holdeth  not  by  a  wire, 
reveth  well,  it  brest  alday  so  ofte, 
neede  is  to  werken  with  it  softe." 

Troilus)  u  I  hope,  and  God  to  forne, 
■e  frende,  that  1  shall  so  me  bere, 
i  my  gift  there  shall  nothing  been  lorne, 
ill  not  rakle,  as  for  to  greven  here  ; 
leth  not  this  matter  often  tere, 
itest  thou  mine  herte  wel  Pandare, 
>te  of  this  thou  wouldest  lite  care." 

n  he  tell  him  of  his  glad  night, 
hereof  first  his  herte  dradde,  and  how, 
ied  "  Frende,  as  I  am  true  knight, 
'  that  faith  I  owe  to  God  and  you, 
t  never  halfe  so  hote  as  now, 
e  the  more  that  desire  me  biteth 
s  her  best,  the  more  it  me  deliteth. 

t  my  selfe  not  wisely,  what  it  is, 

we  I  feele  a  new  qualite, 

another  than  I  did  er  this  :" 

■e  answerd  and  saied  thus,  "  that  he 

nes  may  in  Heaven  blisse  be, 

leth  other  waies  dare  I  lay, 

hilke  time  he  first  heard  of  it  say." 

a  worde  for  all,  that  Troilus 
ever  ful  to  speke  of  this  matere, 
r  to  praisen  unto  Pandarus 
unte  of  his  right  lady  dere, 
andarus  to  thanke,  and  maken  chere, 
Je  was  aie  span  newe  to  begin, 
t  the  tale  departed  hem  a  twinne. 

after  this,  for  that  fortune  it  would, 
n  was  the  blisfull  time  swete, 
'roil us  was  warned,  that  he  should, 
he  was  erst,  Creseide  his  lady  mete  : 
lieh  he  felt  his  herte  in  joy  flete, 
ithfully  gan  all  the  goodes  hery, 
t  see  now,  if  that  he  can  be  mery, 

>lden  was  the  forme,  and  a!  the  gisc  9 
comming,  and  of  his  also, 
ras  erst,  which  nedeth  nought  devise, 
ainly  to  theffect  right  for  to  go  : 
ana  surete  Pandarus  hem  two 
e  brought,  whan  hem  both  lest, 
i us  they  ben  in  quiet  and  in  rest. 


Naught  nedeth  it  to  you  sith  they  ben  met 
To  aske  at  me,  if  that  they  blithe  were, 
For  if  it  erst  was  well,  tlio  was  it  bet 
A  thousand  folde,  this  nedeth  not  enquere  : 
A  go  was  every  sorow  and  every  fere, 
And  both  ywis  they  had,  and  so  they  wend, 
As  much  joy  as  herte  may  comprehend. 

This  n'is  na  litel  thing  of  for  to  sey, 
This  passeth  every  wit  for  to  devise, 
For  eche  of  hem  gan  others  lust  obey, 
Felicite,  which  that  these  clerkes  wise 
Conimenden  so,  ne  may  no  here  suffise. 
This  joy  ne  may  not  ywritten  be  with  inke, 
This  passeth  al  that  herte  may  bethinke. 

But  cruel  day,  so  welaway  the  stound, 
Gan  for  to  aproche,  as  they  by  signes  knew, 
For  which  hem  thought  felen  dethes  wound, 
So  wo  was  hem,  that  chaungen  gan  hir  hew 
And  day  they  gonnen  to  dispise  al  new, 
Galling  it  traitour,  envious  and  worse, 
And  bitterly  the  daies  light  they  corse. 

(Quod  Troilus)  "  Alas,  now  am  I  ware 
That  Pirous,  and  tho  swifte  stedes  thre, 
Which  that  drawen  forth  the  Sun  nes  chare, 
Han  gon  some  by  pathe  in  dispite  of  me, 
And  maketh  it  so  sone  day  to  be, 
And  for  the  Sunne  him  hasten  thus  to  rise, 
Ne  shall  I  never  don  him  sacrifice." 

But  nedes  day  departe  hem  must  sone, 

And  whan  hir  speech  done  was,  and  hir  chere, 

They  twin  anon,  as  they  were  wont  to  done, 

And  setten  time  of  meting  eft  yfere : 

And  many  a  night  they  wrought  in  this  mancre : 

And  thus  fortune  a  time  ladde  in  joie 

Creseide,  and  eke  this  kinges  son  of  Troie. 

In  sufiisaunce,  in  blisse,  and  in  singings, 
This  Troilus  gan  all  his  life  to  lede, 
He  spendeth,  just  eth,  and  maketh  feestings, 
He  geveth  freely  oft,  and  chaungeth  wede, 
He  helde  about  him  alway  out  of  drede 
A  world  of  folke,  as  come  him  well  of  kind, 
The  freshest  and  the  best  he  coulde  find. 

That  such  a  voice  was  of  him,  and  a  Steven, 
Throughout  the  world,  of  honour  and  largesse, 
That  it  up  ronge  unto  the  yate  of  Heven, 
And  as  in  love  he  was  in  such  gladnesse, 
That  in  his  herte  he  demed,  as  I  gesse, 
That  there  n'is  lover  in  this  world  at  ease, 
So  wel  as  he,  and  thus  gan  love  him  please. 

The  goodlihede  or  beaute,  which  the  kind, 

In  any  other  lady  had  ysette, 

Can  not  the  mountenaunce  of  a  gnat  unbind, 

About  his  herte,  of  al  Creseide*  nette : 

He  was  so  narow  ym  asked,  and  yknette, 

That  is  undon  in  any  maner  side, 

That  n'il  nat  ben,  for  ought  that  may  betide. 

And  by  the  hond  full  ofte  he  would  take 
This  Pandarus,  and  into  gardin  lede, 
And  such  a  feest,  and  such  a  process©  make 
Him  of  Creseide,  and  of  her  womanhede, 
And  of  her  beaute,  that  withouten  drede, 
It  was  an  Heven  his  wordes  for  to  here, 
And  than  he  woulde  sing  in  this  manere : 
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u  Love,  that  of  erth  and  sea  hath  governaunce, 
Love,  that  his  heestes  hath  in  Heven  hie, 
Love,  that  with  an  holsome  aliaunce, 
Halte  people  joyued,  as  him  list  hem  gie, 
Love,  that  knitteth  law  and  com  pan  ie, 
And  couples  doth  in  vertue  for  to  dwell, 
Binde  this  accord,  that  I  have  told  and  tell. 

"That,  thatthe  world  with  faith,  which  that  is  stable, 

Diverse th  so  his  staundcs  according, 

That  elements  that  bethe  discordable, 

Holden  a  bonde,  perpetually  during, 

That  Phebus  mote  his  rosy  day  forth  bring, 

And  that  the  Mone  hath  lordship  over  the  nights, 

Al  this  doeth  Love,  aie  heried  be  his  mights. 

"  That,  that  the  sea,  that  greedy  is  to  flowen, 
Constraineth  to  a  certaine  ende  so 
His  floodes,  that  so  fiercely  they  ne  growen 
To  drenchen  earth  and  all  for  evermo, 
And  if  that  Love  aught  let  his  bridle  go, 
All  that  now  loveth  asunder  should  lepe, 
And  lost  were  all,  that  Love  halt  now  to  hepo. 

"  So  would  to  God,  that  authour  is  of  kind, 
That  with  his  bond,  Love  of  his  vertue  list 
To  searchen  hertes  all,  and  fast  bind, 
That  from  his  bond  no  wight  the  wey  out  wist, 
And  hertes  cold,  hem  would  I  that  hem  twist, 
I     To  maken  hem  love,  and  that  list  hem  aie  rcw 
I    On  hertes  sore,  and  keep  hem  that  ben  trew." 

(     In  all  needes  for  the  townes  werre 

He  was,  and  aye  the  first  in  armes  dight, 
And  certainely,  but  if  that  bookes  erre, 
Save  Hector,  most  ydradde  of  any  wight, 
And  this  encrease  of  hardinesse  and  might 
Come  him  of  love,  his  ladies  thanke  to  win, 
That  altered  his  spirit  so  within. 

In  time  of  truce  on  hauking  would  he  ride, 

Or  els  hunt  here,  beare,  or  lioun, 

The  small  beastes  let  he  gon  beside, 

And  whan  that  he  come  riding  into  the  toun, 

Full  oft  his  lady  from  her  window  doun, 

As  fresh  as  faucon,  comen  out  of  mue, 

I     Full  redely  was  him  goodly  to  salue. 

I 

!     And  most  of  love  and  vertue  was  his  speech, 
:     And  in  dispite  had  all  wretchednesse, 
|     And  doubtlesso  no  need  was  him  beseech 
i     To  honouren  hem  that  had  worthinesse, 
And  eascn  hem  that  weren  in  distressc, 
And  glad  was  he,  if  any  wight  well  ferde 
j     That  lover  was,  whan  he  it  wist  or  herde. 

For  sooth  to  saine,  lie  lost  held  every  wight, 

i  But  if  he  were  in  Loves  high  servise, 

I  I  meane  folke  that  aught  it  ben  of  right, 

I  And  over  all  this,  so  well  could  he  devise 

i  Of  sentement,  and  in  so  uncouth  wise 

!  All  his  array,  that  every  lover  thought, 

:  That  al  was  wel,  what  so  he  said  or  wrought. 

I     And  though  that  he  be  come  of  blood  roiall, 
Him  list  of  pride  at  no  wight  for  to  chace, 
Benigne  he  was  to  ech  in  generall, 
For  which  he  gate  him  thank  in  every  place  : 
Thus  wolde  Love,  yheried  by  his  grace, 
That  pride,  and  ire,  envie,  and  avarice, 
He  gan  to  flie,  and  every  other  vice. 


Thou  lady  bright,  the  doughter  of  Diane, 
Thy  blind  and  winged  son  eke  dan  Cupide, 
Ye  sustren  nine  eke,  that  by  Helicone 
In  hill  Pernaso,  listen  for  to  abide, 
That  ye  thus  ferre  han  deined  me  to  gide, 
I  can  no  more,  but  sens  that  ye  woll  wend, 
Ye  heried  ben  for  aye  withouten  end. 

Through  you  have  I  said  fully  in  my  song 

Theffect  and  joy  of  Troilua  servise, 

All  be  that  there  was  some  disease  among, 

As  mine  authour  listeth  to  devise, 

My  thirde  booke  now  end  I  in  this  wise, 

And  Troilus  in  lust  and  in  quiete, 

Is  with  Creseide  his  owne  herte  swete. 
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1  But  all  too  little,  welaway  the  while 
,  Lasteth  such  joy,  ythonked  bee  Fortune, 
That  seemeth  truest,  whan  she  woll  begile, 
And  can  to  fooles  her  songe  en  tune, 
That  she  hem  hent,  that  blent,  traitor  commune  s 
And  whan  a  wight  is  from  her  whele  ythrow, 
Than  laugheth  she,  and  maketh  him  the  mowe. 

From  Troilus  she  gan  her  bright  lace 
Away  to  writhe,  and  tooke  of  him  none  hede, 
And  cast  him  clene  out  of  his  ladies  grace, 
And  on  her  whele  she  set  up  Diomede, 
For  which  mine  herte  right  now  ginneth  blede, 
And  now  ray  pen  alas,  with  which  I  write, 
Quaketh  for  drede  of  that  I  must  endite. 

For  how  Creseide  Troilus  forsooke. 

Or  at  the  least,  how  that  she  was  unkind, 

Mote  henceforth  ben  matter  of  my  booke, 

As  writen  folk  through  which  it  is  in  mind, 

Alas,  that  they  should  ever  cause  find 

To  speake  her  harme,  and  if  they  on  her  lie, 

Ywis  hemsclfe  should  have  the  villanie. 

O  ye  Herines,  nightes  doughters  three, 
That  endelesse  complaine  ever  in  paine, 
Megcra,  Alecto,  and  eke  Tesiphonee, 
Thou  cruell  Mars  eke,  father  of  Quirfne, 
This  ilkc  fourth  booke  helpe  me  to  fine, 
So  that  the  loos,  and  love,  and  life  yfere 
Of  Troilus  be  fully  shewed  here. 


INCIPIT  LIBER  QUARTT8L 

Liggino  in  host,  as  I  have  said  ere  this, 
The  Greekes  strong,  about  Troy  toun, 
Befell,  that  whan  that  Phebus  shining  is 
Upon  the  breast  of  Hercules  Lion, 
That  Hector,  with  many  a  bold  baron, 
Cast  on  a  day  with  Greekes  for  to  fight, 
As  he  was  wont,  to  greve  hem  what  he  might. 

Not  I  how  long  or  short  it  was  bit  we  no 
This  purpose,  and  that  day  they  tighten  meat, 
But  on  a  day  well  armed  bright  and  shene, 
Hector  and  many  a  worship  knight  out  went 
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»are  in  honde,  and  big  bowes  bent, 
he  berde  wi  thou  ten  lenger  lette, 
?n  in  the  field  anone  hem  roette. 

pe  day  with  speares  sharpe  yground, 

rows,  dartes,  swerds,  and  maces  fell, 

ht,  and  bringcn  horse  and  man  to  ground 

ti  hir  axes  out  the  braines  quell, 

tie  last  shoure,  sooth  to  tell, 

e  of  Troy  hem  selven  so  misleden, 

h  the  worse  at  night  homo  they  fleden. 

le  day  was  taken  Anthenor, 
Polimidas,  or  Monesteo, 
e,  Sarpedon,  and  Palestinor, 
r  eke  the  Troyan  dan  Rupheo, 
er  lasse  folke,  as  Phebusco, 
or  harm  that  day  the  folk  of  Troy 
to  lese  a  great  part  of  hir  joy. 

a  us  was  yeve  at  Grekes  request 
>f  truce,  and  tho  they  gonnen  trete 
oners  to  chaungen  most  and  lest, 
the  surplus  yeven  sommes  grete, 
lg  anon  was  couth  in  every  strete, 
th'assiege,  in  toune,  and  every  where, 
h  the  first  it  came  to  Calcas  ere. 

alcas  knew  this  tretise  should  hold 
storie  among  the  Greekes  soone 
in  thringe,  forth  with  lordes  old, 
him  there  as  he  was  wont  to  done, 
h  a  chaunged  face  hem  bade  a  booue 
t  of  God,  to  done  that  reverence, 
sn  noise,  and  yeve  him  audience. 

id  he  thus,  «  Lo,  lordes  mine  I  was 
as  it  is  knowen  out  of  drede, 
hat  you  remember,  I  am  Calcas, 
lerfirst  yave  comfort  to  your  nede, 
le  well  howe  that  you  should  spede, 
defease  through  you  shall  in  a  stound 
>y  ybrent,  and  beaten  doun  to  ground. 

i  what  forme,  or  in  what  manner  wise 
in  to  shend,  and  all  your  lust  atcheve, 
t  ere  this  well  herde  me  devise : 
>w  ye  my  lordes,  as  I  leve, 
the  Greekes  weren  me  so  leve, 
my  selfe  in  my  proper  persone 
i  in  this  how  you  was  best  to  done. 

g  unto  my  treasour,  ne  my  rent, 
j  regard  in  respect  of  your  ease, 
.  ray  good  I  left,  and  to  you  went, 

in  this  you  lordes  for  to  please, 
that  losse  ne  doth  me  no  disease, 
safe,  as  wisely  have  I  joy, 

to  lese  all  that  I  have  in  Troy. 

>f  a  doughter  that  I  left,  alas, 

;  at  home,  whan  out  of  Troy  I  stert, 

5,  0  cruell  father  that  I  was, 

ght  I  have  in  that  so  hard  an  herte  ? 

at  1  ne  had  brought  her  in  my  shert, 

>w  of  which  I  wol  nat  live  to  morow, 

e  lordes  rew  upon  my  sorow. 

Manse  that  I  saw  no  time  ere  now 
ieliver,  iche  holden  have  my  pee*, 
r  or  never,  if  tliat  it  like  you, 
er  have  right  now  doubtlees : 


0  helpe  and  grace,  among  all  this  prees, 
Rew  on  this  old  caitife  in  distresse, 

Sith  I  through  you  have  all  this  hevinesse. 

u  Ye  have  now  caught,  and  fettred  in  prison 

Troyans  enow,  and  if  your  willes  be, 

My  child  with  one  may  have  redemption, 

Now  for  the  love  of  God,  and  of  bounte, 

One  of  so  fele  alas,  so  yefe  him  me : 

What  need  were  it  this  praier  for  to  wernc, 

Sith  ye  ahull  have  both  folk  and  toun  as  yerne. 

"  On  perill  of  my  life  I  shall  nat  He, 
Apollo  hath  me  told  full  faithfully, 

1  have  eke  found  by  astronomic, 
By  sort,  and  by  augurie  truely, 

And  dare  well  say  the  time  is  fast  by, 

That  fire  and  fiambe  on  all  the  toun  shall  sprede, 

And  thus  shall  Troy  turne  to  ashen  dede. 

"  For  certaine,  Phebus  and  Neptunus  both, 
That  makeden  the  walles  of  the  toun, 
Ben  with  the  folke  of  Troy  alway  so  wroth, 
That  they  woll  bring  it  to  confusioun 
Right  in  despite  of  king  Laomedoun, 
Because  he  nolde  paien  hem  hir  hire, 
The  toune  of  Troy  shall  ben  set  on  fire." 

Telling  his  tale  alway  this  olde  grey, 
Humble  in  his  speech  and  looking  eke, 
The  salte  teares  from  his  eyen  twey, 
Full  faste  ronnen  doune  by  either  chekc, 
So  long  he  gan  of  succour  hem  beseke, 
That  for  to  heale  him  of  his  sorowes  sorv, 
They  gave  him  Antenor  withouten  more. 

But  who  was  glad  enough,  but  Calcas  tho, 
And  of  this  thing  full  soone  his  nedes  leide 
On  hem  that  shoulden  for  the  treatise  go 
And  hem  for  Antenor  full  ofte  preide, 
To  bringen  home  king  Thoas  and  Creseide, 
And  whan  Priam  his  safegarde  sent, 
Th'embassadours  to  Troy  straight  they  went. 

The  cause  I  told  of  hir  comming,  the  old 
Priam  the  king,  full  soone  in  generall, 
Let  here  upon  his  parliment  hold, 
Of  which  th'effect  rehearsen  you  1  shall : 
Th'embassadours  ben  answerde  for  finall, 
The  eschaunge  of  prisoners,  and  all  this  node 
Hem  liketh  well,  and  forth  in  they  precede. 

This  Troilus  was  present  in  the  place, 
When  asked  was  for  Antenor  Creseide, 
For  which  full  sone  chaungen  gan  his  face, 
As  he  that  with  tho  wordes  well  nigh  deide, 
But  nathelesse  he  no  word  to  it  seide, 
Lest  men  should  his  affection  espie, 
With  mannes  herte  he  gan  his  sorowes  drie. 

And  full  of  anguish  and  of  gresly  drede, 
Abode  what  other  lords  would  to  it  sey, 
And  if  they  would  graunt,  as  God  forbede, 
Th'eschange  of  her,  than  thought  he  thinges  twey : 
First,  how  to  save  her  honour,  and  what  wey 
He  might  best  th'eschaunge  of  her  withstand, 
Full  fast  he  cast  how  all  this  might  stond. 

Love  him  made  all  prest  to  done  her  bide, 
And  rather  dien  than  she  should  go, 
But  Reason  said  him  on  that  other  side, 
M  Withouten  assent  of  her  do  nat  no, 
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Lest  for  thy  werke  she  would  be  thy  fo, 
And  saine,  that  through  thy  medling  is  yblow 
Your  brother  love,  there  it  was  not  erst  know." 

For  which  he  gan  deliberen  for  the  best, 
And  though  the  lordes  would  that  she  went, 
He  would  let  hem  graunt  what  hem  lest, 
And  tell  his  lady  first  what  that  they  ment, 
And  whan  that  she  had  said  him  her  entent, 
Thereafter  would  he  worken  also  blive, 
Tho  all  the  world  ayen  it  wolde  strive. 

Hector,  which  that  well  the  Greekes  herd, 
For  Antenor  how  they  would  have  Creseide, 
Gan  it  withstand,  and  soberly  answerd  : 
"  Sirs,  she  n'is  no  prisoner,"  (he  seide) 
"  I  n'ot  on  you  who  that  this  charge  leide, 
But  on  mv  part,  ye  may  eftsoones  hem  tell, 
We  usen  here  no  women  for  to  sell." 

The  noise  of  people  up  stert  than  atones, 

As  brimme  as  blase  of  straw  yset  on  fire, 

For  infortune  it  would  for  the  nones, 

They  shoulden  hir  confusion  desire  :  [enspi 

" Hector,"  (quod  they)  "what  ghost  may  you 

This  woman  thus  to  shild,  and  done  us  lese 

Dan  Antenore,  a  wrong  way  now  ye  chese. 

"  That  is  so  wise,  and  eke  so  bold  baroun, 

And  we  have  need  of  folke,  as  men  may  see, 

He  is  one  of  the  greatest  of  this  toun  : 

O  Hector,  lette,  thy  fantasies  bee, 

0  king  Priam,"  (quod  they)  **  thus  segge  wee, 

That  all  our  voice  is  to  forgone  Creseide," 

And  to  deliver  Antenor  they  preide. 

0  Juvenal!  lord,  true  is  thy  sentence, 
That  little  wenen  folke  what  is  to  yerne, 
That  they  ne  finden  in  hir  desire  offence, 
For  cloud  of  errour  ne  lette  hem  discerne 
What  best  is,  and  lo,  here  ensample  as  yerne  . 
These  folke  desiren  now  deliverance 
Of  Antenor,  that  brought  hem  to  mischaunce. 

For  he  was  after  traitour  to  the  toun 
Of  Troy  alas,  they  quitte  him  out  to  rathe, 
O  nice  world,  so  thy  discretioun, 
Creseide,  which  that  never  did  hem  scathe, 
Shall  now  no  lenger  in  her  blisse  bathe, 
But  Antenor,  he  shall  come  home  to  toun, 
And  she  shall  out,  thus  said  hecre  and  houn. 

For  which  delibered  was  by  parliment, 
For  Antenor  to  yeelden  out  Creseide, 
And  it  pronounced  by  the  president, 
Though  that  Hector  nay  full  oft  praid, 
And  finally,  what  wight  that  it  withsaid, 
It  was  for  naught,  it  must  ben,  and  should, 
For  substaunce  of  the  parliment  it  would. 

Departed  out  of  the  parliment  echone, 
This  Troilus,  without  wordes  mo, 
Unto  his  chamber  spedde  him  fast  alone, 
But  if  it  were  a  man  of  his  or  two, 
The  which  he  bad  out  faste  for  to  go, 
Because  he  would  elepen,  as  he  said, 
And  hastely  upon  his  bedde  him  laid. 

And  as  in  winter,  leaves  ben  biraft 

Ech  after  other,  till  trees  be  bare, 

So  that  there  n'is  but  barke  and  branch  ylaft, 

Lithe  Troilus,  biraft  of  ech  welfare, 


I  Ybounden  in  the  blacke  barke  of  care, 
I  Disposed  wode  out  of  his  witte  to  breide, 
<  So  sore  him  sate  the  chaunging  of  Creseide. 

He  rist  him  up,  and  every  dore  he  shette, 
And  window  eke,  and  tho  this  sorrowful!  man 
Upon  his  beddes  side  doune  him  sette, 
,  Full  like  a  dead  image,  pale  and  wan, 
,  And  in  his  breast  the  heaped  wo  began 
j  Out  brust,  and  he  to  worken  in  this  wise 
In  his  woodnesse,  as  1  shall  you  devise. 

I  Right  as  the  wilde  bull  beginneth  spring 
Now  here,  now  there,  i darted  to  the  herte, 
And  of  his  death  roreth,  in  complaining, 
Right  so  gan  he  about  the  chamber  stert, 
Smiting  his  breast  aye  with  his  fistes  smert, 
His  head  to  the  wall,  his  body  to  the  ground, 
Full  oft  he  swapt,  himselven  to  confound. 

His  eyen  two  for  pity  of  his  herte 
Out  stremeden  as  swift  as  welles  twey, 
The  highe  sobbes  of  his  sorrowes  smert 
'  His  speech  him  reft,  unnethes  might  he  aey, 
I  "  O  death  alas,  why  n'ilt  thou  do  me  dey  I 
I  Accursed  be  that  day  which  that  nature 
:  Shope  me  to  ben  a  lives  creature.'' 

But  after  whan  the  fury  and  all  the  rage 
Which  that  his  heart  twist,  and  last  threat, 
By  length  of  time  somewhat  gan  assuage, 
Upon  his  bed  he  laid  him  doun  to  rest, 
But  tho  begon  his  teares  more  out  to  brest, 
That  wonder  is  the  body  may  suffise 
To  halfe  this  wo,  which  that  I  you  devise. 

Than  said  he  thus  :  "  Fortune  alas,  the  while 
'  What  have  1  done  t  what  have  1  thee  agiltf 
|  How  mightest  thou  for  routhe  me  begile  t 
Is  there  no  grace  !  and  shall  I  thus  be  spilt! 
Shall  thus  Creseide  away  for  that  thou  wilt  1 
Alas,  how  mightest  thou  in  thine  herte  find 
To  ben  to  me  thus  cruel i  and  unkind  t 

"  Have  I  thee  nat  honoured  all  my  live, 
As  thou  well  wotest,  above  the  Gods  all ! 
Why  wilt  thou  me  fro  joy  thus  deprive  I 

0  Troilus,  what  may  men  now  thee  call, 

|  But  wretch  of  wretches,  out  of  honour  fall 

Into  misery,  in  which  I  woll  bewaile 
,  Creseide  alas,  till  that  the  breath  me  faile. 

"  Alas,  Fortune,  if  that  my  life  injoy 

Displeased  had  unto  thy  foule  envie, 

Why  ne  haddest  thou  my  father  king  of  Troy 

Biraft  the  life,  or  done  my  brethren  die, 

Or  slainc  my  selfe,  that  thus  complaine  and  criet 

1  combre  world,  that  may  of  nothing  serve, 
j  But  ever  dye,  and  never  fully  sterve. 

i  «'  If  that  Creseide  alone  were  me  laft, 
j  Naught  raught  I  whider  thou  woldest  me  stew, 
I  And  her  alas,  than  hast  thou  me  byraft : 
i  But  evermore,  lo,  this  is  thy  manere. 
To  reve  a  wight  that  most  is  to  him  dere, 
To  preve  in  that  thy  gierfull  violence  : 
|  Thus  am  I  lost,  there  helpeth  no  defence. 

i  "  0  very  Lord,  0  Love,  0  God  alas, 
|  That  knowest  best  mine  herte  and  al  my  thought, 
1  What  shal  my  sorowfuil  life  done  in  this  caas, 
1  If  I  forgo  that  I  so  dere  have  bought, 
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eide  and  me  have  fully  brought 
ice,  and  both  our  hertes  sealed, 
suffer  alas,  it  be  repealed  T 

y  done,  I  shal  while  I  may  dure 
rment  and  in  cruell  paine, 
ie,  or  this  disaventure, 
as  borne  I  woll  complaine, 
II  I  scene  it  shine  or  raine, 
•11  as  Edippe  in  derkenesse 
II  life,  and  dien  in  distresse. 

<st,  that  errest  to  and  fro, 
u  flien  out  of  the  wofullest 
rer  might  on  grounde  go  f 
mg  in  this  wofull  neste, 
mine  herte,  and  let  it  breste, 
Iway  Creseide  thy  lady  dere, 
jcc  is  now  no  lenger  here. 

?n  two,  sens  your  disport 
ene  Creseides  eyen  bright, 
e  dune,  but  for  my  discomfort 
oight,  and  wepen  out  your  sight, 
ueint,  that  wont  was  you  to  light, 
a  this  forth  have  I  eyen  twey 
is  your  vertue  is  awey. 

$ide,  0  lady  soveraine 

I  soule  that  thus  crieth, 

>w  yeven  comfort  to  thy  paine ! 

it,  but  whan  mine  herte  dieth, 

lich  that  so  unto  you  hieth, 

*ee,  for  that  shall  aye  you  serve, 

rce  is,  though  the  body  sterve. 

,  that  high  upon  the  whele 
Fortune  in  good  aventure, 
t  ye  finded  aye  love  of  stele, 
te  your  life  in  joy  endure, 
comen  by  my  sepulture, 
that  your  fellow  resteth  there, 
ke,  though  1  unworthy  were. 

I  some  and  raislived  man, 

ne,  alas,  what  eiled  thee 

*k,  sens  thou  art  borne  Trojan  1 

ich  that  wolt  my  bane  be, 

ie  was  thou  borne  for  me, 

ssfull  Jove  for  his  joy, 

lad  where  I  would  in  Troy." 

tighes  hotter  than  the  glede, 
east,  each  after  other  went, 
plaint  new,  his  wo  to  fede, 
s  wofull  teares  never  stent, 
so  his  sorowes  him  to  rent, 
mate,  that  ioy  or  pennaunce 
me,  but  lieth  in  a  traunce. 

ich  that  in  the  parliment 

hat  every  lord  and  burgess  seid, 

graunted  was  by  one  assent, 

to  yelden  out  Creseid  : 
h  wood  out  of  his  wit  to  breid, 
o  he  niste  what  he  ment, 
» to  Troilus  he  went. 

night,  that  for  the  time  kept 
*  dore,  undid  it  him  anoue, 
»,  that  full  tenderly  wept, 
ie  chamber  as  still  as  stone, 


Toward  the  bedde  gan  softly  to  gone, 
So  confuse,  that  he  n'ist  what  to  say, 
For  very  wo,  his  wit  was  nigh  away. 

And  with  chere  and  looking  all  to  tome, 

For  sorow  of  this,  and  with  his  armes  folden, 

He  stood  this  wofull  Troilus  beforne, 

And  on  his  pitous  face  he  gan  beholden, 

But  so  oft  gan  his  herte  colden, 

Seeing  his  friend  in  wo,  whose  heavinesse 

His  herte  slough,  as  thought  him  for  distresse. 

This  wofull  wight,  this  Troilus  that  felt 
His  friend  Pan  dare  yeomen  him  to  see, 
Gran  as  the  snow  ayenst  the  Sunne  melt, 
For  which  this  wofull  Pandare  of  pite 
Gan  for  to  weepe  as  tenderly  as  he  : 
And  speechlesse  thus  ben  these  ilke  twey, 
That  neither  might  for  sorow  o  word  sey. 

But  at  the  last,  this  wofull  Troilus, 

Nigh  dead  for  smert,  gan  bresten  out  to  rore, 

And  with  a  sorrow  full  noise  he  said  thus 

Among  his  sobbes  and  his  sighes  sore, 

"  Lo,  Pandare  I  am  dead  withouten  more, 

Hast  thou  not  heard  at  parliament,"  he  seide, 

"  For  Antenor  how  lost  is  my  Creseide  T" 

This  Pandare  full  dead  and  pale  of  hew, 
Full  pitously  answerde,  and  said, w  Yes, 
As  wisely  were  it  false  as  it  is  trew, 
That  I  have  heard,  and  wote  all  how  it  is, 
O  mercy  God,  who  would  have  trowed  this, 
Who  would  have  wend,  that  in  so  little  a  throw 
Fortune  our  joy  would  have  overthrow. 

"  For  in  this  world  there  is  no  creature, 
As  to  my  dome,  that  ever  saw  mine 
Straunger  than  this,  through  case  or  aventure, 
But  who  may  all  eschue  or  all  devine, 
Such  is  this  world,  forthy  I  thus  define  : 
Ne  trust  no  wight  to  find  in  Fortune 
Aye  property,  her  yeftes  ben  commune. 

"  But  tell  me  this,  why  thou  art  now  so  mad 
To  sorrowen  thus,  why  list  thou  in  this  wise, 
Sens  thy  desire  all  holy  hast  thou  had, 
So  that  by  right  it  ought  inough  suffise, 
But  I  that  never  felt  in  my  servise 
A  friendly  chere  or  looking  of  an  eie, 
Let  me  thus  wepc  and  wailen  till  I  die. 

"  And  over  al  this,  as  thou  wel  wost  thy  selve, 
This  toune  is  full  of  ladies  all  about, 
And  to  rav  dome,  fairer  than  such  twelve 
As  ever  she  was,  shal  I  finden  in  some  rout, 
Ye  one  or  twey,  withouten  any  dout : 
Forthy  be  glade  mine  owne  dere  brother, 
If  she  be  lost,  we  shall  recover  another. 

44  What  God  forbid  alway  that  ech  pleasaunce 
In  o  thing  were,  and  in  none  other  wight, 
If  one  can  sing,  another  can  well  dauuee, 
If  this  be  goodly,  she  is  glad  and  light, 
And  this  is  faire,  and  that  can  good  aright, 
Ech  for  his  vertue  holden  is  for  dere, 
Both  heroner  and  faucon  for  rivere. 

"  And  eke  as  writ  Zansis,  that  was  full  wise, 
The  new  love  out  chaseth  oft  the  old  : 
And  upon  new  case  lieth  new  a  vise, 
Thinke  eke  thy  selfe  to  saven  art  thou  hold, 
x  a 
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Such  fire  by  procease  shall  of  kind  cold, 

For  sens  it  is  bat  casaell  pleasaunce, 

Some  case  shall  put  it  out  of  remembraunce. 

"  For  also  sure  as  day  commeth  after  night, 

The  newe  love,  labour  or  other  wo, 

Or  eles  selde  seeing  of  a  wight, 

Done  old  affections  all  overgo, 

And  for  thy  part,  thou  shalt  have  one  of  tho 

To  abredge  with  thy  bitter  paines  smart, 

Absence  of  her  shall  drive  her  out  of  herte." 

These  wordes  saied  he  for  the  nones  all 

To  helpe  his  friend,  least  he  for  sorow  deide, 

For  doubtlesse  to  doen  his  wo  to  fall, 

He  raught  nat  what  unthrift  that  he  seide  : 

But  Troilus  that  nigh  for  sorrow  deide, 

Tooke  little  hede  of  all  that  ever  he  ment, 

One  eare  it  heard,  at  the  other  out  it  went 

But  at  the  last  he  answerd,  and  said, "  Friend, 
This  lechcraft,  or  healed  thus  to  be, 
Were  well  fitting,  if  that  I  were  a  fiend, 
To  traien  a  wight,  that  true  is  unto  me, 
I  pray  God  let  this  counsaile  never  ythe, 
But  doe  me  rather  sterve  anon  right  here, 
Ere  thus  I  doen,  as  thou  me  wouldest  lere. 

"  She  that  I  serve  ywis,  what  so  thou  sey, 
To  whom  mine  herte  enhabite  is  by  right, 
Shall  have  me  holy  hers,  till  that  I  dey, 
For  Pandarus,  sens  I  have  trouth  her  night, 
I  woll  nat  ben  untrue  for  no  wight, 
But  as  her  man  I  woll  aye  live  and  sterve, 
And  never  none  other  creature  serve. 

"  And  there  thou  saiest  thou  shalt  as  fair  find 
As  she,  let  be,  make  no  comparison, 
To  creature  yformed  here  by  kind, 

0  leve  Pandare,  in  conclusion, 

1  woll  nat  been  of  thine  opinion 
Touching  all  this,  for  which  I  thee  beseech, 

So  hold  thy  peace,  thou  sleest  me  with  thy  speech. 

u  Thou  biddest  me  I  should  love  another 

All  freshly  new,  and  let  Creseide  go, 

It  lithe  nat  in  my  power,  leve  brother, 

And  though  I  might,  yet  would  I  nat  do  so, 

But  canst  thou  plaien  raket  to  and  fro, 

Nettle  in  dock  out,  now  this,  now  that,  Pandare  ? 

Now  foule  fall  her  for  thy  wo  that  care. 

"  Thou  farest  eke  by  me  Pandarus, 

As  he,  that  whan  a  wight  is  wo  bigon, 

He  commeth  to  him  apace,  and  saith  right  thus, 

'  Thinke  not  on  smart,  and  thou  shalt  feele  none,' 

Thou  maiest  me  first  transmcwen  in  a  stone, 

And  reve  me  my  passions  all, 

Or  thou  so  lightly  doe  my  wo  to  fall. 

"  The  death  may  well  out  of  my  brest  depart 
The  life,  so  long  may  this  sorow  mine  : 
But  fro  my  soule  shall  Creseides  dart 
Out  nevermore,  but  doune  with  Proserpine 
Whan  1  am  dead,  I  woll  won  in  pine, 
And  there  I  woll  eternally  complain 
My  wo,  and  how  that  twinned  be  we  twain. 

*  Thou  hast  here  made  an  argument  full  fine, 
How  that  it  should  lasse  paine  be 
Creseide  to  forgone,  for  she  was  mine, 
And  lived  in  ease  and  in  felicite  : 


Why  gabbest  thou,  that  saidest  unto  me, 
That  him  is  wore  that  is  fro  wele  ithrow, 
Than  he  had  erst  none  of  that  wele  know  ! 

"  But  tel  me  now,  sen  that  thee  thinketh  so  light 
To  chaungen  so  in  love  aye  to  and  fro, 
Why  hast  thou  nat  doen  busily  thy  might 
To  chaungen  her,  that  doth  thee  all  thy  wo ! 
Why  nilt  thou  let  her  fro  thine  herte  go ! 
Why  nilt  thou  love  another  lady  swete, 
That  may  thine  herte  setten  in  quiete  1 

"If  thou  hast  had  in  love  aye  yet  mischance, 
And  canst  it  not  out  of  thine  herte  drive, 
I  that  lived  in  lust  and  in  pleasance 
With  her,  as  much  as  creature  on  live, 
How  would  I  that  foryet,  and  that  so  blive ! 
0  where  hast  thou  ben  hid  so  long  in  mew, 
Thou  canst  so  well  and  formeliche  argew. 

"  Nay  God  wot,  naught  worth  is  al  thy  rede, 
For  which,  for  what  that  ever  may  befall, 
Withouten  wordes  mo  1  woll  ben  dede  : 
O  Death,  that  ender  art  of  sorrowes  all, 
Come  now,  sens  I  so  oft  after  thee  call, 
For  sely  is  that  death,  sooth  for  to  saine, 
That  oft  ycleped,  commeth  and  endeth  paine. 

"  Well  wote  I,  while  my  life  was  in  quiete, 
Ere  thou  me  slue,  I  would  have  yeven  hire, 
But  now  thy  comming  is  to  me  so  swete, 
That  in  this  world  I  nothing  so  desire  : 

0  Death,  sens  with  this  sorow  I  am  a  fire, 
Thou  either  do  me  anone  in  tearea  drench, 
Or  with  thy  cold  stroke  mine  herte  quench. 

"  Sens  that  thou  slaiest  so  fele  in  sundry  wise 
Ayenst  hir  will,  unpraied  day  and  night, 
Doe  me  at  ray  request  this  servise, 
Deliver  now  the  world,  so  doest  thou  right, 
Of  me  that  am  the  wofullest  wight 
That  ever  was,  for  time  is  that  I  sterve. 
Sens  in  this  world  of  right  naught  do  I  serve." 

This  Troilus  in  teares  gan  distill* 
As  licour  out  of  allambike  full  fast, 
And  Pandarus  gan  hold  his  tongue  still, 
And  to  the  ground  his  eyen  downe  he  cast, 
But  nathelessc,  thus  thought  he  at  last, 
"  What  parde,  rather  than  my  fellow  dey, 
Yet  shall  I  somewhat  more  unto  him  sey." 

And  said,  "  Friend,  sens  thou  hast  such  distress, 
And  sens  thee  list  mine  argumentes  blame, 
Why  n'ilt  thy  selven  helpe  doen  redresse, 
And  with  thy  manhood  letten  all  this  game, 
Go  ravish  her,  no  canst  thou  not  for  shame ! 
And  either  let  her  out  of  toune  fare, 
Or  hold  her  still,  and  leave  thy  nice  fare. 

"  Art  thou  in  Troy,  and  hast  non  hardiment 
To  take  a  wight,  whiche  that  loveth  thee, 
And  would  her  selven  been  of  thine  assent, 
Now  is  nat  this  a  nice  vanite ! 
Rise  up  anon,  and  let  this  weeping  be, 
And  sith  thou  art  a  man,  for  in  this  hour 

1  woll  been  dead,  or  she  shall  ben  our." 

To  this  answerde  him  Troilus  full  soft, 
And  saied,    Ywis,  my  leve  brother  dere, 
All  this  have  I  my  selfe  yet  thought  full  oft, 
And  more  tiling  than  thou  devisest  here, 
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his  thing  is  laft,  thou  shalt  wel  here, 
thou  liast  me  yeven  audience, 
*  mayst  thou  tell  all  thy  sentence. 

1  thou  wost  this  toun  hath  al  this  werre 

ling  of  women  so  by  might, 

not  been  suffred  me  to  erre, 

;  now,  ne  done  so  great  unright, 

ave  also  blame  of  every  wight, 

s  graunt  if  that  I  so  withstood, 

3  chaunged  for  the  tounes  good. 

ke  thought,  so  it  were  her  assent, 
?r  of  my  father  of  his  grace, 
ke  I,  this  were  her  accusement, 

I  wot  I  may  her  nat  purchace, 
ny  father  in  so  high  a  place 

ent,  hath  her  eschaunge  ensealed, 
<r  me  his  letter  be  repealed. 

le  I  most  her  herte  to  perturbe 

»nce,  if  I  doe  such  a  game, 

ould  it  openly  disturbe, 

i  disclaunder  to  her  name, 

ere  lerer  die  than  her  diffame, 

Jod,  but  1  should  have 

it,  lever  than  my  life  to  save. 

I I  lost,  for  aught  that  I  can  see, 
ne  is  that  I  am  her  knight, 

r  honour  lever  have  than  me 
sase,  as  lover  ought  of  right, 
[  with  desire  and  reason  twight : 
to  disturben  her  me  redeth, 
n  n'ill  not,  so  mine  herte  dredeth." 

ting,  that  he  could  never  cease, 
Alas,  how  shall  I  wretche  fare, 

ele  I  alway  my  love  encrease, 

is  lasse  and  lasse  Pandare, 
eke  the  causes  of  my  care, 

y,  why  n'ill  mine  herte  brest, 

love  there  is  but  little  rest." 

nswer^e,  "  Friend  thou  mayst  for  me 
lee  list,  but  had  I  it  so  hote, 
estate,  she  should  go  with  me, 
is  toun  cried  on  this  thing  by  note, 
at  all  that  noise  a  grote, 
men  have  cried,  than  wol  they  roun, 
er  last  but  nine  dcies  never  in  toun. 

lot  in  reason  aye  so  deepe, 

y,  but  helpe  thy  selfe  anone, 

t  other  than  thy  selven  wepe, 

ly,  sens  ye  two  ben  al  one, 

>r  by  mine  head  she  shall  not  gone, 

r  ben  in  blame  a  little  yfound, 

re  here  as  a  gnat  withoutcn  wound. 

shame  unto  you,  ne  no  vice, 
Jiholden,  that  ye  loveth  most, 
ire  she  might  hold  thee  for  nice, 
her  go  thus  nnto  the  Grekes  hoste, 
Fortune,  as  well  thy  selven  woate, 
ardie  man  unto  bis  emprise, 
Jth  wretches  for  hir  cowardise. 

ugh  thy  lady  would  alite  her  greve, 
t  thy  self  thy  peace  hereafter  make, 
me  certaine  I  cannot  leve, 
irould  it  as  now  for  evill  take, 


Why  should  than  for  feare  thine  herte  quake, 
Thinke  how  Paris  hath,  that  is  thy  brother, 
A  love,  and  why  shal  thou  not  have  another  I 

"  And  Troilus,  o  thing  I  dare  thee  swer, 
That  if  Creseide,  which  that  is  thy  lefe, 
Now  loveth  thee,  as  well  as  thou  dost  her, 
God  helpe  me  so,  she  nill  not  take  a  grefe, 
Though  thou  do  bote  anon  in  this  mischefe, 
And  if  she  wilneth  fro  thee  for  to  passe, 
Than  is  she  false,  so  love  her  well  the  lasse. 

"  Forthv,  take  herte,  and  think  right  as  a  knight, 
Through  love  is  broken  alday  every  law, 
Kith  now  somwhat  thy  courage  and  thy  might, 
Have  mercie  on  thy  selfe  for  any  awe, 
Let  not  this  wretched  wo  thine  herte  gnawe, 
But  manly  set  the  world  on  sixe  and  seven, 
And  if  thou  die  a  martir,  go  to  Heaven. 

« I  woll  my  selfe  ben  with  thee  at  this  dede, 
Though  I  and  all  my  kin  upon  a  stound, 
Should  in  a  strete,  as  dogs,  liggen  dede, 
Through  girt  with  many  a  bloodie  wound, 
In  every  case  I  woll  a  friend  be  found, 
And  if  thee  listeth  here  sterven  as  a  wretch, 
Adieu,  the  devill  speede  him  that  retch." 

This  Troilus  gan  with  tho  wordes  quicken, 
And  saied, "  Friend,  graunt  mercie,  I  assent, 
But  certainly,  thou  mayst  nat  so  me  pricken, 
Ne  paine  none  ne  may  me  so  torment, 
That  for  no  case  it  is  not  mine  entent, 
At  shorte  wordes,  though  I  dien  should, 
To  ravishen  her,  but  if  her  selfe  it  would.*' 

"  Why,  so  mean  I"  (quod  Pandarus)  «  al  this  day 
But  tell  me  than,  hast  thou  her  well  assaid, 
That  sorowestthus  V  and  he  answerde  him  "  Nay.** 
"  Wherof  art  thou*' (quod  Pandare)  "than  dismaid, 
That  noste  not  that  she  woll  ben  evill  apaid 
To  ravishen  her,  sens  thou  hast  not  ben  there, 
But  if  that  Jove  told  it  in  thine  eare  1 

"  Forthy,  rise  up  as  naught  ne  were,  anone, 
And  wash  thy  face,  and  to  the  king  thou  wend, 
Or  he  may  wondren  whider  thou  art  gone, 
Thou  must  with  wisdome  him  and  other  blend, 
Or  upon  case  he  may  after  thee  send 
Or  thou  beware,  and  shortly  brother  dere 
Be  glad,  and  let  me  werke  in  this  mattere. 

"  For  I  shall  shape  it  so,  that  sikerly 
Thou  shalt  this  night  somtime  in  some  manere 
Come  speaken  with  thy  ladie  prively, 
And  by  her  wordes  eke,  as  by  her  chere, 
Thou  shalt  full  soone  aperceive  and  well  here 
Of  her  entent,  and  in  this  case  the  best, 
And  fare  now  well,  for  in  this  point  I  rest." 

The  swifte  fame,  whiche  that  nils  thinges 
Equall  reporteth,  like  the  thinzes  true, 
Was  throghout  Troy  yfled,  with  prest  winges, 
Fro  man  to  man,  and  made  his  talc  all  new, 
How  Calcas  doughter  with  her  bright  hew, 
At  parliment  without  words  more, 
Ygraunted  was  in  chaunge  of  Antenore. 

The  whiche  tale  anon  right  as  Creseide 

Had  heard,  she,  which  that  of  her  father  rought 

iAs  in  this  case)  right  naught,  ne  whan  he  deide, 
'ull  busily  to  Jupiter  besought 
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Yeve  him  mischance,  that  this  tretis  brought : 
Bat  shortly,  least  these  tales  sooth  were, 
She  durst  at  no  wight  asken  it  for  fere. 

As  she  that  had  her  herte  and  all  her  mind 

On  Troylus  yset  so  wonder  fast, 

That  al  this  world  ne  might  her  love  unbind, 

Ne  Troylus  out  of  her  herte  cast, 

She  would  been  his  while  that  ber  life  may  last, 

And  she  thus  brenneth  both  in  love  and  drede, 

So  that  she  n'ist  what  was  best  to  rede. 

But  as  men  seene  in  toune,  and  all  about, 
That  women  usen  hir  friends  to  visite, 
So  to  Creseide  of  women  came  a  rout, 
For  pitous  joy,  and  wenden  her  delite, 
And  with  hir  tales  dere  ynough  a  mite, 
These  women,  which  that  in  the  citie  dwell, 
They  set  hem  doune,  and  sayd  as  1  shall  tell. 

(Quod,  first  that  one)  w  I  am  glad  truely, 
Because  of  you,  that  shall  your  father  see," 
Another  sayd,  "  Ywis,  so  am  not  I, 
For  all  too  little  hath  she  with  us  be 
(Quod  tho  the  third)  w  I  hope  ywis  that  she 
Shall  bringen  us  the  peace  on  every  side, 
That  whan  she  goth,  almighty  God  her  gide." 

Tho  wordes  and  tho  womannish  thinges 
She  herd  hem  right  as  thogh  she  thence  were  : 
For  God  it  wote,  her  herte  on  other  thing  is, 
Although  the  body  sat  emong  hem  there, 
Her  advertence  is  alway  els  where, 
For  Troilus  full  fast  her  soule  sought, 
Withouten  word,  on  him  alway  she  thought. 

These  women  that  thus  wenden  her  to  please, 
About  naught  gan  all  hir  tales  spend, 
Such  van  i  tie  ne  can  done  her  none  ease, 
As  she  that  all  this  meane  while  brend 
Of  other  passion  than  they  wend, 
So  that  she  felt  almost  her  herte  die 
For  wo,  and  werie  of  that  coin  panic 

For  which  might  she  no  lenger  restraine 
Her  teares,  they  gan  so  up  to  well, 
That  gave  signes  of  her  bitter  paine, 
In  which  her  spirit  was,  and  must  dwell, 
Remembring  her  from  Heaven  unto  which  Hell 
She  fallen  was,  sens  she  forgo  the  sight 
Of  Troilus,  and  sorrowfully  she  sight. 

And  thilkc  fooles,  sitting  her  about, 
Wende  that  she  wept  and  sighed  sore, 
Because  that  she  should  out  of  the  rout 
Departen,  and  never  play  with  hem  more, 
And  they  that  had  knowen  her  of  yore, 
See  her  so  wepe,  and  thoght  it  was  kindnesse, 
And  cch  of  hem  wept  eke  for  her  distrcsse. 

And  busily  they  gonnen  hir  to  comforten 

On  thing  God  wot,  on  which  she  litle  thoght, 

And  with  hir  tales  wenden  her  disporten, 

And  to  be  glad  they  of  to  her  besought, 

But  such  an  ease  therwith  they  her  wrought, 

Right  as  a  man  is  eased  for  to  fele, 

For  ache  of  head,  to  clawen  him  on  his  hele. 

But  after  all  this  nice  vanitie, 

They  took  hir  leve,  and  home  they  wenten  all, 

Creseide  full  of  sorrowfull  pitie, 

Into  her  chamber  up  went  out  of  the  hall, 


And  on  her  bedde  she  gan  for  dead  to  fall, 

In  purpose  never  thence  for  to  rise, 

And  thus  she  wrought,  as  I  shall  you  devise. 

Hir  ownded  hair,  that  sonnish  was  of  hew, 
She  rent,  and  eke  her  fingers  long  and  amale 
She  wrong  full  oft,  and  bad  God  on  her  rew, 
And  with  the  death  to  do  bote  on  her  bale, 
Her  hewe  whylom  bright,  that  tho  was  pale, 
Bare  witnesse  of  her  wo,  and  her  conatreint ; 
And  thus  she  spake,  sobbing  in  her  compleint. 

u  Alas,"  (quod  she)  "  out  of  this  regions, 

I  wofull  wretch  and  infortuned  wight, 

And  borne  in  cursed  constellatioun, 

Mote  gon,  and  thus  departen  fro  my  knight. 

Wo  worth  alas,  that  ilke  daies  light, 

On  which  I  saw  him  first  with  eyen  twaine, 

That  causeth  me,  and  I  him  all  this  paine.** 

Therwith  the  teares  from  her  eyen  two 
Doune  fell,  as  shoure  in  April  swithe, 
Her  white  breast  she  bet,  and  for  the  wo, 
After  the  death  she  cried  a  thousand  sitae, 
Sens  he  that  wont  her  wo  was  for  to  lithe, 
She  mote  forgone,  for  which  disaventnre 
She  held  her  selfe  a  forlost  creature. 

She  said, "  How  shall  he  done  and  I  also 
How  should  I  live,  if  that  I  from  him  twin ! 
O  dere  herte  eke  that  I  love  so, 
Who  shall  that  sorow  slaen,  that  ye  ben  in ! 
0  Calcas,  father,  thine  be  all  this  sin  : 

0  mother  mine,  that  cleped  wert  Argive, 
Wo  worth  that  day  that  thou  me  bare  on  live. 

«  To  what  fine  should  I  live  and  sorowen  thus ! 
How  should  a  fish  withouten  water  dure ! 
What  is  Creseide  worth  from  Troilus ! 
How  should  a  plant  or  lives  creature 
Live  withouten  his  kind  noriture  ! 
For  which  full  oft  a  by  word  here  I  sey, 
That  rootlesse  mote  greene  soone  dey. 

"  I  shal  done  thus,  sens  neither  sword  ne  dart 
Dare  I  none  handle,  for  the  cruelte, 
That  ilke  day  that  1  fro  you  depart, 
If  sorow  of  that  n'ill  nat  my  bane  be, 
Than  shall  no  meat  ne  drinke  come  in  me, 
Till  I  my  soule  out  of  my  brest  unsheath. 
And  thus  my  selven  woll  I  done  to  death. 

"  And  Troilus  my  clothes  everychone 
Shull  blacke  ben,  in  tokening,  herte  swete, 
That  I  am  as  out  of  this  world  agone, 
That  wont  was  you  to  set  in  quiete, 
And  of  mine  order  aye  till  death  me  mete, 
The  observaunce  ever  in  your  absence, 
Shall  sorrow  ben  complaint  and  abstinence. 

"  Mine  herte  and  eke  the  woful  ghost  therein 
Bequeath  I  with  your  spirit  to  complaine 
Eternally,  for  they  shall  never  twin, 
For  though  in  y earth  twinned  be  we  twaine, 
Yet  in  the  field  of  pitie,  out  of  paine, 
That  hight  Elisos,  shall  we  ben  yfere, 
As  Orpheus  and  Erudice  his  fere. 

"  Tli  us,  herte  mine,  for  Antenor  alas, 

1  soone  shall  be  chaunged,  as  I  wene, 

But  how  shull  ye  done  in  this  sorowfull  casts, 
How  shall  your  tender  herte  this  sustene  ! 
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mine,  foryet  this  sorow  and  tene, 
ho,  for  soothly  for  to  sey, 
fare,  I  retche  not  to  dey." 

t  it  ever  redde  ben  or  ysong 
that  she  made  in  her  distresse, 
as  for  me  my  little  tong 
ten  would  her  heavinesse, 
nake  her  sorrow  seeme  lease 
it  was,  and  childishly  deface 
somplaint,  and  therefore  I  it  pace. 

vhich  that  sent  from  Troilus 
Creseide,  as  ye  have  heard  devise, 
le  best  it  was  recorded  thus, 
II  glad  to  done  him  that  servise, 
eide  in  a  full  secret  wise, 
he  lay  in  tourment  and  in  rage, 
to  tell  all  holy  his  message. 

that  she  her  selven  gan  to  grete 
ily,  for  with  her  salte  teres, 
t  and  face  ybathed  was  full  wete, 
ie  tresses  of  her  sonnish  heres 
,  hangen  all  about  her  eares, 
re  him  very  signe  of  mattire 
vhich  that  her  herte  gan  desire. 

him  saw,  she  gan  for  sorrow  anon 

face  atwixt  her  armes  hide, 

this  Pan  dare  is  so  wo  bigon, 
e  hous  he  might  unneth  abide, 

felt  sorrow  on  every  side, 
seide  had  erst  complained  sore, 
ie  plaine  a  thousand  times  more. 

r  aspre  plaint,  thus  she  seide : 
,  first  of  joies  more  than  two 
causing  unto  me  Creseide, 
transmued  ben  in  cruell  wo, 
thai  I  I  say  to  you  welcome  or  no  f 
■first  me  brought  unto  servise 
is,  that  endeth  in  such  wise. 

han  love  in  wo !  Ye  or  men  lieth, 
>rldly  blisse,  as  thinketh  me, 
f  blisse  aye  sorrow  it  occupieth, 
xoweth  not  that  it  so  be, 
pon  me  wofull  w retche  see, 
elfe  hate,  and  aye  my  birth  curse, 
way,  fro  wicke  I  go  to  worse. 

me  seeth,  he  seeth  sorow  all  atonis, 
rment,  plaint,  wo  and  distresse, 
wofull  body  harme  there  none  is, 
r,  anguish,  cruell  bitternesse, 
lart,  drede,  furie,  and  eke  sicknesse, 
is  from  Heaven  t eares  raine, 
>f  my  aspre  and  cruell  paine." 

a  my  suster,  full  of  discomfort," 
adarus)  M  what  thinkest  thou  to  do  ! 
ast  thou  to  thy  selven  some  resport  1 
thou  thus  thy  selfe  alas  fordo  ! 
this  werke,  and  take  now  heed  to 
ill  saine,  and  herken  of  good  entent 
age,  that  by  me  Troilus  you  sent/' 

ler  tho  Creseide  a  wo  making, 

that  it  a  death  was  for  to  see, 

pod  she)  "  what  wordes  may  ye  bring, 

1  my  dere  herte  saine  to  mee, 


Which  that  I  drede  nevermore  to  see, 
Woll  he  have  plaint  or  teares  ere  I  wend ! 
I  have  ynough,  if  he  thereafter  send." 

She  was  right  such  to  seene  in  her  visage, 

As  is  that  wight  that  men  on  beare  bind, 

Her  face  like  of  Paradis  the  image, 

Was  all  ychaunged  in  another  kind, 

The  play,  the  laughter  men  were  wont  to  find 

On  hir,  and  eke  her  joyes  everichone 

Ben  fled,  and  thus  lieth  Creseide  alone. 

About  her  eyen  two,  a  purpre  ring 
Bitrent,  in  soothfast  tokening  of  her  paine, 
That  to  behold  it  was  a  deadly  thing, 
For  which  Pan  dare  might  nat  restraine 
The  teares  from  his  eyen  for  to  raine, 
But  nathelesse  as  he  best  might  he  seide 
From  Troilus  these  wordes  to  Creseide. 

"  Lo,  nece,  I  trow  ye  han  heard  all  how 
The  king  with  other  lordes  for  the  best, 
Hath  made  eschaunge  of  Antenor  and  you, 
That  cause  is  of  this  sorow  and  this  unrest, 
But  how  this  case  doth  Troilus  molest, 
This  may  none  y earthly  mannes  tongue  say, 
For  very  wo,  his  wit  is  all  away. 

u  For  which  we  have  so  sorowed,  he  and  I, 
That  into  little  it  had  us  both  slawe, 
But  through  my  counsaile  this  day  finally, 
He  somewhat  is  fro  weeping  witfrdrawe, 
And  seemeth  me  that  he  desire th  fawe 
With  you  to  ben  all  night  for  to  devise 
Remedie  of  this,  if  there  were  any  wise. 

"  This  short  and  plain,  theffect  of  my  message, 
As  ferforth  as  my  wit  can  comprehend, 
For  ye  that  ben  of  tourment  in  such  rage, 
May  to  no  long  prologue  as  now  entend. 
And  hereupon  ye  may  answer  him  send, 
And  for  the  love  of  God  my  nece  dere, 
So  leave  this  wo,  or  Troilus  be  here." 

"  Great  is  my  wo,"  (quod  she)  and  sighed  sore, 
As  she  that  feeleth  deadly  sharpe  distresse, 
But  yet  to  me  his  sorrow  is  mokell  more, 
That  love  him  bet  than  he  himselfe  I  gesse, 
Alas,  for  me  hath  he  such  hevinesse, 
Can  he  for  me  so  pitously  complaine, 
Ywis  this  sorow  doubleth  all  my  paine. 

"  Grevous  to  me  God  wot  is  for  to  twin," 

(Quod  she)  w  but  yet  it  harder  is  to  me, 

To  seene  that  sorrow  which  that  he  is  in, 

For  well  wot  I,  it  woll  my  bane  be, 

And  die  1  woll  in  certaine  tho  "  (quod  she  :) 

"But  bid  him  come,  er  deth  that  thus  me  threteth, 

Drive  out  the  ghost  which  in  mine  herte  beteth." 

These  wordes  said,  she  on  her  armes  two 
Fell  gruffe,  and  gan  to  weepen  pitously  : 
(Quod  Pandarus)  "  Alas,  why  doe  ye  so  ! 
1  Sens  ye  well  wote  the  time  is  fast  by 
I  That  he  shall  come,  arise  up  hastely, 
i  That  he  you  nat  biwopen  thus  ne  find, 
|  But  ye  woll  have  him  wode  out  of  his  mind. 

;  "  For  wist  he  that  ye  farde  in  this  manere, 
I  He  would  himselfe  slea  :  and  if  1  wend 
|  To  have  this  fare,  he  should  not  come  here, 
For  all  the  good  that  Priam  may  dtspend  : 
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For  to  what  fine  he  would  anon  pretend, 
That  know  I  well,  and  forthy  yet  I  Bey, 
So  leave  this  sorow,  or  plainly  he  woll  dey. 

«  And  shapeth  you  his  sorow  for  to  abredge, 
And  nat  encrease,  lefe  nece  swete, 
Beth  rather  to  him  cause  of  plat  than  edge, 
And  with  some  wisdome  ye  his  sorrowes  bete  : 
What  helpeth  it  to  weepen  full  a  strete, 
Or  though  ye  both  in  salt  teares  dreint  1 
Bet  is  a  time  of  cure  aye  than  of  pleint. 

K  I  meane  thus,  whan  I  him  hither  bring, 
Sens  ye  be  wise,  and  both  of  one  assent, 
So  shapeth  how  to  distourbe  your  going, 
Or  come  ayen  soone  after  ye  be  went, 
Women  ben  wise,  in  short  avisemcnt, 
And  let  seene  how  your  wit  shall  availe, 
And  what  that  I  may  helpe,  it  shall  not  faile." 

«  Go,"  (quod  Creseide)  «  and,  uncle,  truely 
I  shall  done  all  my  might  me  to  restraine 
From  weeping  in  his  sight,  and  busily 
Him  for  to  glad,  I  shall  done  all  my  paine, 
And  in  my  herte  seeken  every  vaino, 
If  to  his  sore  there  may  ben  founden  salve. 
It  shall  nat  lacke  oertaine  on  mine  halve." 

Goth  Pandarus,  and  Troilus  he  sought, 
Till  in  a  temple  he  found  him  all  alone, 
As  he  that  of  his  life  no  lenger  rought, 
But  to  the  nitons  goddes  everichone, 
Full  tenderly  he  praid,  and  made  his  mone, 
To  done  him  soone  out  of  the  world  to  pace, 
j     For  well  he  thoght  there  was  none  other  grace. 

!     And  shortly  all  the  soothe  for  to  sey, 
Ho  was  so  fallen  in  dispaire  that  day, 

;     That  utterly  he  shope  him  for  to  dey, 
For  right  thus  was  his  argument  alway, 
He  saied  he  nas  but  Ionic,  welaway, 
"  For  all  that  commeth,  commeth  by  necessitie, 
Thus  to  ben  lorne,  it  is  my  destinic. 

i     "  For  certainly,  this  woto  I  well,"  he  said, 
!     "  That  foresight  of  devine  purveiaunce 
I     Had  seen  alway  me  to  forgone  Creseide, 

Sens  God  seethe  every  thing  out  of  doutauce 
;     And  hem  disposcth  through  his  ordinance, 
|     In  his  merites  sooth ly  for  to  be, 

As  they  ahull  comen  by  predestine. 

I     "  But  nathelesse,  alas,  whom  shall  I  love, 
1     For  there  ben  greate  clerkes  many  one, 
i     That  destinie,  through  argumentes  prove, 
|     And  some  same,  that  nedely  there  is  none, 
But  that  free  choice  is  yeven  us  everychoue  : 
O  welaway,  so  sligh  am  clerkes  old, 
That  I  n'ot  whose  opinion  I  may  hold. 

"  For  some  men  sain,  that  God  secth  all  beforue, 
I     Ne  God  may  nat  deceived  ben  parde, 
,     Than  mote  it  fallen,  though  men  had  it  sworn, 
That  purveiaunce  hath  seene  beforne  to  be, 
Wherefore  I  say,  that  from  eterne  if  he 
Hath  wist  beforn  our  thought  eke  as  our  dede, 
We  have  no  free  choice,  as  these  clerkes  rede. 

u  For  other  thought,  nor  other  deed  also, 
Might  never  been,  but  such  as  purveyaunce, 
I     Which  may  nat  been  deceived  never  mo, 
Hath  feled  biforne,  withouten  ignorawice, 


For  if  there  might  ben  a  variannce 
To  writhen  out  fro  Goddes  purveying, 
'  There  nere  no  prescience  of  thing  comming. 

«  But  it  were  rather  an  opinion 
;  Uncertaine,  and  no  stedfast  foreseeing, 
'  And  certes  that  were  an  abusion, 
That  God  should  have  no  perfite  clere  weting 
More  than  we  men  that  have  doutous  wening, 
But  such  an  errour  upon  God  to  gesse, 
Were  fake,  and  foule,  and  wicked  ciirsedneasc. 

u  Eke  this  is  an  opinion  of  some, 
That  have  hir  top  ful  high  and  smooth  yshore, 
I  They  saine  right  thus,  that  thing  is  nat  to  come, 
j  For  that  the  prescience  hath  seene  before 
That  it  shall  come,  but  they  sain  that  tberfore 
That  it  shall  come,  therefore  the  purveyances 
Wote  it  beforne  withouten  ignoraunce. 

i  "  And  in  this  manner  this  necessite 
Retourneth  in  his  part  contrary  again e, 
For  needfully  behoveth  it  nat  to  be, 
That  thilke  thinges  fallen  in  oertaine 
That  ben  purveied,  but  needfully  as  they  saine 
Behoveth  it  that  thinges  which  that  fall, 
That  they  in  oertaine  ben  purveyed  alL 

"  I  meane  as  though  I  laboured  me  in  this, 
To  inquire  which  thing  cause  of  which  thing  be, 
As  whether  that  the  prescience  of  God  is 
The  certaine  cause  of  the  necessite 
Of  thinges  that  to  comen  be  parde, 
Or  if  necessitie  of  thing  comming, 
Be  cause  certaine  of  the  purveying. 

"  But  now  ne  enforce  I  me  not  in  shewing, 
How  the  order  of  the  causes  stant,  but  well  vut  I 
That  it  behoveth,  that  the  befalling 
Of  thinges  wiste  before  certainly, 

|  Be  necessarie,  all  seeme  it  not  thereby, 
That  prescience  put  falling  necessaire 

.  To  thing  to  come,  all  fall  it  foule  or  faire. 

"  For  if  there  sit  a  man  yond  on  a  see, 

Than  by  necessitie  behoveth  it, 
!  That  certes  thine  opinion  sooth  be, 

That  wenest  or  conjee  test  that  he  sit, 
I  And  further  over,  now  ayen  ward  yet, 
I  Lo  right  so  is  it  on  the  part  contrarie, 
|  As  thus,  now  hearken,  for  I  woll  nat  tarie. 

I  "  I  say,  that  if  the  opinion  of  thee 
Be  sooth  for  that  he  sit,  than  say  I  this, 
That  he  mote  Bitten  by  necessitie, 
i  And  thus  necessitie  in  either  is, 
I  For  in  him  nede  of  sitting  is  y  wis, 
;  And  in  the  nede  of  sooth,  and  thus  forsoth 
j  There  mote  necessitie  ben  in  you  both. 

:  "But  thou  maist  saine  the  man  sit  nat  therfore, 

That  thine  opinion  of  his  sitting  sooth  is, 
;  But  rather  for  the  man  sate  there  before, 
,  Therefore  is  thine  opinion  sooth  ywis, 
|  And  I  say  though  the  cause  of  sooth  of  this 
Commeth  of  his  sitting,  yet  necessitee 
Is  euterehaunged  both  in  him  and  in  thee. 

u  Thus  in  the  same  wise  out  of  doutauocc, 
I  I  may  well  maken,  as  it  secraeth  me, 
I  My  reasoning  of  Goddes  purveyaunce, 
I  And  of  the  thinges  that  to  comen  be, 
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lie  reason  men  may  well  ysee, 
Ike  thinges  that  in  earth  yfall, 
necessitie  they  comen  all. 

though  that  forthing  shall  come  ywis 
re  is  it  purveyed  certainely, 
;  it  corometh,  for  it  purveyed  is, 
lelesse  behoveth  it  needfully, 
ng  to  come  be  purveyed  truly, 
thinges  that  purveyed  be, 
:y  betiden  by  necessite. 

lis  sufnseth  right  ynough  certaine, 
estroy  our  free  choise  everydell, 

is  this  abusion  to  saine, 
ling  of  the  thinges  temporell, 

of  the  goddes  prescience  etemell ; 
ely  that  is  a  false  sentence, 
□g  to  com  shuld  cause  his  prescience. 

might  I  wene,  and  I  had  such  a  thought  ? 
God  purveieth  thing  that  is  to  come, 
it  is  to  come,  and  else  nought : 
1 1  wene,  that  thinges  all  and  some, 
ylome  ben  befall  and  overcome, 
le  of  thilke  soveraine  purveyaunce, 
wote  all,  withouten  ignoraunce. 

rer  all  this,  yet  say  I  more  thereto, 
ht  as  whan  I  wote  there  is  a  thing, 
it  thing  mote  needfully  be  so, 
it  so,  whan  I  wot  a  thing  comming, 
it  come  ;  and  thus  they  befalling 
»  that  ben  wist  before  the  tide, 
•we  not  ben  eschewed  on  no  side." 

d  he  thus,  "  Almighty  Jove  in  tronc, 
test  of  all  this  thing  the  soothfastnessc, 
my  sorrow  and  do  me  dien  sone, 
Creseide  and  me  fro  this  distresse." 
le  he  was  in  all  this  heavinesse, 
g  with  himselfe  in  this  matere, 
tndare  in,  and  said  as  ye  may  here. 

ity  God  "  (quod  Pandarus)  u  in  tronc, 
to  saw  ever  a  wi»e  man  faren  so  1 
rilus,  what  thinkest  thou  to  done  1 
u  sueh  lust  to  ben  thine  owne  fo  ! 
irde,  yet  is  nat  Creseide  ago, 
thee  so  thy  selfe  fordone  for  drede, 
June  head  thine  eyen  semen  dede. 

iou  nat  lived  many  a  yere  beforne 
m  her,  and  farde  full  well  at  ease  t 

for  her  and  for  none  other  borne, 
ad  thee  wrought  al  only  her  to  please  1 
ad  thinke  right  thus  in  thy  disease, 
he  dice  right  as  ther  fallen  chaunces, 

in  love  there  come  and  gon  plesaunces, 

;t  this  is  a  wonder  most  of  all, 

u  thus  sorowest,  sith  thou  wost  nat  yet 

>  her  going,  how  that  it  shall  fall, 

;  can  her  selfe  distourben  it, 

it  nat  yet  assaied  all  her  wit ; 

say  all  be  time  his  necke  bede 

shall  off,  and  sorowen  at  the  node. 

,  take  hede  of  all  that  I  shall  say, 
ith  her  yspoke,  and  !ong  ybe, 
mrded  was  betwixe  us  twey, 
rmore  me  thinkcth  thus,  that  Hhe 


Hath  somewhat  in  her  hertes  privite, 
Wherewith  she  can,  if  I  shall  aright  rede, 
Disturbe  all  this,  of  which  thou  art  in  drede. 

"  For  which  my  counsell  is,  whan  it  is  night, 
Thou  to  her  go,  and  make  of  this  an  end, 
And  blisfull  Juno,  through  her  great  might, 
Shall  (as  I  hope)  her  grace  unto  us  send, 
Mine  herte  seith  certaine  she  shall  nat  wend, 
And  forthy,  put  thine  herte  awhile  in  rest, 
And  hold  thy  purpose,  for  it  is  the  best." 

This  Troilus  answerde,  and  sighed  sore, 

"  Thou  saist  right  well,  and  1  will  do  right  so/' 

And  what  him  list,  he  said  unto  him  more, 

And  whan  that  it  was  time  for  to  go, 

Full  prively  himselfe  withouten  mo 

Unto  her  came,  as  he  was  wont  to  done, 

And  how  they  wrought,  I  shall  you  tell  soone. 

Sooth  is,  that  whan  they  gonne  first  to  mete, 
So  gan  the  paine  hir  hertes  for  to  twist, 
That  neither  of  hem  other  mighte  grete, 
But  hem  in  armes  tooke,  and  after  kist, 
The  lasse  wofull  of  hem  bo  the  nist 
Where  that  he  was,  ne  might  o  word  outbring, 
As  I  said  erst,  for  wo  and  for  sobbing. 

The  wofull  teares  that  they  leten  fall, 

As  bitter  weren  out  of  teares  kind 

For  paine,  as  is  ligne  aloes,  or  gall, 

So  bitter  teares  wept  not  as  I  find 

The  wofull  Mirra,  through  the  barke  and  rind, 

That  in  this  world  there  n'is  so  hard  an  herte, 

That  n'olde  have  rewed  on  her  paines  smart. 

But  whan  hir  wofull  wery  ghostes  twaine 
Returned  ben,  there  as  hem  ought  to  dwell, 
And  that  somewhat  to  weken  gan  the  paine 
By  length  of  plaint,  and  ebben  gan  the  well 
Of  hir  teares,  and  the  herte  unswell, 
With  broken  voice,  al  horse  for  shright,  Creseid 
To  Troilus  these  ilke  wordes  seid. 

"  0  Jove,  I  die,  and  mercy  thee  besech, 
Helpe  Troilus : "  and  therewithal  her  faee 
Upon  his  brest  she  laid,  and  lost  her  spech, 
Her  wofull  spirite  from  his  proper  place 
Right  with  the  worde  away  in  point  to  pace, 
And  thus  she  lith,  with  hewes  pale  and  grene, 
That  whilom  fresh  and  fairest  was  to  sene. 

This  Troilus  that  on  her  gan  behold, 
Cleping  her  name,  and  she  lay  as  for  deed, 
Withouten  answere,  and  felt  her  limmes  cold, 
Her  eien  throwen  upward  to  her  heed : 
This  sorowful  man  can  now  non  other  rede, 
But  oft  time  her  colde  mouth  he  kist, 
Where  him  was  wo,  God  and  himself  it  wist. 

He  riseth  him  up,  and  long  straite  he  her  leidc, 
For  signe  of  life,  for  aught  he  can  or  may, 
Can  he  none  finde,  in  nothing  of  Creseide, 
For  which  his  song  full  oft  is  u  Welaway 
But  whan  he  saw  that  spechlesse  she  lay, 
With  sorowful  voice,  and  herte  of  blisse  al  bare, 
He  said,  how  she  was  fro  this  world  yfare. 

So  after  that  he  long  had  her  complained, 
His  hondes  wrong,  and  said  that  was  to  sey, 
And  with  his  tec  res  salt  her  breast  berained, 
He  gan  tho  teeres  wipen  off  full  drey, 
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And  pitously  gan  for  the  soule  prey, 

And  said, u  Lord,  that  set  art  in  thy  throne, 

Rewe  eke  on  me,  for  I  shall  folow  her  sone." 

She  coldo  was,  and  without  sentement, 
For  ought  he  wote,  for  brethe  felte  he  none, 
And  this  was  him  a  preignant  argument, 
That  she  was  forth  out  of  this  world  agone  : 
And  whan  he  saw  there  was  non  other  wonne, 
He  gan  her  limmes  dresse,  in  such  manere, 
Ab  men  don  hem  that  shall  ben  laide  on  bere. 

And  after  this,  with  sterne  and  cruel  herte, 
His  Bwerde  anon  out  of  his  sheth  he  twight, 
Him  selfe  to  sleen,  how  sore  that  him  smart, 
So  that  his  soule,  her  soule  folowen  might, 
There  as  the  dome  of  Minos  would  it  dight, 
Sith  love  and  cruel  fortune  it  ne  would, 
That  in  this  world  he  longer  liven  should. 

Than  said  he  thus,  fulfilde  of  high  disdaine, 
"  O  cruel  Jove,  and  thou  Fortune  adverse, 
This  is  all  and  some,  that  falsly  have  ye  slaine 
Creseide,  and  sith  ye  may  do  me  ne  werse, 
Fie  on  your  might  and  werkes  so  diverse, 
Thus  cowardly  ye  ahull  me  never  winne, 
There  shall  no  aeth  me  fro  my  lady  twinne. 

"  For  1  this  world,  sith  ye  have  slain  her  thus, 
Woll  let,  and  folow  her  spirite  low  or  hie, 
Shal  never  lover  saine  that  Troilus, 
Dare  nat  for  feare  with  his  lady  die, 
For  certaine  I  woll  beare  her  companie, 
But  sithe  ye  wol  nat  suffre  us  liven  here, 
Yet  suffreth  that  our  soules  ben  ifere. 

K  And  thou  citic,  in  which  I  live  in  wo, 
And  thou  Priam,  and  brethren  al  ifere, 
And  thou  my  mother,  farewell,  for  I  go, 
And  Attropos  make  redy  thou  my  bere  : 
And  thou  Creseide,  0  swete  herte  dere, 
Receive  now  my  spirite,"  would  he  sey 
With  swerde  at  herte,  all  redy  for  to  dey. 

But  as  God  would,  of  swough  she  abraide, 
And  pan  to  sighe,  and  Troilus  she  cride, 
And  he  answerde,  "  Lady  mine  Creseide, 
Live  ye  yet  ?"  and  let  his  swerde  doun  glide  : 
"  Ye  herte  mine,  that  thanked  be  Cupide," 
(Quod  she)  and  therewithal  she  sore  sight, 
And  he  began  to  glade  her  as  he  might. 

Toke  her  in  armes  two  and  kist  her  oft, 
And  her  to  glad,  he  did  al  his  entent, 
For  which  her  gost,  that  flikered  aie  a  loft, 
Into  her  wofull  herte  ayen  it  went : 
But  at  the  last,  as  that  her  eye  glent 
Aside,  anon  she  gan  his  sworde  aspie, 
As  it  lay  bare,  and  gan  for  feare  crie. 

And  asked  him  why  he  had  it  out  draw, 

And  Troilus  anon  the  cause  her  told, 

And  how  himself  therwith  he  wold  have  slain, 

For  which  Creseide  upon  him  gan  behold, 

And  gan  him  in  her  armes  faste  fold, 

And  said,  "O  mercy  God,  lo,  which  a  dede, 

Alas,  how  nigh  we  weren  bothe  dede. 

"  Than  if  1  nadde  spoken,  as  grace  was, 
Ye  would  have  slain  your  selfe  anon !"  (quod  she.) 
"  Ye  doutlessc  :"  and  she  answerde,  "  Alas, 
For  by  that  ilke  lorde  *hat  made  me, 


I  n'olde  a  furlong  way  on  live  have  be, 
After  your  deth,  to  have  ben  crouned  queue 
Of  al  the  londe  the  Sunne  on  shineth  shene. 

"  But  with  this  selve  sword,  which  that  here  b 
My  selfe  I  would  have  slain  "  (quod  she)  M  tho : 
But  ho,  for  we  have  right  inough  of  this, 
And  let  us  rise  and  straite  to  bedde  go  : 
And  there  let  us  speken  of  our  wo, 
For  by  that  morter,  which  that  I  see  brenne. 
Know  I  ful  well,  that  day  is  nat  farre  benne." 

Whan  they  wer  in  hir  bed  in  armes  fold, 
Naught  was  it  like  tho  nightes  here  beforne, 
For  pitously  each  other  gan  behold, 
As  they  that  hadden  al  hir  blisse  ylorne, 
Bewailing  aie  the  day  that  they  were  borne, 
Til  at  the  last,  this  sorowful  wight  Creseide, 
To  Troilus  these  ilke  wordes  seide. 

a  Lo,  herte  mine,  wel  wote  ye  this"  (quod  she) 
"  That  if  a  wight  alway  his  wo  complaine, 
And  seketh  nat  how  holpen  for  to  be, 
It  n'is  but  folie,  and  encreace  of  paine  : 
And  sens  that  here  assembled  be  we  twaine, 
To  finde  bote  of  wo  that  we  ben  in, 
It  were  time  al  sone  to  begin. 

"lama  woman,  as  ful  wel  ye  wotte, 

And  as  I  am  avised  sodainly, 

So  wol  I  tel  you,  while  it  is  hotte, 

Me  thinketh  thus,  that  neyther  ye  nor  I, 

Ought  halfe  this  wo  to  maken  skilfully, 

For  there  is  art  inough  for  to  redresse, 

That  yet  is  misse,  and  sleen  is  hevinesse. 

"  Soth  is,  the  wo  the  whiche  we  ben  inne, 
For  aught  I  wote,  for  nothing  eles  is, 
But  for  the  cause  that  we  should  twinne, 
Considred  al,  there  n'is  no  more  amis  : 
And  what  is  than  a  remedy  unto  this  ? 
But  that  we  shape  us  sone  for  to  mete, 
This  al  and  some,  my  dere  herte  swete. 

"  Now  that  I  shall  wel  bringen  it  about 
To  comen  ayen,  sone  after  that  I  go, 
Thereof  am  I  no  maner  thing  in  dout, 
For  dredelesse,  within  a  weke  or  two 
I  shal  ben  here  :  and  that  it  may  be  so, 
By  all  right,  and  in  wordes  few, 
I  shal  you  wel  an  heape  of  waies  shew. 

"  For  which  I  woll  nat  maken  long  sermon, 
For  time  ylost  may  not  recovered  be, 
But  I  will  go  to  my  conclusion, 
And  to  the  best,  in  aught  that  I  can  see  : 
And  for  the  love  of  God  foryeve  it  me, 
If  I  speake  aught  ayenst  your  hertes  rest, 
For  truely  I  speake  it  for  the  best. 

"  Making  alway  a  protestation, 

That  nowe  these  wordes  which  I  shal  say, 

N'is  but  to  shewe  you  my  mocion, 

To  find  unto  our  helpe  the  beste  way, 

And  take  it  no  otherwise  I  pray, 

For  in  effect,  what  so  ye  me  commaund, 

That  wol  I  done,  for  that  is  no  demaund. 

a  Now  herkeneth  this,  ye  have  wel  understood 
My  going  graunted  is  by  pariiraent, 
So  ferforth  that  it  may  not  ben  withstand, 
For  al  this  world,  as  by  my  judgement : 
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ie  there  helpeth  none  avisement, 
a  it,  lette  it  paase  oat  of  mind, 
us  shape  a  better  way  to  find. 

•the  is,  the  twinning  of  us  twaine, 
disease,  and  cruelly  anoie  : 

behoveth  sometime  have  a  paine, 
•veth  love,  if  that  he  woll  have  joie  : 
t  I  shall  no  farther  out  of  Troie 
may  ride  ayen  on  halfe  a  morow, 

lasse  causen  us  for  to  sorow. 

I  shal  nat  so  ben  hid  in  mew, 

jr  by  day,  mine  owne  herte  dere, 

II  ye  wote  that  it  is  now  a  trew, 
ful  wel  al  mine  estate  here : 

that  truce  is  done,  I  shal  ben  here, 
ive  ye  bothe  Antenor  ywonne, 
also,  bethe  glad  now  if  ye  conne. 

linke  right  thus,  Creseide  is  now  agon, 
it,  she  shal  come  hastely  ayen, 
an  alas  1  by  God,  lo,  right  anon 
t  ten,  this  dare  I  safely  saine, 
n  at  erste,  shal  we  be  so  faine, 
i  shal  togithers  ever  dwell, 
this  world  ne  might  our  blisse  tell. 

ihat  oft  time,  there  as  we  ben  now 

*  the  best,  our  counsaile  for  to  hide, 
e  nat  with  me,  nor  I  with  you 
enight,  ne  see  you  go  ne  ride  : 

nat  ten  daies  than  abide, 
te  honour,  in  such  aventure  ? 
■  mowe,  or  eles  lite  endure. 

ow  eke  how  that  all  my  kin  is  here, 

tiat  onely  it  my  father  be, 

>  mine  other  t hinges  al  yfere, 

tnely  my  dere  herte  ye, 

that  I  n'olde  leaven  for  to  see, 

this  world,  as  wide  as  it  hath  space, 

see  I  never  Joves  face. 

trowe  ye  my  father  in  this  wise 
h  so  to  see  me,  but  for  drede, 
this  toune  that  folkes  me  diapise, 
of  him,  for  his  unhappy  dede  ? 
ote  my  father  what  life  that  I  lede, 
e  wist  in  Troie  how  well  I  fare, 
id  for  my  wending  nat  to  care. 

e,  that  every  day  eke  more  and  more, 
fate  of  peace,  and  it  supposed  is, 
mi  the  queue  Heleine  shall  restore, 
ekes  us  restore  that  is  mis  : 
there  ne  were  comfort  none  but  this, 
en  purposen  peace  on  every  side, 

•  the  better  at  ease  of  herte  abide. 

'  tliat  it  be  peace,  mine  herte  dere, 
ure  of  the  peace  mote  nedes  drive, 
en  must  entrecomune  yfere, 
and  fro  eke  ride  and  gone  as  blive, 
is  thicke  as  been  flien  from  an  hive, 
ery  wight  have  liberty  to  bleve, 
as  him  list,  the  bet  withouten  levc. 

ho  so  be  that  peace  there  may  bene  none, 
tier,  though  ther  never  peace  ne  were, 
come,  for  winder  should  I  gone, 
mischaunce  should  1  dwell  there 


Among  tho  men  of  armes  ever  in  fere, 
For  which,  as  wisely  God  my  soule  rede, 
I  can  nat  sene  wherof  ye  should  drede. 

"  Have  here  another  way,  if  it  so  be 

That  all  this  thing  ne  may  you  not  suffice, 

My  father,  as  he  knowen  well  parde. 

Is  olde,  and  eke  full  of  covetise, 

And  1  right  now  have  founden  al  the  gise, 

Withouten  nette,  wherwith  I  shal  him  hent, 

And  herkeneth  now,  if  that  ye  woll  assent. 

"  Lo,  Troilus,  men  saine,  that  ful  hard  it  is 

The  wolfe  ful,  and  the  wedder  hole  to  have, 

This  is  to  saine,  that  men  full  oft  ywis, 

Mote  spenden  parte,  the  remnant  for  to  save  : 

For  aie  with  gold,  men  may  the  herte  grave, 

Of  him  that  set  is  upon  covetise, 

And  how  I  meane,  1  shal  it  you  devise. 

"  The  moveable,  which  that  I  have  in  this  toun, 

Unto  my  father  shall  I  take,  and  say, 

That  right  for  trust,  and  for  salvatioun, 

It  Bent  is  from  a  frende  of  his  or  tway, 

The  whiche  frendes  fervently  him  pray, 

To  sende  after  more  and  that  in  hie, 

While  that  this  toun  stant  thus  in  jcopardie. 

"  And  that  shall  be  of  gold  an  huge  quantito, 
Thus  shal  I  sain,  but  lest  folke  it  aspide, 
This  may  be  sent  by  no  wight  but  by  me  : 
I  shal  eke  shewen  him,  if  peace  betide, 
What  frendes  that  I  have  on  every  side, 
Toward  the  court,  to  don  the  wrathe  pace, 
Of  Priamus,  and  do  him  stonde  in  grace. 

"  So  what  for  o  thing  and  for  other,  swete, 
I  shall  him  so  enchaunten  with  my  sawes, 
That  right  in  Ileven  his  soule  is,  shal  he  mete, 
For  all  Apollo,  or  his  clerkes  lawes, 
Or  calculing,  availeth  not  three  hawes  : 
Desire  of  gold  shall  so  his  soule  blend, 
That  as  me  list,  I  shall  well  make  an  end. 

"  And  if  he  would  aught  by  his  sorte  it  prcve, 

If  that  I  lie,  in  certaine  I  shall  fond 

To  disturben  him,  and  pi  u eke  him  by  the  sieve, 

Making  his  sorte  and  bearen  him  on  hond, 

He  hath  nat  well  the  goddes  understond, 

For  goddes  speke  in  amphibologies, 

And  for  o  sothe,  they  tellen  twenty  lies. 

a  Eke  drede  fond  first  goddes,  I  suppose, 
Thus  shall  I  saine,  and  that  his  coward  herte, 
Made  him  amis  the  goddes  text  to  glose, 
Whan  he  for  ferde  out  of  Delphos  stert : 
And  but  I  make  him  sone  to  convert, 
And  done  my  rede,  within  a  day  or  twey, 
1  wol  to  you  oblige  me  to  dey." 

And  truely,  as  written  wel  I  find, 

That  al  this  tiling  was  said  of  good  entcnt, 

And  that  her  herte  trewe  was  and  kind 

Towardes  him,  and  spake  right  as  nhe  ment, 

And  that  she  starfe  for  wo  nigh  whan  she  went, 

And  was  in  purpose  ever  to  be  trewe, 

Thus  writen  they  that  of  her  werkes  knew. 

This  Troilus,  with  herte  and  eeres  sprad, 
Herde  all  this  thing  devised  to  and  fro, 
And  verily  it  seemed  that  he  had 
The  solve  witte,  but  yet  to  let  her  go 
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His  herte  misyave  him  evermo, 

But  finally  he  gan  his  herte  wrest, 

To  trusteii  her,  and  toke  it  for  the  best. 

For  which  the  great  fury  of  his  penaunce, 
Wasqueint  with  hope,  and  therewith  hem  betwene 
Began  for  joye  the  amorous  daunce, 
And  as  the  birdes,  whan  the  Sunne  shene, 
Deli  ten  in  hir  songe,  in  leves  greene, 
Right  so  the  wordes,  that  they  spake  yfere, 
Deliten  hem,  and  made  hir  hertes  chere. 

But  nathelesse,  the  wending  of  Creseide, 
For  all  this  world  may  nat  out  of  his  mind, 
For  which  full  oft  he  pitously  her  preide, 
That  of  her  heste  he  might  her  trewe  find  : 
And  said  her, "  Certes  if  ye  be  kind, 
And  but  ye  come  at  daie  set,  in  Troie, 
Ne  shal  I  never  have  heale,  honor,  ne  joic. 

u  For  al  so  sothe  as  Sunne  uprist  to  morow, 
And  God  so  wisely  thou  me  woful  wretch 
To  reste  bring,  out  of  this  cruel  sorow, 
I  wol  my  selven  slee,  if  that  ye  dretch  : 
But  of  my  death  though  little  be  to  retch, 
Yet  er  that  ye  me  causen  so  to  smart, 
Dwel  rather  here,  my  owne  swete  herte. 

*  For  truely  mine  owne  lady  dere, 

The  sleightes  yet,  that  I  have  herd  you  stere, 

Ful  shapely  ben  to  fallen  all  yfere, 

For  thus  men  saith,  that  one  thinketh  the  bere, 

But  al  another  thinketh  the  ledere, 

Your  sire  is  wise,  and  said  is  out  of  drede, 

Men  may  the  wise  out  renne,  and  not  out  rede. 

u  It  is  full  harde  to  halten  unespied 
Before  a  crepil,  for  he  can  the  craft, 
Your  father  is  in  sleight  as  Argus  eied, 
For  al  be  it  that  his  movable  is  him  biraft, 
His  olde  sleight  is  yet  so  with  him  laft, 
Ye  Bhal  nat  blende  him  for  your  womanhede 
Nc  faine  aright,  and  that  is  all  my  drede. 

"  I  n'ot  if  peace  shal  evermo  betide, 
But  peace  or  no,  for  ernest  ne  for  game, 
I  wote  sith  Calcas  on  the  Grekes  side 
Hath  ones  ben,  and  lost  so  foule  his  name, 
Ne  dare  no  more  come  here  ayen  for  shame, 
For  which  that  we,  for  ought  I  can  espie, 
To  trusten  on,  n*is  but  a  fantasio. 

u  Ye  shal  eke  seen  your  father  shall  you  glosc, 
To  ben  a  wife,  and  as  he  can  well  prech, 
He  Bhal  some  Grekc  so  preise  and  wel  alose, 
That  ravishcn  he  shal  you  with  his  spech  : 
Or  do  you  done  by  force,  as  he  shall  tech, 
And  Troilus  on  whom  ye  n'il  have  routh, 
Shall  causelesse  so  sterven  in  his  trouth. 

"  And  over  al  this  your  father  shall  dispise 

Us  al,  and  saine  this  cite  is  but  lorne, 

And  that  th'assege  never  shall  arise, 

For  why  !  the  Grekes  have  it  al  swome, 

Til  we  ben  slaine,  and  doune  our  walles  torirt?, 

And  thus  he  shall  you  with  his  wordes  fere, 

That  aio  drede  I,  that  ye  wol  bleven  there. 

"  Ye  shall  eke  sene  so  many  a  lusty  knight, 
Among  the  Grekes  ful  of  worthiness!.', 
And  ech  of  hem,  with  herte,  wit  and  might 
To  pleasen  you,  done  al  his  businesse, 


That  ye  shull  dullen  of  the  rudenease 
Of  sely  Troians,  but  if  routhe 
Remorde  you,  or  vertue  of  your  trouthe. 

"  And  this  to  me  so  grevouse  is  to  thinke, 
That  fro  my  brest  it  wol  my  soule  rende, 
Ne  drcdelesse,  in  me  there  may  nat  ainke 

0  good  opinion,  if  that  ye  wende, 

For  why  1  your  fathers  sleight  woll  us  shende, 
And  if  ye  gone,  as  I  have  tolde  you  yore, 
So  thinke  I  nam  but  deed,  withouten  more. 

"  For  which  with  humble,  true  and  pitous  herte 
A  thousand  times  mercy  I  you  pray, 
So  reweth  on  mind  aspre  paines  smart, 
And  doth  somwhat,  as  that  I  shall  you  say  : 
And  let  us  steale  away  betwixt  us  tway, 
And  thinke  that  foly  is,  whan  a  man  may  cbete 
For  accident,  his  substaunce  for  to  lese. 

"  I  meane  thus,  that  sens  we  mowe  or  day 
Wel  steale  away,  and  ben  togither  so, 
What  wit  were  it  to  putten  in  assay, 
(In  case  ye  shoulden  to  your  father  go) 
If  that  ye  mighten  come  ayen  or  no : 
Thus  meane  I,  that  were  a  great  follie 
To  put  that  sikernesse  in  jeopardie. 

u  And  vulgarly  to  speken  of  substaunce, 
Of  treasour  may  we  both  with  us  lede, 
Ynough  to  live  in  honour  and  pleasannce, 
Til  unto  time  that  we  shall  ben  dede, 
And  thus  we  may  eschewen  all  this  drede, 
For  every  other  waie  ye  can  record, 
Mine  herte  ywis  may  therewith  nat  acord. 

"  And  hardely  ne  dredeth  no  poverte, 
For  I  have  kin  and  frendes  eles  where, 
That  though  we  comen  in  our  bare  sherte, 
Us  should  never  lacke  golde  ne  geere, 
But  ben  honoured  while  we  dwelten  there, 
And  go  we  anone,  for  as  in  mine  entent, 
This  is  the  best,  if  that  ye  woll  assent'  • 

Creseide  with  a  sigh,  right  in  this  wise 
Answerde, "  Ywis,  my  dere  herte  trew, 
Ye  may  well  steale  away,  as  ye  devise, 
And  fin  den  such  unthrifty  waies  new  : 
But  afterward  full  sore  it  woll  us  rew, 
And  helpe  me  God  so  at  my  most  nede, 
As  causelesse  ye  suffren  al  this  drede. 

'*  For  thilke  day  that  I  for  cherishing, 
Or  drede  of  father,  or  for  any  other  wight, 
Or  for  estate,  delite,  or  for  wedding, 
Be  false  to  you,  my  Troilus,  my  knight, 
Saturnus  dough ter  Juno,  through  her  might, 
As  wood  as  Achamante  do  me  dwell 
Eternally  with  Stix  in  the  pit  of  Hell. 

"  And  this  on  every  God  cclestiall 

1  swerc  it  you  and  eke  on  eche  goddesse, 
On  every  iiimphe,  and  deite  infernal!, 
On  satiry  and  fauny  more  and  lesse, 
That  halve  goddes  ben  of  wildernesse, 
And  Attropos  my  threde  of  life  to  brest, 
If  I  be  false,  now  trowe  me  if  you  lest. 

"  And  thou  Simois,  that,  as  an  arowe,  clere 
Through  Troy  renncst,  aie  dounward  to  tht  sec, 
Be  witnesse  of  this  word,  that  saied  is  here, 
That  thilke  day  that  I  un  trewe  be 
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,  mine  owne  herte  fre, 
return  backwarde  to  thy  well, 
i  body  and  soule  stake  to  Hell. 

ye  speake  away  thus  for  to  go, 
all  your  frendes,  God  forbede, 
)man  that  ye  shoulden  so, 
y,  sens  Troy  hath  now  snch  nede 
nd  eke  of  o  thing  taketli  hede, 
e  wist,  my  life  lay  in  ballaunce, 
lonor,  God  shild  us  fro  roischaunce. 

>  be  that  peace  hereafter  be  take, 
happcth  after  angre  game, 
the  sorow  and  wo  ye  wolden  make, 
durst  come  ayen  for  shame, 
at  ye  jeoparden  so  your  name, 
x>  hasty  in  this  hotte  fare, 
nan  ne  wanteth  never  care. 

►we  ye  the  people  eke  all  about 
t  say  !  it  is  full  light  to  arede, 
den  say,  and  swere  it  out  of  dout, 
le  drave  you  nat  to  done  this  dede 
>luptuous,  and  coward  drede, 
all  lost  ywis,  mine  herte  dere 
ur,  whiche  that  now  shineth  clere. 

thinketh  on  mine  honeste, 
»th  yet,  how  foul  I  should  it  shend, 
vhat  filth  it  spotted  shulde  be, 
jrme  I  should  with  you  wend, 

I  lived  unto  the  worldes  end, 
mould  I  never  ayenward  win, 

I  lost,  and  that  were  routh  and  sin. 

by,  slee  with  reason  all  this  hete, 
the  suffraunt  overcommeth  parde, 
woll  have  lefe,  he  lefe  mote  lete, 
;th  vertue  of  necessite 
e,  and  thinke  that  lord  is  he 
aye,  that  naught  woll  of  her  retch, 
3  daunteth  no  wight  but  a  wretch. 

teth  this,  that  certes,  herte  swete, 
i  suster,  Lucina  the  shene, 
>asse  out  of  this  Aritee, 
i  here,  withouten  any  wene, 
s  helpe  me  Juno,  Heavens  qaene, 
day,  but  if  that  death  me  assaile 
seene,  withouten  any  faile." 

'  so  this  be  sooth,"  (quod  Troilus) 

ill  suffer  unto  the  tenth  day, 

[  see  that  nede  it  mote  ben  thus, 

i  love  of  God,  if  be  it  may, 

tealen  prively  away : 

i  one,  as  for  to  live  in  rest, 

•  saieth  that  it  woll  be  the  best." 

God,  what  life  is  this!"  (quod  she) 

slea  me  thus  for  very  tene, 

now  that  ye  mistrusten  me, 

ir  wordes  it  is  well  ysene  : 

e  love  of  Cinthia  the  shene, 

te  nat  thus  causelepse  for  routh, 

true  1  have  you  plight  my  trouth. 

keth  well,  that  sometime  it  is  wit 
time,  a  time  for  to  win, 
3rne  am  I  nat  fro  you  yet, 
at  we  ben  a  day  or  two  atwin  : 


Drive  out  tho  fantasies  you  within, 

And  trusteth  me,  and  leaveth  eke  your  sorow, 

Or  here  my  trouth,  I  wol  nat  live  til  morow. 

**  For  if  ye  wist  how  sore  it  doth  me  smart, 
Ye  would  cesse  of  this,  for  God  thou  wost 
The  pure  spirit  weepeth  in  mine  herte 
To  seen  you  weepen,  which  that  I  love  most, 
And  that  I  mote  gone  unto  the  Greekes  host, 
Ye,  nere  it  that  I  wist  a  remedy 
To  com  ayen,  right  here  I  wolde  dy. 

"  But  certes  I  am  not  so  nice  a  wight, 
That  I  ne  can  imagine n  a  wav 
To  come  ayen  that  day  that  f  have  hight, 
For  who  may  holden  a  thing  that  woll  away, 
My  father  naught,  for  ail  his  queint  play, 
And  by  my  thrift,  my  wending  out  of  Trey 
Another  day  shall  tourne  us  all  to  joy. 

"  Forthy,  with  all  mine  herte  I  you  beseke, 
If  that  you  list  done  aught  for  my  prayere. 
And  for  the  love  which  that  1  love  you  eke, 
That  ere  I  departe  fro  you  here, 
That  of  so  good  a  comfort  and  a  chore 
I  may  you  seen,  that  ye  may  bring  at  rest 
My  herte,  whiche  is  at  point  to  brest. 

"  And  overall  this  I  pray  you,"  (quod  she  tho) 
"  My  owne  hertes  soothfast  suffisaunce, 
Sith  I  am  thine  all  hole  withouten  mo, 
That  while  that  I  am  absent,  no  pleasaunce 
Of  other,  do  me  fro  your  remembrauncc  : 
For  I  am  ever  agast,  for  why !  men  rede, 
That  love  is  thing  aye  full  of  busie  drede. 

"  For  in  this  world  there  liveth  lady  none, 
If  that  ye  were  untrue,  as  God  defend, 
That  so  betrayed  were,  or  wo  begon, 
As  I,  that  all  trouthe  in  you  entend  : 
And  doubtlesse,  if  that  iche  other  wend, 
I  nere  but  dead,  and  ere  ye  cause  find, 
For  Goddes  love,  so  beth  ye  nat  unkind." 

To  this  answered  Troilus  and  seide, 

"  Now  God  to  whom  there  n'is  no  cause  ywrie, 

Me  glad,  as  wis  I  never  unto  Creseide, 

Sith  thilke  day  I  saw  her  first  with  eye, 

Was  false,  ne  never  shall  till  that  1  die, 

At  short  wordes,  well  ye  may  me  leve, 

I  can  no  more,  it  shall  be  found  at  preve." 

"  Graunt  mercy,  good  herte  mine,  ywis"  (quod  she) 
"And  blisful  Venus  let  me  never  sterve, 
Er  I  may  stonde  of  pleasaunce  in  degre, 
To  quite  him  well,  that  so  well  can  deserve  : 
And  while  that  God  my  wit  will  me  conserve 
I  shall  so  done,  so  true  I  have  you  found, 
That  aie  honour  to  meward  shall  rebound. 

"  For  trusteth  well,  that  your  estate  royall, 

Ne  vain  delite,  nor  onely  worthinesse 

Of  you  in  werre  or  turnay  marciall, 

Ne  pompe,  array,  nobley,  or  eke  richessc  : 

Ne  made  me  to  rue  on  your  distresse, 

But  moral  vertue,  grounded  upon  trouth, 

Tliat  was  the  cause  I  first  had  on  you  routh. 

"  Eke  gentle  herte,  and  manhood  that  ye  had, 
And  that  ye  had  (as  me  thought)  in  dispite 
Every  thing  that  sowned  in  to  bad, 
As  rudenesse,  and  peoplish  appetite 
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And  that  your  reason  bridled  your  delite, 

This  made  aboven  every  creature, 

That  I  was  yours,  and  shall  while  I  may  dure. 

"  And  this  may  length  of  yeres  nat  fordo, 
Ne  remuablest  fortune  deface, 
But  Jupiter,  that  of  his  might  may  do 
The  sorowfull  to  be  glad,  so  yeve  us  grace, 
Er  nightes  tenne  to  meten  in  this  place, 
So  that  it  may  your  herte  and  mine  suffise, 
And  fareth  now  well,  for  time  is  that  ye  rise.** 

And  after  that  they  long  yplained  had, 

And  oft  ikist,  and  straite  in  armes  fold, 

The  day  gan  rise,  and  Troilus  him  clad, 

And  rufully  his  lady  gan  behold  : 

As  he  that  felt  deathes  cares  cold, 

And  to  her  grace  he  gan  him  recommaund, 

Where  he  was  wo,  this  hold  1  no  demaund. 

For  mannes  hedde  imaginen  ne  can, 
Ne  entendement  consider,  ne  tongue  tell 
The  cruell  paines  of  this  sorowfull  man, 
That  passen  every  torment  doune  in  Hell : 
For  whan  he  sawe  that  she  ne  might  dwell, 
Which  that  his  soule  out  his  herte  rent, 
Withouten  more,  out  of  the  chamber  he  went. 
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Approchen  gan  the  fatall  destine, 

That  Joves  hath  in  disposicioun, 

And  to  you  angry  Parcas  sustren  tlire, 

Committeth  to  done  execucioun, 

For  which  Creseide  must  out  of  the  toun, 

And  Troilus  shall  dwell  forth  in  pine, 

Till  Lachesis  his  tlirede  no  lenger  twine. 

The  golden  tressed  Phebus  high  on  loft, 
Thrise  had  all  with  his  bcames  clere 
The  snowes  molte,  and  Zephirus  as  oft 
I  brought  ayen  the  tender  leaves  grene  : 
Sens  that  the  sonne  of  Eccuba  the  quene 
Began  to  love  her  first,  for  whom  his  sorrow 
Was  all,  that  she  departe  should  a  morow. 

Full  redy  was  at  prime  Diomede, 
Creseide  unto  the  Grekes  hoste  to  lede, 
For  sorow  of  which,  she  felt  her  herte  blede, 
As  she  that  n'iste  what  was  best  to  rede  : 
And  truely,  as  men  in  bokes  rede, 
Men  wiste  never  woman  have  the  care, 
Ne  was  so  lothe  out  of  a  toune  to  fare. 

This  Troilus  withouten  rede  or  lore, 

As  man  that  hath  his  joies  eke  forlore, 

Was  waiting  on  his  lady  evermore, 

As  she  that  was  sothfast  croppe  and  more, 

Of  all  his  lust  or  joyes  here  tofore  : 

But  Troilus,  now  far  well  all  thy  joie, 

For  shalt  thou  never  seen  her  eft  in  Troie. 

Soth  is,  that  while  he  bode  in  this  manere, 
He  gan  his  wo  full  manly  for  to  hide, 
That  well  unneth  it  seen  was  in  his  chere, 
But  at  the  yate  there  she  should  out  ride, 


With  certain  folke  he  hoved  her  to  abide, 
So  wo  bigon,  all  would  he  not  him  plain. 
That  on  his  horse  unneth  he  sate  for  pain. 

For  ire  he  quoke,  so  gan  bis  herte  gnaw, 

Whan  Diomede  on  hone  gan  him  dight, 

And  sayd  unto  himselfe  this  ilke  saw, 

"  Alas,"  (quod  he)  "  thus  foule  a  wretchednesi 

Why  suffre  I  it !  Why  n'ill  I  it  redreaae  I 

Were  it  nat  bet  at  ones  for  to  die, 

Than  evermore  in  langour  thus  to  erie  ! 

u  Why  n'ill  I  make  at  ones  rich  and  poore, 
To  have  inough  to  done  er  that  she  go  t 
Why  n'ill  I  bring  all  Troie  upon  a  roore ! 
Why  n'ill  I  slaen  this  Diomede  also ! 
Why  n'ill  I  rather  with  a  man  or  two, 
Steale  her  awav  !  Why  woll  I  this  endure  ! 
Why  n'ill  I  helpen  to  mine  owne  cure !" 

But  why  he  n'olde  done  so  fell  a  deede, 
That  shall  I  sain,  and  why  him  list  it  spare, 
He  had  in  herte  alway  a  maner  drede, 
Lest  that  Creseide,  in  rumour  of  this  fare, 
Should  have  ben  slain,  lo,  this  was  al  his  care, 
And  eles  certain,  as  I  sayed  yore, 
He  had  it  done  withouten  wordes  more. 

Creseide  whan  she  redv  was  to  ride, 
Full  sorowfully  she  sighed,  and  sayd  *  Alas," 
But  forth  she  mote,  for  aught  that  may  betide! 
And  forth  she  rideth  full  sorowfully  apaas : 
Ther  is  no  other  remedy  in  this  caas  : 
What  wonder  is,  though  that  her  sore  smart 
Whan  she  forgoeth  her  owne  swete  herte ! 

This  Troilus  in  gise  of  curtesie, 
With  hauke  on  hond,  and  with  an  huge  rout 
Of  k nightes,  rode  and  did  her  companie, 
Passing  all  the  valey  ferre  without, 
And  f either  would  have  ridden  out  of  doubt, 
1  Full  faine,  and  wo  was  him  to  gone  so  sone, 
^  But  tourne  he  must,  and  it  was  eke  to  done. 

And  right  with  that  was  Antenor  ycome, 
Out  of  the  Grekes  hoste,  and  every  wight 
Was  of  him  glad,  and  sayd  he  was  welcome, 
And  Troilus,  al  nere  his  herte  light, 
He  pained  him,  with  all  his  full  might 
Him  to  with  hold  of  wepiug  at  least, 
And  Antenor  he  kist,  and  made  feast 

And  therewithal  he  must  his  leave  take, 
And  cast  his  eye  upon  her  pitously, 
And  nere  he  rode,  his  cause  for  to  make, 
I  To  take  her  by  the  honde  al  soberly  : 
j  And  Lorde  so  she  gan  wepen  tenderly, 
'  And  he  full  soft  and  slighly  gan  her  seie, 
;  "  Now  hold  your  day,  and  doe  me  not  to  deie." 

;  With  that  his  courser  tourned  he  about, 

i  With  face  pale,  and  unto  Diomede 
No  worde  he  spake,  ne  none  of  all  his  rout, 
Of  which  the  sonne  of  Tideus  toke  hede, 
As  he  that  kouthe  more  than  the  crede, 
In  soche  a  craft,  and  by  the  rein  her  hent, 
And  Troilus  to  Troie  homewardes  went. 

This  Diomede,  that  lad  her  by  the  bridell, 
Whan  that  he  saw  the  folke  of  Troy  away, 
Thought,  "  All  my  labor  shall  not  been  on  idefl, 
If  that  I  may,  for  somewhat  shall  I  say : 
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worst,  it  short  maie  our  way, 
.rd  «ay  eke,  times  twise  twelve, 
le  that  woll  foryete  him  selve." 

epse,  this  thought  he  well  inough 
tainly  I  am  about  naught, 
>eake  of  love,  or  make  it  to  tough, 
esse,  if  she  have  in  her  thought, 
.  gesse,  he  may  not  been  ybrought 
ay.  but  I  shall  find  a  meane, 
at  yet  wete  sliall  what  I  meane." 

ede,  as  he  that  could  his  good, 
was  done,  gan  fallen  forth  in  spech 
I  that,  aud  aske  why  she  stood 
tea»e,  and  gan  her  eke  besech 
t  he  encreasen  might  or  ech 
thing  her  ease,  that  she  should 
le  it  him,  and  said  he  done  it  would. 

he  swore  her  as  a  knight, 

i*as  thing,  with  which  he  might  her  pleu 

•Ide  done  his  pain,  and  al  his  might 

for  to  done  her  herte  an  ease  : 
d  her  she  would  her  sorrow  appease, 
u  Ywis  we  Greekes  can  have  joy 
en  you,  as  well  as  folke  of  Troy. 

e  thus,  "  I  wot  you  thinketh  strange, 

•  is,  for  it  is  to  you  new, 

itance  of  these  Trojans  to  change 
>f  Grece,  that  ye  never  knew  : 
never  God,  but  if  as  true, 
yo  should  eraong  us  all  find, 
?jan  is,  and  eke  as  kind. 

use  I  swore  you  right  now, 
tr  frende,  and  helpir  to  my  might, 
at  more  acquaintaunce  eke  of  you 
1,  than  an  other  straunger  wight : 
forth,  I  pray  you  day  and  night, 
leth  me,  how  sore  that  me  smart, 
1  tliat  may  like  unto  your  herte. 

ye  me  wold,  as  your  brother  treat, 
i  not  my  frendship  in  dispite, 
h  your  sorowes  been  for  thinges  gret, 
why,  but  out  of  more  respite, 

•  hath  for  to  amend  it  great  delite, 
ay  your  harmes  nat  redresse, 
sory  for  your  heavinesse. 

?h  ye  Trojans  with  us  Greekes  wroth 

f  a  day  been,  alway  yet  parde, 

ve,  in  sothe  we  serven  bothe  : 

e  love  of  God  my  lady  free, 

re  hate,  as  beth  not  wroth  with  me, 

there  can  no  wight  you  serve, 

0  loth  your  wrathe  would  deserve. 

c  it  that  we  been  so  nere  the  tent 
which  that  seen  us  bothe  may, 
this  you  tell  all  mine  cntent, 
isealed  till  an  other  day  : 
our  honde,  I  am  and  shall  be  aie, 
me  so,  while  that  my  life  may  dure, 
•,  aboven  every  creature. 

1  I  never  er  now  to  woman  borne, 
line  herte  as  wisely  glad  so, 

rer  woman  here  beforne, 
urs,  ne  never  shall  no  mo  : 


And  for  the  love  of  God  be  not  my  fo, 
All  can  I  not  to  you,  my  lady  dere, 
Complain  a  right,  for  1  am  yet  to  lere. 

"  And  wondreth  nought,  mine  owne  lady  bright. 
Though  that  I  speake  of  love  to  you  thus  blive, 
For  I  have  heard  or  this  of  many  a  wight, 
Hath  loved  thing  he  never  saw  his  live  : 
Eke  I  am  not  of  power  for  to  strive 
Ayenst  the  god  of  love,  but  him  obay 
I  woll  alway,  and  mercy  I  you  pray. 

"  There  beeth  so  worthy  knightes  in  this  place, 

And  ye  so  faire,  that  everiche  of  hem  all 

Woll  pain  him  to  stonden  in  your  grace, 

But  might  to  me  so  faire  a  grace  fall 

That  ye  me  for  your  servaunt  would  call, 

So  lowly,  ne  so  truely  you  serve, 

N'ill  none  of  hem,  as  I  shall  till  I  sterve." 

Creseide  unto  that  purpose  lite  answerde, 
As  she  that  was  with  sorow  oppressed  so, 
That  in  effect  she  naught  his  tales  herde, 
But  here  and  there,  now  here  a  word  or  two  : 
Her  thought  her  sorowfull  herte  brest  a  two, 
For  whan  she  gan  her  father  ferre  espie, 
Well  nigh  doune  of  her  hors  she  gan  to  sie. 

But  nathelesse  she  thonketh  Diomede, 
Of  all  his  travaile  and  his  good  chere, 
j  And  that  him  list  his  frendship  to  her  bede, 
I  And  she  accepteth  it  in  good  manere, 
1  And  woll  do  fain  that  is  him  lefe  and  dere, 
i  And  trusten  him  she  would,  and  well  she  might, 
I  As  saied  she,  and  from  her  hors  she  alight. 

1  Her  father  hath  her  in  his  armes  nome, 

I  And  twenty  times  he  kist  his  dou^htcr  swete, 

I  And  saied  :  "  O  dere  doughter  mine,  welcome," 

She  said  eke,  she  was  fain  with  him  to  mete  : 
I  And  stode  forth  muet,  milde,  and  mansuete, 
|  But  here  I  leave  her  with  her  father  dwell, 

And  forth  I  woll  of  Troilus  you  telL 

To  Troy  is  come  this  wofull  Troilus, 

In  sorowe  aboven  all  sorowes  smert, 

With  felon  loke,  and  face  dispitous, 

Tho  sodainly  doune  from  his  hors  he  stert, 

And  through  his  paleis  with  swolne  herte, 

To  chamber  he  went,  of  nothing  toke  he  hede 

Ne  none  to  him  dare  spekc  o  worde  for  drede. 

And  there  his  sorowes  that  he  spared  had, 
He  yave  an  issue  large,  and  death  he  cride, 
And!  in  his  throwes,  frenetike  and  road 
He  curseth  Juno,  Apollo,  and  eke  Cupide, 
He  curseth  Bach  us,  Ceres,  and  Cipride, 
His  birth,  himselfe,  his  fate,  and  eke  nature, 
And  save  his  ladie,  every  creature. 

To  bed  he  goth,  and  waileth  there  and  turneth, 

In  furie,  as  doth  he  Ixion  in  Hell, 

And  in  this  wise  he  nigh  till  day  sojourneth, 

But  tho  began  his  herte  alite  unswell, 

Through  teares,  which  that  gonnen  up  to  wel, 

And  pitiously  he  cried  upon  Creseide, 

And  to  him  self  right  thus  he  spake  and  seide. 

"  Where  is  mine  owne  lady  lefe  and  dere  f 
Where  is  her  white  brest,  where  is  it,  where  f 
Where  been  her  armes,  and  her  eyen  dere 
That  yesterday  this  time  with  me  were ! 
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Now  may  I  wepe  alone  many  a  teare, 
And  graspe  about  1  may,  but  in  this  place 
Save  a  pilow,  I  find  naught  to  embrace. 

"  How  shal  I  doen  t  whan  shal  she  come  againe  ! 

I  n'ot  alas,  why  let  I  her  to  go  ! 

As  would  God  I  had  as  tho  be  slain  : 

O  herte  mine  Creseide,  O  swete  fo, 

O  lady  mine,  that  I  love  and  no  mo, 

To  whom  for  ever  more  mine  herte  I  vowe, 

See  how  I  die,  ye  n'ill  me  not  rescowe. 

"  Who  seeth  yon  now,  my  right  lodesterre ! 
Who  sitteth  right  now  in  your  presence ! 
Who  can  comforten  now  your  hertes  werrc  ! 
Now  I  am  gon,  whom  yeve  ye  audience  t 
Who  speaketh  for  me  right  now  in  my  absence  ! 
Alas,  no  wight,  and  that  is  all  my  care, 
For  well  wote  I,  as  evill  as  I  ye  fare. 

"  How  should  I  thus  ten  daies  full  endure, 
Whan  I  the  firste  night  have  all  this  tene  ? 
How  shall  she  eke  sorowfull  creature, 
For  tendernesse,  how  shall  she  this  sustenc, 
Soche  wo  for  me  t  o  pitous,  pale,  and  grene, 
Shall  been  your  freshe  womanly  face, 
For  langour,  er  ye  tourne  unto  this  place." 

And  whan  he  fell  in  any  slombringcs, 
Anon  begin  he  sboulde  for  to  grone, 
And  dreamen  of  the  dreadfullest  thinges 
That  might  been :  as  mete  he  were  alone 
In  place  horrible,  making  aie  his  mone, 
Or  raeten  that  he  was  emonges  all 
His  enemies,  and  in  hir  hondes  fall. 

And  therewithall  his  bodie  should  start, 
And  with  the  start  all  sodainly  awake, 
And  soche  a  tremour  felo  about  his  herte, 
That  of  the  feare  his  bodie  should  quake : 
And  therwithall  he  should  a  noise  make, 
And  seme  as  though  he  should  fall  depe, 
From  high  alofe,  and  than  he  would  wepc, 

And  rewen  on  lumselfe  so  pitously, 
That  wonder  was  to  here  his  fantasic. 
An  other  time  he  should  mightely 
Comfort  himselfe,  arid  sain  it  was  folic, 
So  causelesse,  soche  drede  for  to  drie, 
And  eft  begin  his  aspre  sorowes  new, 
That  every  man  might  on  his  paines  row. 

Who  could  tell  all,  or  fully  discrive 
His  wo,  his  plaint,  his  langour,  and  his  pine ! 
Nat  all  the  men  that  han  or  been  on  live, 
Thou  reader  mayst  thy  self  full  well  devine, 
That  soche  a  wo  my  wit  can  not  define, 
On  idell  for  to  write  it  should  I  swinke, 
Whan  that  my  wit  is  werie  it  to  thinke. 

On  Heaven  yet  the  sterres  weren  seen 
Although  full  pale  ywoxen  was  the  Mone, 
And  whiten  gan  the  orisont  shene, 
All  eastward,  as  it  was  wont  to  done, 
And  Phebus  with  his  rosie  carte  sone, 
Gan  after  that  to  dresse  him  up  to  fare, 
Whan  Troilus  hath  sent  after  Pan  dare. 

This  Pandare,  that  of  all  the  day  beforne 
Nc  might  him  comen  this  Troilus  to  se, 
Although  he  on  his  hedde  it  had  sworne, 
For  with  the  king  Priam  alday  was  he, 


So  that  it  lay  nat  in  his  liberte, 

No  where  to  gon,  but  on  the  morow  he  went 

To  Troilus,  whan  that  he  for  him  sent. 

For  in  his  herte  he  could  well  devine, 

That  Troilus  al  night  for  sorow  woke, 

And  that  he  would  tell  him  of  his  pine, 

This  knew  he  well  inough  without  boke  : 

For  which  to  chamber  straight  the  way  he  toke, 

And  Troilus  tho  soberly  he  grette, 

And  on  the  bedde  full  sone  he  gan  him  sette. 

I  «  My  Pandarus,"  ( quod  Troilus)  "  the  sorow  | 
Which  that  I  dirie,  I  may  not  long  endure, 
I  trowe  I  shall  not  liven  till  to  morow, 
For  which  I  would  alwaies  on  aventure 
To  thee  devisen  of  my  seponlture 
:  The  forme,  and  of  my  movable  thou  dispoen 
:  Right  as  thee  semeth  best  is  for  to  doen. 

•  "  But  of  the  fire  and  flambe  funeral], 
'.  In  which  my  body  brennen  shall  to  glede, 
And  of  the  feast  and  plaies  palestra!!. 
At  my  vigile,  I  pray  thee  take  good  hede  I 
That  that  be  well :  and  offer  Mars  my  stede, 
My  sword,  mine  helme  :  and  leve  brother  dere, 
My  shclde  to  Pallas  yeve,  that  shineth  dere.  | 

u  The  poudre  in  which  min  herte  ybrend  shal  turn 
That  pray  I  thee  thou  take,  and  it  conserve 
In  a  vessell  that  men  clepeth  an  urne 
Of  gold,  and  to  my  lady  that  I  serve, 
For  love  of  whom  thus  pitously  I  sterve, 
So  yeve  it  her,  and  doe  me  this  pleasaunce, 
To  praien  her  to  kepe  it  for  a  remembraunee. 

u  For  well  I  fele  by  my  maladie, 
And  by  my  dreames,  now  and  yore  ago, 
All  certainly,  that  I  mote  nedes  die  : 
The  oule  eke,  which  that  hight  Ascaphilo, 
Hath  after  roe  shright,  all  these  nightea  two, 
And  god  Mcrcurie,  now  of  me  wofull  wretch 
:  The  soulc  guide,  and  whan  thee  list  it  fetch.'* 

.  Pandare  answerde  and  saied,  "  Troilus, 
I  My  dere  frende,  as  I  have  told  thee  yore, 
!  That  it  is  follie  for  to  sorowcn  thus, 
|  And  causelesse,  for  which  I  can  no  more : 
But  who  so  woll  not  trowen  rede  ne  lore, 
I  can  not  seen  in  him  no  remedie, 
But  let  him  worchen  with  his  fantasic. 

"  But,  Troilus,  I  pray  thee  tell  me  now, 
If  that  thou  trowe  er  this  that  any  wight, 
Hath  loved  paramours  as  well  as  thou, 
Ye,  God  wot,  and  fro  many  a  worthy  knight 
Hath  his  ladie  gon  a  fourtenight,  i 
'  And  he  nat  yet  made  halvendele  the  fare, 
What  nede  is  the  to  raaken  all  this  care  ! 

«  Sens  day  by  day  thou  maist  thy  selven  see 

That  from  his  love,  or  eles  from  his  wife 

A  man  mote  twinnen  of  necessitie, 
i  Ye  though  he  love  her  as  his  owne  life  :  ' 
:  Yet  nill  he  with  himself  thus  maken  strife, 

For  well  thou  wost,  my  leve  brother  dere, 
i  That  alway  frendes  may  not  been  yferc. 

;  "  How  done  this  folke,  that  seen  hir  loves  wedded 
By  frendes  might,  as  it  betideth  full  oft, 
And  seen  hem  in  hir  spouses  bedde  ybedded  f 

,  God  wote  they  take  it  wisely  faire  and  soft : 
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,  good  hope  halt  up  hir  herte  aloft, 
they  can  a  time  of  sorow  endure, 
hem  hurteth,  a  time  doth  hem  cure. 

ildest  thou  endure,  and  letten  slide 
,  and  fonde  to  been  glad  and  light, 
a  n'is  not  so  long  to  abide, 
she  to  comen  thee  hath  benight, 
her  hest  breaken  for  no  wight, 
e  thee  not,  that  she  n'ill  finde  way 
ayen,  my  life  that  durst  I  lay. 

evenes  eke,  and  all  such  fantasie 
t,  and  let  hem  faren  to  mischaunce, 
procede  of  thy  me lan  col  ie, 
fi  thee  fele  in  slepe  all  this  penaunce  : 
for  all  swevenes  signiiiaunce, 
e  me  so,  I  count  hem  not  a  bean, 
>t  no  man  aright  what  dremes  mean. 

testes  of  the  temple  tellen  this, 

amee  been  the  revelacions 

»,  and  als  well  they  tel  ywis, 

y  been  infernalles  illusions 

ies  saine,  that  of  complections 

i  they  of  fast,  or  glotonie, 

;  in  sothe  thus  what  they  signifie  ! 

tier  saine,  that  through  impressions, 
right  hath  fast  a  thing  in  mind, 
reof  cometh  soche  avisions  : 
?r  sain,  as  they  in  bokes  find, 
»r  times  of  the  yere  by  kind, 
me,  and  that  theffect  goth  by  the  Mone, 
no  dreme,  for  it  is  nat  to  done. 

th  of  dreames  aie  these  old  wives, 

y  eke,  augurie  of  these  foules, 

e  of  which,  men  wenen  lese  hir  lives, 

is  qualm,  or  schriching  of  these  oulcs  : 

m  on  it,  bothe  false  and  foule  is, 

s,  that  so  noble  a  creature 

nan,  should  drede  such  ordure. 

lich  with  al  mine  herte  I  thee  beseclie, 
r  self,  that  all  this  thou  forycve, 
•  now  up,  withouten  more  speche, 
us  cast  how  forth  may  best  be  driven 
?,  and  eke  how  freshly  we  may  liven, 
le  cometh,  the  which  shall  be  right  sone, 
>e  me  so,  the  best  is  thus  to  done. 

et  us  speake  of  lustie  life  in  Troy 
have  lad,  and  forth  the  time  drive, 
of  time  coming  us  rejoy, 
ngen  shall  our  blisse  now  to  blive, 
zour  of  these  twise  daies  five 
1  therewith  so  foryet  or  oppresse, 
U  unneth  it  done  shall  us  duresse. 

>une  is  full  of  lordes  al  about, 

se  lasten  all  this  meane  while, 

laien  us  in  some  lustie  rout, 

edon,  not  hennes  but  a  mile, 

s  thou  shalt  the  time  well  beguile, 

re  it  forth  unto  that  blisfull  morow, 

»u  her  see,  that  cause  is  of  thy  sorow. 

iee,  my  dere  brother  Troilus, 
es  it  non  honour  is  to  thee 
,  and  in  thy  bedde  to  rouken  thus, 
»ly  of  o  thing  trust  to  me, 


If  thou  thus  ligge,  a  day,  two  or  three, 
The  folke  woll  wene,  that  thou  for  cowardise, 
I  Thee  fain  est  sick,  and  that  thou  darst  not  rise." 

This  Troilus  answerde  :  "  O  brother  dere, 

This  folke  know  that  have  ysuffred  pain, 

That  though  he  wepe,  and  make  sorowful  chere 

That  feeleth  harme  and  smart  in  every  vain, 

No  wonder  is :  and  though  I  ever  plain 

Or  alway  wepe,  I  am  nothing  to  blame, 

Sens  that  I  have  lost  the  cause  of  all  my  game. 

"  But  sens  of  fine  force  I  mote  arise, 

I  shall  arise,  as  sone  as  ever  I  may. 

And  God,  to  whom  mine  herte  I  sacrifice, 

So  send  us  hastely  the  tenthe  day  : 

For  was  there  never  foule  so  faine  of  May 

As  I  shall  ben,  whan  that  she  cometh  in  Troie, 

That  cause  is  of  my  tourment  and  my  joie. 

"  But  whider  is  thy  rede,"  (quod  Troilus) 
"  That  we  may  play  us  best  in  all  this  toun  f 
"  By  God  my  counsaile  is/'  (quod  Pandarus) 
"  To  ride  and  play  us  with  king  Sarpedoun." 
So  long  of  this  they  speaken  up  and  down, 
Till  Troilus  gan  at  the  last  assent 
To  rise,  and  forth  to  Sarpedon  they  went. 

This  Sarpedon,  as  he  that  honourable 
Was  ever  his  live,  and  full  of  hie  prowessc, 
With  all  that  might  yserved  been  on  table, 
That  deintie  was,  all  coste  it  great  richesse. 
He  fedde  hem  day  by  day,  that  such  noblesse 
As  saiden  both  the  most  and  eke  the  least, 
Was  never  er  that  day  wiste  at  any  feast. 

Nor  in  this  world  there  is  none  instrument, 

Delicious,  through  winde,  or  touche  on  corde, 

As  ferre  as  any  wight  hath  ever  ywent, 

That  tonge  tell,  or  herte  may  recorde, 

But  at  that  feast,  it  was  well  heard  recorde  : 

Ne  of  ladies  eke  so  faire  a  companie, 

On  daunce  er  tho,  was  never  yseeu  with  eye. 

But  what  availeth  this  to  Troilus, 

That  for  his  sorrow,  nothing  of  it  rought, 

But  ever  in  one,  as  herte  pitous, 

Full  busily  Creseide  his  lady  sought : 

On  her  was  ever  al  that  his  herte  thought, 

Now  this,  now  that,  so  fast  imagining, 

That  glad  ywis  can  him  no  feasting. 

These  ladies  eke,  that  at  this  feast  been, 
Sens  that  he  saw  his  lady  was  away, 
It  was  his  sorow  upon  hem  for  to  seen, 
Or  for  to  heare  on  instrumentes  play  : 
For  she  that  of  his  herte  hath  the  kay, 
Was  absent,  lo,  this  was  his  fantasie 
That  no  wight  shulde  maken  melodie. 

Nor  there  nas  houre  in  al  the  day  or  night, 
Whan  he  was  ther  as  no  man  might  him  here, 
That  he  ne  sayd,  "  O  lovesome  lady  bright, 
How  have  ye  faren  sins  tliat  ye  were  there  ! 
Welcome  ywis  mine  owne  lady  dere." 
But  welaway,  all  this  n'as  but  a  mase, 
Fortune  his  hove  entended  bet  to  glase. 

The  letters  eke,  that  she  of  olde  time 
Had  him  ysent,  he  would  alone  rede 
An  hundred  sith,  atwixt  noone  and  prime, 
Refiguring  her  shape,  and  her  womanhede, 
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Within  his  herte,  and  every  worde  and  dede 
That  passed  was,  and  thus  he  drove  to  an  end, 
The  fourth  day,  and  saied  he  wol  wend. 

And  said,  "  Leve  brother  Pandarus, 
Intendest  thou  that  we  shall  here  bleve, 
Til  Sarpedon  woll  forth  conveyen  us, 
Yet  were  it  fairer  that  we  toke  our  leve  : 
For  Goddes  love,  let  us  now  sone  at  eve 
Our  leave  take,  and  homeward  let  us  turn*?, 
For  trewely  I  nill  nat  thus  sojourne." 

Pandare  answerde,  u  Be  we  comen  hither 
To  fetchen  fire,  and  rennen  home  againe ! 
God  helpe  me  so,  I  can  nat  tellen  whither 
We  might  gone,  if  I  shall  sothly  saine : 
There  any  wight  is  of  us  more  faine 
Than  Sarpedon,  and  if  we  hence  hie 
Thus  sodainly,  I  hold  it  vilanie. 

"  Whan  that  we  saiden  we  would  bleve 
With  him  a  weke,  and  now  thus  sodainly 
The  fourth  day  to  take  of  him  our  leve, 
He  would  wondren  on  it  trewly : 
Let  us  holden  forth  our  purpose  fermely, 
And  sens  that  ye  behighten  him  to  abide. 
Hold  forward  now,  and  after  let  us  ride.'1 

This  Pandarus,  with  all  pine  and  wo 
Made  him  to  dwell,  and  at  the  wekes  end, 
Of  Sarpedon  they  toke  hir  leave  tho, 
And  on  hir  way  they  speden  hem  to  wend : 
(Quod  Troilus)  u  Now  Lorde  me  grace  send, 
That  I  may  find  at  mine  home  comming, 
Creseide  comen,"  and  therwith  gan  he  sing. 

"  Ye  haselwode,"  thought  this  Pandare, 
And  to  himselfe  ful  softly  he  seide, 
u  God  wotte  refroiden  may  this  hotte  fare, 
Er  Calcas  sende  Troilus  Creseide  : " 
But  nathelesse  he  japed  thus  and  seide, 
And  swore  ywis,  his  herte  him  wel  bchight, 
She  wolde  come  as  sone  as  ever  she  might. 

Whan  they  unto  the  paleis  were  yeomen, 

Of  Troilus,  they  doun  of  horse  alight, 

And  to  the  chambre  hir  way  have  they  nomen, 

And  unto  time  that  it  gan  to  night, 

They  speken  of  Creseide  the  lady  bright, 

And  after  this,  whan  hem  bothc  lest, 

They  spede  hem  fro  the  supper  unto  rest. 

On  morow  as  sone  as  day  began  to  clere, 
This  Troilus  gan  of  his  slepe  to  abreide, 
And  to  Pandarus,  his  own  brother  dere, 
"  For  love  of  God,"  full  pitously  he  seide  : 
"  As  go  we  seene  the  paleis  of  Creseide, 
For  sens  we  yet  may  have  no  more  fee8t, 
So  let  us  seine  her  paleis  at  the  leest." 

And  therewithall  his  mcine  for  to  blende, 
A  cause  he  fonde  in  touno  for  to  go, 
And  to  Creseidcs  house  they  gan  wende, 
But  Lorde,  this  sely  Troilus  was  wo, 
Hira  thought  his  sorowful  herte  brast  atwo, 
For  when  he  saw  her  doorcs  sparred  all, 
Well  nigh  for  sorow  adoun  he  gan  to  fall. 

Therwith  whan  he  was  ware,  and  gan  behold 
How  shet  was  every  window  of  the  place, 
As  frost  him  thought  his  herte  gan  to  cold, 
For  which  wiih  changed  deedly  pale  face, 


Withouten  worde,  he  forth  by  gan  to  pace, 
And  as  God  would,  he  gan  so  faste  ride, 
That  no  wight  of  his  countenance  aspide. 

Than  said  he  thus :  «0  paleis  desolate, 
O  house  of  bouses,  whilom  best  yhight, 
O  paleis  empty  and  disconsolate, 
O  thou  lanterne,  of  which  queint  is  the  light, 
O  paleis  whilom  day,  that  now  art  night, 
Wel  oughtest  thou  to  fall,  and  I  to  die, 
Sens  she  is  went,  that  wont  was  us  to  gie. 

"  O  paleis  whilom  crowne  of  houses  all, 

Enlumined  with  Sunne  of  alle  blisse, 

O  ring,  of  which  the  rubie  is  out  fall, 

O  cause  of  wo,  that  cause  hast  ben  of  blisse : 

Yet  sens  I  may  no  bet,  fain  would  J  kisse 

Thy  colde  doores,  durst  I  for  this  rout. 

And  farewel  shrine  of  which  the  saint  is  out" 

Therwith  he  cast  on  Pandarus  his  eie, 
With  changed  face,  and  pitous  to  behold, 
And  whan  he  might  his  time  aright  aspie, 
Aie  as  he  rode,  to  Pandarus  he  told 
His  new  sorow,  and  eke  his  joyea  old, 
So  pitously,  and  with  so  deed  an  hew, 
That  every  wight  might  on  his  sorow  rew. 

Fro  thence-forth  he  rideth  up  and  doune, 
!  And  every  thing  came  him  to  remembrausee, 
As  he  rode  forth  by  the  places  of  the  tonne, 
In  which  he  whilom  had  all  his  pleaaaunce : 
"  Lo,  yonder  saw  I  mine  owne  lady  daanee, 
And  in  that  temple  with  her  eien  clere, 
Me  caught  first  my  right  lady  dere. 

"  And  yonder  have  I  herde  full  lustely 
My  dere  herte  laugh,  and  yonder  play 
Saw  I  her  ones  eke  ful  blisfully, 
And  yonder  ones  to  me  gan  she  say 
'  Now  good  sweete  love  mc  well  I  pray,' 
And  yonde  so  goodly  gan  she  me  behold, 
That  to  the  death  mine  herte  is  to  her  hold. 

"  And  at  the  corner  in  the  yonder  house, 
Herde  I  mine  alderlevest  lady  dere, 
So  womanly,  with  voice  melodiouse, 
Singen  so  wel,  so  goodly  and  so  clere, 
That  in  my  soule  yet  me  thinketh  I  here 
1  The  blisful  sowne,  and  in  that  yonder  place 
I  My  lady  first  me  toke  unto  her  grace." 

I  Than  thought  he  thus,  «  0  blisful  lord  Cupide, 
Whan  I  the  processe  have  in  memory, 
How  thou  me  hast  wcried  on  every  side, 
Men  might  a  booke  make  of  it  like  a  story : 
What  nede  is  thee  to  seeke  on  me  victory, 
!  Sons  I  am  thine,  and  holy  at  thy  will, 
l  What  joy  hast  thou  thine  owne  folke  to  spill  1 

"  Wel  haat  thou,  lord,  ywroke  on  me  thine  ire, 
I  Thou  mighty  god,  and  dredful  for  to  greve, 
i  Now  mercy,  lord,  thou  wost  wel  I  desire 
Thy  grace  most,  of  all  lustes  leve, 
And  live  and  die  I  wol  in  thy  beleve, 
For  which  I  ne  aske  in  guerdon  but  a  boone, 
That  thou  Creseide  ayen  me  sende  soone. 

"  Distraine  her  herte  as  faste  to  returne, 
|  As  thou  docst  mine  to  longen  her  to  see, 
!  Than  wote  I  wel  that  she  n'il  nat  sojourne : 
I  Now  blisful  lord,  so  cruel  thou  ne  be 
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e  blood  of  Troy,  I  praie  thee, 

>  was  unto  the  blode  Thebane, 

ch  the  folke  of  Thebes  caught  hir  bane." 

er  this  he  to  the  yates  went, 

b  Creseide  out  rode,  a  full  good  paas, 

and  doun  there  made  he  many  a  went, 

him  selfe  ful  oft  he  said,  "  Alas, 

ce  rode  my  blisse  and  my  solas, 

d  blisful  God  now  for  his  joie, 

her  sene  ayen  come  to  Troie. 

>  the  yonder  hil  I  gan  her  guide, 
d  there  I  toke  of  her  my  leve, 
ide  I  saw  her  to  her  father  ride, 

>w  of  which  mine  herte  shal  to  cleve : 
ler  home  I  come  whan  it  was  eve, 
e  I  dwell,  out  cast  from  all  Joie, 
1,  til  I  may  sene  her  eft  in  Troie." 

lim  selfe  imagined  be  oft, 
lefaited,  pale,  and  woxen  lesse 
was  wont,  and  that  men  saiden  soft, 
may  it  bo  1  who  can  the  sothe  gesse, 
oilus  hath  al  this  hevinesse ! " 
his  n'as  but  his  melancholie, 
had  of  him  selfe  such  fantasie. 

time  imagined  he  would, 

ary  wight  that  went  by  the  wey, 

urn  routh,  and  that  they  saine  should, 

ight  sory,  Troilus  wol  dey : " 

b  he  drove  a  dav  vet  forth  or  twey, 

,ve  herde,  such  life  gan  he  lede, 

at  stode  betwixen  hope  and  drede. 

th  him  liked  in  his  songes  shewe 
son  of  his  wo,  as  he  best  might, 
le  a  songe,  of  wordes  but  a  fewe, 
t  his  wofull  herte  for  to  light : 
in  he  was  from  every  mannes  sight, 
te  voice,  he  of  his  lady  dere, 
ent  was,  gan  sing  as  ye  may  here. 

e,  of  which  I  lost  have  all  the  light, 
rte  sore,  wel  ought  I  to  bewaile, 
r  derke  in  turment,  night  by  night 
my  deth,  with  winde  I  stere  and  saile  : 
:h  the  tenth  night,  if  that  I  faile, 
ing  of  thy  bemes  bright  an  houre, 
and  me  Garibdes  wol  devoure." 

5  whan  he  thus  songen  had  sone, 

ren  into  his  sighes  old, 

ry  night,  as  was  he  wont  to  done, 

*  the  bright  Moone  to  behold  : 

is  sorow  he  to  the  Moone  told, 

1, "  Ywis  whan  thou  art  horned  new, 

t  glad,  if  al  the  world  be  trew. 

hine  homes  old  eke  by  that  morow, 

mce  rode  my  right  lady  dere, 

se  is  of  my  turment  and  my  sorow, 

the,  0  bright  Lucina  the  dere, 

of  God  ren  fast  about  thy  sphere, 

d  thine  homes  newe  ginnen  spring, 

ill  she  come  that  may  my  blisse  bring." 

is  more,  and  lenger  every  night 
>y  ben  wont  to  be,  him  thought  tho, 
;  the  Sonne  went  his  course  u might, 
r  way  than  it  was  wont  to  go, 


And  said,  a  Ywis,  1  drede  me  evermo 
The  Sunnes  sonne  Pheton  be  on  live, 
And  that  his  fathers  cart  amisse  he  drive." 

Upon  the  walles  fast  eke  would  he  walke, 

And  on  the  Greekes  host  he  would  see, 

And  to  himselfe  right  thus  he  would  talke  : 

"  Lo,  yonder  is  mine  owne  lady  free, 

Or  else  yonder,  there  the  tents  bee, 

And  thence  commeth  this  aire  that  is  so  soote, 

That  in  my  soule  I  fele  it  doth  me  boote. 

"  And  hardily,  this  wind  that  more  and  more 
Thus  stoundmeale  encrcaseth  in  my  face, 
Is  of  my  ladies  deepe  sighes  sore, 
I  preve  it  thus,  for  in  none  other  space 
Of  all  this  toune,  save  only  in  this  place, 
Feele  I  no  wind,  that  souneth  so  like  paine, 
It  saith, '  Alas,  why  twined  be  we  twaine.' " 

This  longe  time  he  driveth  forth  right  thus, 
Till  fully  passed  was  the  ninthe  night, 
And  aye  beside  him  was  this  Pandarus, 
That  busily  did  all  his  full  might 
Him  to  comfort,  and  make  his  herte  light, 
Yeviug  him  hope  alway  the  tenth  morow, 
That  she  shal  comen,  and  8  tin  ten  all  his  sorow. 

Upon  that  other  side  eke  was  Creaeide, 
With  women  few  among  the  Grekes  strong, 
For  which  full  oft  a  day,  a  Alas,"  she  seide, 
"  That  I  was  borne,  well  may  mine  herte  long 
After  my  death,  for  now  live  I  too  long 
Alas,  and  I  ne  may  it  not  amend, 
For  now  is  worse  than  ever  yet  I  wend. 

"  My  father  n'ill  for  nothing  doe  me  grace 
To  gone  ayen,  for  aught  1  can  him  queme, 
And  if  so  be  that  I  my  terme  pace, 
My  Troilus  shall  in  his  herte  deme 
That  I  am  false,  and  so  it  may  well  seme, 
Thus  shall  I  have  unthonke  on  every  side, 
That  I  was  borne  so  welaway  the  tide. 

"  And  if  that  I  me  put  in  jeopardie, 
To  steale  away  by  night,  and  it  befall 
That  I  be  caught,  I  shall  be  hold  aspie, 
Or  else  lo,  this  drede  £  most  of  all, 
If  in  the  bonds  of  some  wretch  I  fall, 
I  n*am  but  lost,  all  be  mine  herte  trew  : 
Now  mightie  God,  thou  on  my  sorow  rew." 

Full  pale  ywoxcn  was  her  bright  face, 
Her  limmes  leane,  as  she  that  all  the  day 
Stode  whan  she  durst,  and  loked  on  the  place 
There  she  was  borne,  and  dwelt  had  aye, 
And  all  the  night  weeping  alas,  she  lay, 
And  thus  dispeired  out  of  all  cure 
She  lad  her  life,  this  wofull  creature. 

Full  oft  a  day  she  sighed  eke  for  distrepse, 
And  in  her  selfe  she  went  aye  purtraying 
Of  Troilus  the  great  worthiness©, 
And  all  his  goodly  wordes  recording, 
Sens  first  that  day  her  love  began  to  spring, 
And  thus  she  set  her  wofull  herte  afire, 
Through  remembrance  of  that  she  gan  desire. 

In  all  this  world  there  n'is  so  cruell  herte, 
That  her  had  heard  complainen  in  her  sorow, 
That  n'old  have  wepten  for  her  paines  smart, 
So  tenderly  she  wept,  both  eve  and  morow, 
t! 
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Her  needed  no  teares,  for  to  borow, 

And  this  was  yet  the  worst  of  all  her  paine, 

Ther  was  no  wight,  to  whom  she  durete  plain. 

Full  rewfully  she  looked  upon  Troy, 
Beheld  the  toures  high,  and  eke  the  hallis, 
a  Alas,"  (quod  she)  "  the  pleasaunce  and  the  joy, 
I    The  which  that  now  all  turned  into  gall  is, 
i    Have  I  had  ofte  within  yonder  wallis. 
j    0  Troilus,  what  doest  thou  now  !w  she  seide, 
|    u  Lord,  whether  thou  yet  thinke  upon  Creseide. 

u  Alas,  that  I  ne  had  y trowed  on  your  lore, 
And  went  with  you,  as  ye  me  redde  ere  this, 
Than  had  I  now  not  sighed  halfe  so  sore  : 
Who  might  have  said,  that  I  had  done  amis 
To  steale  away  with  such  one  as  he  is ! 
But  all  too  late  commeth  the  lectuarie, 
Whan  men  the  corse  unto  the  grave  carie. 

"  Too  late  is  now  to  speke  of  that  matere, 
Prudence,  alas,  one  of  thine  eyen  three 
Me  lacked  alway,  ere  that  I  came  here  : 
For  on  time  passed  well  remembred  mee, 
And  present  time  eke  could  I  well  see, 
But  future  time,  ere  I  was  in  the  snare, 
Could  I  not  seene,  that  causeth  now  my  care. 

"  But  nathelesse,  betide  what  betide, 
I  shall  to  morow  at  night,  by  east  or  west, 
Out  of  this  boast  steale,  on  some  side, 
And  gone  with  Troilus,  where  as  him  lest, 
This  purpose  woll  I  hold,  and  this  is  the  best, 
No  force  of  wicked  tongues  jonglerie, 
For  ever  on  love  have  wretches  had  envie. 

u  For  who  so  woll  of  every  word  take  hede, 
Or  rule  hem  by  every  wightes  wit, 
Ne  shall  he  never  thriven  out  of  drede, 
For  that  that  some  men  blamen  ever  yet, 
Lo,  other  manner  folke  commenden  it, 
And  as  for  me,  for  all  such  variaunce, 
Felicitie  clepe  I  my  suffisaunce. 

"  For  which,  withouten  any  wordes  mo, 
To  Troy  I  woll,  as  for  conclusioun." 
But  God  it  wote,  ere  fully  monctha  two, 
She  was  full  ferre  fro  that  ententiouu, 
For  bothe  Troilus  and  Troie  toun 
Shall  knotlesse  throughout  her  herte  slide, 
For  she  woll  take  a  purpose  for  to  abide. 

This  Diomcde,  of  whom  I  you  tell  gan, 

Goth  now  within  himselfe  aye  arguing, 

With  all  the  sleight  and  all  that  ever  he  can 

How  ho  may  best  with  shortest  tarying, 

Into  his  nette  Creseides  herte  bring, 

To  this  entent  he  couthe  never  fine, 

To  fishen  her,  he  laid  out  hooke  and  line. 

But  nathelesse,  well  in  his  herte  he  thought, 
That  she  nas  nat  without  a  love  in  Troy, 
For  never  sithen  he  her  thence  brought, 
Ne  couth  he  seene  her  laugh,  or  maken  joy, 
He  n'is  how  best  her  herte  for  t'acoie, 
But  for  t'assay,  he  said  nought  it  ne  greveth, 
For  he  that  naught  assaieth,  naught  ateheveth. 

Yet  saied  he  to  himselfo  upon  a  night, 
"  Now  am  I  nat  a  foole,  that  wote  well  how 
Her  wo  is,  for  love  of  another  wight, 
And  hereupon  to  gone  assay  her  now, 


I  may  well  wete,  it  n'ill  nat  ben  my  prow, 
For  wise  folke  in  bookes  it  expresae, 
Men  shall  nat  wowe  a  wight  in  hevinesse. 

"  But  who  so  might  winnen  such  a  flonre 

Fro  him,  for  whom  she  moorneth  night  and  day, 

He  might  saine  he  were  a  conquerour  : 

And  right  anone,  as  he  that  bold  was  aye, 

Thought  in  his  herte,  hap  how  hap  may, 

All  should  I  dye,  I  woll  her  herte  seech, 

I  shall  no  more  lesen  bat  my  speech.*' 

This  Diomede,  as  bookes  us  declare, 

Was  in  his  nedes  prest  and  courageous, 

With  sterne  voice,  and  mighty  limmes  square, 

Hardy,  testife,  strong,  and  chevalrous 

Of  deedes  like  his  father  Tideus, 

And  some  men  saine  he  was  of  tonge  large, 

And  heire  he  was  of  Calcidony  and  Arge. 

Creseide  roeane  was  of  her  stature, 
Thereto  of  shape,  of  face,  and  eke  of  efaere, 
There  might  ben  no  fairer  creature, 
And  ofte  time  this  was  her  manere, 
To  gone  ytressed  with  her  haires  clere 
Downe  by  her  colere,  at  her  backe  behind, 
Which  with  a  threde  of  gold  she  would  bind. 

And  save  her  browes  joyneden  yfere, 
There  nas  no  lacke,  in  aught  I  can  espies, 
But  for  to  speaken  of  her  eyen  clere, 
Lo,  truely  they  written  that  her  seien, 
That  Paradis  stood  formed  in  her  eien, 
And  with  her  riche  beauty  evermore 
Strove  love  in  her,  aie  which  of  hem  was  more. 

She  sobre  was,  eke  simple,  and  wise  withall, 

The  best  ynorished  eke  that  might  bee, 
And  goodly  of  her  speech  in  generall, 
Charitable,  estatcly,  lusty,  and  free, 
Ne  nevermore,  ne  lacked  her  pitee, 
Tender  hearted,  sliding  of  corage, 
But  truely  I  can  nat  tell  her  age. 

And  Troilus  well  woxen  was  in  bight, 

And  complete  formed  by  proportioun, 

So  well  that  Kind  it  naught  amenden  might, 

Young,  fresh,  strong,  and  hardy  as  liouu, 

Trcw  as  Steele,  in  ech  conditioun, 

One  of  the  best  enteched  creature, 

That  is  or  shall,  while  that  the  world  may  dare. 

And  certainely,  in  story  as  it  is  fond, 
That  Troilus  was  never  unto  no  wight 
As  in  his  time,  in  no  degree  second, 
In  daring  do  that  longeth  to  a  knight, 
All  might  a  giaunt  passen  him  of  might, 
His  herte  aye  with  the  first  and  with  the  be^t, 
Stood  peregall  to  dare  done  what  him  lest. 

But  for  to  tellen  forth  of  Diomede, 
It  fell,  that  after  on  the  tenthe  day, 
Sens  that  Creseide  out  of  the  city  yede. 
This  Diomede,  as  fresh  as  braunch  in  May, 
Came  to  the  tente  there  as  Calcas  lay, 
And  fained  him  with  Calcas  have  to  done, 
But  what  he  ment,  I  shall  you  tellen  sone. 

Creseide  at  shorte  wordes  for  to  tell, 
Welcommed  him,  and  downe  him  by  her  sette, 
And  he  was  ethe  ynough  to  maken  dwell, 
And  after  this,  withouten  longe  lette. 
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jes  and  the  wine  men  forth  hem  fctte, 
th  they  speke  of  this  and  that  yfere, 
des  done,  of  which  some  shall  ye  here. 

first  fallen  of  the  warre  in  speech 

n  hem  and  the  folke  of  Troy  toun, 

th'asnege  he  gan  eke  her  beseech, 

a  him  what  was  her  opinioun  : 

t  demannd  he  so  discendetb  doun, 

a  her,  if  that  her  straunge  thought 

*kes  gise,  and  werkes  that  they  wrought ! 

y  her  father  tarieth  so  long 
len  her  unto  some  worthy  wight ! 
i  that  was  in  her  paines  strong, 
3  of  Troilus  her  owne  knight, 
rth  as  she  cunning  had  or  might, 
ie  him  tho,  but  as  of  his  entent, 
ed  nat  she  wiste  what  he  ment. 

helesse,  this  ilke  Diomede 
himselfe  assure,  and  thus  he  seide  : 
•ight  have  taken  on  you  hede, 
:eth  thus,  O  lady  mine  Creseide, 
is  I  first  bond  on  your  bridle  leide, 
out  came  of  Troy  by  the  morrow, 
it  I  never  scene  you  but  in  sorrow. 

nat  saine  what  may  the  cause  be, 
or  love  of  some  Trojan  it  were, 
ch  right  sore  would  a  thinken  me, 
for  any  wight  that  dwelleth  there, 
n  spill  a  quarter  of  a  tere, 
isly  your  selven  so  begile, 
delesse  it  is  nat  worth  the  while. 

•Ike  of  Troy,  as  who  saith  all  and  some, 

n  ben,  as  ye  your  selven  see, 

ace  shall  nat  one  on  live  come, 

the  gold  atwixen  sunne  and  see, 

i  well,  and  understondeth  mee, 

hall  nat  one  to  mercy  gone  on  live, 

a  he  lord  of  worldes  twise  five. 

irrech  on  hem  for  fetching  of  Heleiue 
hall  be  take,  ere  that  we  hence  wend, 
tunes,  which  that  goddes  ben  of  peine, 
n  agast  that  Grekes  wol  hem  abend, 
n  shall  drede  unto  the  worldes  end 
enceforth  to  ravishen  any  queene, 
1  shall  our  wreche  on  hem  be  seene. 

►ut  if  Calcas  lede  us  with  ambages, 
to  saine,  with  double  wordes  slie, 
men  clepen  a  word  with  two  visages, 
1  well  knowen  that  I  nat  ne  lie, 
this  thing  right  sene  it  with  your  eie, 
t  anon,  ye  nill  nat  trow  how  soone, 
teth  hede,  for  it  is  for  to  doone. 

wene  ye  your  wise  father  would 
nren  An  tenor  for  you  anone, 
wiste  that  the  city  shoo  Id 
;d  ben  ?  why  nay  so  mote  I  gone, 
n  full  well  there  shall  nat  scapeu  one 
t>ian  is,  and  for  the  greate  fere 
ite  nat  that  ye  dwelt  lenger  there. 

woll  ye  more,  0  lovesome  lady  dere ! 
y  and  Troians  fro  your  herte  passe, 
ut  that  bitter  hope,  and  make  good  chere, 
pe  ayen  the  beautie  of  your  face, 


That  ye  with  sake  teares  so  deface, 

For  Troy  is  brought  in  such  a  jeopardie,  1 

That  it  to  save  is  now  no  remedie.  j 

"  And  thinketh  well,  ye  shall  in  Grekes  find 
A  more  perfite  love,  ere  it  be  night, 
Than  any  Troian  is,  and  more  kind, 
And  bet  to  serven  you  woll  done  his  might, 
And  if  ye  vouchsafe  my  lady  bright, 
I  woll  ben  he,  to  serven  you  my  selve, 
Ye  lever  than  be  lord  of  Greces  twelve." 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  to  waxen  reed, 

And  in  his  speech  a  little  while  he  quoke, 

And  cast  aside  a  little  with  his  heed, 

And  stint  a  while,  and  afterward  be  woke, 

And  soberly  on  her  he  threw  his  loke,  ! 

And  said,  "  I  am,  albeit  to  you  no  Joy,  I 

As  gentill  a  man  as  any  wight  in  Troy.  ' 

u  For  if  my  father  Tideus  "  (he  seide) 

"  Ylived  had,  I  had  been  ere  this,  j 

Of  Calcidonie  and  Arge  a  king,  Creseide,  ! 

And  so  hope  I  that  1  shall  be  ywis  :  j 

But  he  was  slaine  alas,  the  more  harme  is,  I 

Unhappily  at  Thebes  all  to  rathe,  1 

Polimite,  and  many  a  man  to  scathe.  ( 

"  But  herte  mine,  sithe  that  I  am  your  man, 

And  ben  the  first,  of  whom  1  seche  grace, 

To  serve  you  as  heartely  as  I  can, 

And  ever  shall,  while  I  to  live  have  space,  | 

So  that,  ere  I  depart  out  of  this  place,  j 

Ye  woll  me  graunte,  that  1  may  to  inorow 

At  better  leiser  tell  you  of  my  sorow."  I 

What  shuld  I  tell  his  wordes  that  he  seide  t  ! 

He  spake  ynough  for  o  day  at  the  mest  | 

It  preveth  well  he  spake  so,  that  Creseide  j 

Graunted  on  the  morrow  at  his  request  j 
For  to  speake  with  him  at  the  least, 

So  that  he  n'olde  speake  of  such  matere,  I 

And  thus  she  to  him  said,  as  ye  mowe  here.  I 

As  she  that  had  her  herte  on  Troilus 

So  fast,  that  there  may  it  none  arace, 

And  straungely  she  spake,  and  saied  thus  :  1 

M  O  Diomede,  I  love  that  ilke  place 

There  was  I  borne,  and  Joves  of  thy  grace 

Deliver  it  soone  of  all  that  doth  it  care,  ■ 

God  for  thy  might  so  leve  it  well  to  fare.  ^ 

**  That  Grekes  wold  hir  wrath  on  Troie  wrek*  | 

If  that  they  might,  I  know  it  well  ywis, 

But  it  shall  naught  befallen  as  ye  sj>eke,  1 

And  God  toforne,  and  farther  over  this,  i 

I  wote  my  father  wise  and  ready  is, 

And  that  he  me  liath  Lought,  as  ye  me  told, 

So  dere  am  I  the  more  unto  him  hold. 

u  That  Greekes  ben  of  high  conditioun, 

I  wote  eke  well,  but  certaine  men  sliall  find 

As  worthie  folke  within  Troie  toun, 

As  conning,  as  perfite,  and  as  kinde,  | 

As  ben  betwixte  Orcades  and  Inde,  i 

And  that  ye  coulde  well  your  lady  serve 

I  trow  eke  well,  her  thonke  for  to  deserve. 

"  But  as  to  speake  of  love,  ywis  "  (she  seide) 

"  I  had  a  lord,  to  whom  I  wedded  was,  ( 

His  whose  mine  herte  was  all  till  he  deide, 

And  other  love,  as  helpe  me  now  Pallas,  I 
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There  in  mine  herte  n'is,  ne  never  was, 
And  that  ye  ben  of  noble  and  high  kinrede, 
I  have  well  herde  it  tellen  out  of  drede. 

"  And  that  doth  me  to  have  so  great  a  wonder, 
That  ye  woll  scornen  any  woman  so, 
Eke  God  wote,  love  and  I  ben  fer  asonder, 
I  am  disposed  bet,  so  mote  I  go, 
Unto  my  death  plaine  and  make  wo  ; 
What  I  shall  after  done,  I  can  not  say, 
But  truely  as  yet  me  list  nat  play. 

"  Mine  herte  is  now  in  tribulattoun, 
And  ye  in  armes  busie  day  by  day, 
Hereafter  whan  ye  wonen  have  the  toun, 
Paraventure  than,  so  it  happen  may, 
That  whan  I  see  that  I  never  ere  sey, 
Than  woll  I  werke  that  I  never  ere  wrought, 
This  word  to  you  ynough  suffisen  ought. 

"  To  morow  eke  wol  I  speken  with  you  faine, 
So  that  ye  touchen  naught  of  this  matere, 
And  whan  you  list,  ye  may  come  here  againe, 
And  ere  ye  gone,  thus  much  I  say  you  here, 
As  helpe  me  Pallas,  with  her  haires  clere, 
If  that  I  should  of  any  Greeke  have  routh, 
It  shulde  be  your  selven  by  my  trouth. 

"  I  say  nat  therefore  that  I  woll  you  love, 

Ne  say  nat  nay,  but  in  conclusioun, 

I  meane  well  by  God  that  sit  above  :*' 

And  therewithall  she  cast  her  eien  doun, 

And  gan  to  sigh,  and  said, "  Troilus  and  Troy  toun 

Yet  bidde  I  God,  in  quiet  and  in  rest 

I  may  you  seene,  or  do  mine  herte  break" 

But  in  effect,  and  shortly  for  to  say, 

This  Diomede  all  freshly  new  againe 

Gan  preasen  on,  and  fast  her  mercy  pray, 

And  after  this,  the  soothe  for  to  same, 

Her  glove  he  toke,  of  which  he  was  full  faine, 

And  finally,  whan  it  was  woxen  eve, 

And  all  was  well,  he  rose  and  tooke  his  leve. 

The  bright  Venus  folowed  and  aie  taught 
The  way  there  brode  Phebus  doune  alight, 
And  Cithera  her  chare  horse  over  raugnt, 
To  whirle  out  of  the  Liou,  if  she  might, 
And  Signifer  his  candles  sheweth  bright, 
Whan  that  Creseide  unto  her  bed  went, 
Within  her  fathers  faire  bright  tent. 

Retourning  in  her  soule  aye  up  and  doun 
The  wordes  of  this  suddaine  Diomede, 
His  great  estate,  and  perill  of  the  toun, 
And  that  she  was  alone,  and  had  nedc 
Of  friendes  help,  and  thus  began  to  brede 
The  cause  why,  the  soothe  for  to  tell, 
She  tooke  fully  purpose  for  to  dwell. 

The  morow  came,  and  ghostly  for  to  speke, 
This  Diomede  is  come  unto  Creseide, 
And  shortly,  least  that  ye  my  tale  breke, 
So  well  he  for  himselfc  spake  and  seide, 
That  all  her  sighes  sore  doune  he  leide, 
And  finally,  the  soothe  for  to  saine, 
He  refte  her  the  great  of  all  her  paine. 

And  after  this,  the  story  telleth  us, 
Tliat  she  him  yave  the  faire  bay  stede, 
The  which  she  ones  wan  of  Troilus, 
And  eke  a  brooch  (and  that  was  little  nedc) 


That  Troilus'  was,  she  yave  this  Diomede, 
And  eke  the  bet  from  sorow  him  to  releve, 
She  made  him  weare  a  pencell  of  her  sieve. 

I  find  eke  in  stories  elsewhere, 

Whan  through  the  body  hurt  waa  Diomede 

Of  Troilus,  tho  wept  she  many  a  tere, 

Whan  that  she  saw  his  wide  woundes  blade, 

And  that  she  tooke  to  kepeo  him  good  hede, 

And  for  to  healen  him  of  his  smart, 

Men  saine,  I  n'ot,  that  she  yave  him  her  herte, 

But  truely  the  storie  telleth  us, 
There  made  never  woman  more  wo 
Than  she,  whan  that  she  falsed  Troilus, 
She  said  "  Alas,  for  now  is  dene  ago 
My  name  in  trouth  of  love  for  evermo, 
For  I  have  falsed  one  the  gentillest 
That  ever  was,  and  one  the  worthiest. 

"  Alas,  of  me  unto  the  worldes  end 

Shall  neither  ben  ywritten  or  ysonc 

No  good  worde,  for  these  bokes  woll  me  abend : 

Yrolled  shall  I  been  on  many  a  tong, 

Throughout  the  world  my  bell  shall  be  rong, 

And  women  most  woll  hate  me  of  all, 

Alas,  that  such  a  caas  me  should  mil. 

"  They  woll  saine,  in  as  much  as  in  me  is, 
I  have  hem  done  dishonour  welaway, 
All  be  I  not  the  first  that  did  amis, 
What  helpeth  that,  to  done  my  blame  away, 
But  sens  I  see  there  is  no  better  way, 
And  that  too  late  is  now  for  me  to  rue, 
To  Diomede  I  woll  algate  be  true. 

"  But  Troilus,  sens  I  no  better  may, 
And  sens  that  thus  departen  ye  and  I, 
Yet  pray  I  God  so  yeve  you  right  good  day, 
As  for  the  gentillest  knight  truely 
That  ever  I  saw,  to  serven  faithfully, 
And  best  can  aye  his  ladies  honour  kepe," 
And  with  that  word  she  brast  anon  to  wepo. 

"  And  certes,  you  ne  haten  shall  I  never, 

And  friendes  love,  that  shall  ye  have  of  me, 

And  my  good  word,  all  should  I  liven  ever, 

And  truely  I  would  right  sorrie  be, 

For  to  seene  you  in  adversite, 

And  guiltlesse  I  wot  well  I  you  leave, 

A  nd  all  shall  passe,  and  thus  take  I  my  leave." 

But  truely  how  long  it  was  bitwene, 
That  she  forsoke  him  for  this  Diomede, 
There  is  none  authour  telleth  it  I  wene, 
Take  every  man  now  to  his  bookes  hede, 
He  shall  no  terme  finden,  out  of  drede, 
For  though  that  he  began  to  wowe  her  sone, 
Ere  he  her  wan,  yet  was  there  more  to  done. 

Ne  me  ne  list  this  selie  woman  chide 
Ferther  than  the  storie  woll  devise, 
Her  name  alas,  is  published  so  wide, 
That  for  her  gilt  it  ought  ynough  sufnse, 
And  if  I  might  excuse  her  in  any  wise, 
For  she  so  sorrie  was  for  her  un trouth, 
Ywis  I  would  excuse  her  yet  for  routh. 

This  Troilus,  as  I  before  have  told, 
Thus  driveth  forth,  as  wel  as  he  hath  might, 
But  ofte  was  his  herte  hote  and  cold, 
And  namely  that  ilke  ninthe  night, 
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on  the  morrow  she  had  him  behight 
e  ayen,  God  wote  full  little  rest 
that  night,  nothing  to  slepe  him  lest. 

rer  crowned  Phebus,  with  his  heat 
his  course  aie  upward  as  he  went, 
men  of  the  east  sea  the  waves  wete, 
pees  doughter  song,  with  fresh  en  tent, 
Troilus  his  Pandare  after  sent, 
the  walles  of  the  towne  they  pleide, 
e,  if  they  can  seene  ought  of  Creseide. 

ras  noone,  they  stooden  for  to  see 
at  there  came,  and  every  maner  wight 
me  fro  ferre,  they  saiden  it  was  shee, 
t  they  coulden  knowen  him  aright : 
is  his  herte  dull,  now  was  it  light, 
is  bejaped  stooden  for  to  stare 
laught,  this  Troilus  and  Pandare. 

darus  this  Troilus  tho  seide 
ught  1  wot,  before  noone  sikerly, 
s  toune  ne  cometh  not  here  Creseide, 
h  ynough  to  doen  hardely 
len  from  her  father,  so  trow  I, 
ie  lather  woll  yet  make  her  dine 
t  she  go,  God  yeve  his  herte  pine." 

us  answerd,  "  It  may  well  been  certain 
-thy  let  us  dine,  I  thee  beseech, 
er  noone  than  maist  thou  come  again  : " 
me  they  go,  without  more  speech, 
nen  ayen,  but  long  may  they  seech, 
t  they  finde  that  they  after  gape, 
j  hem  bothe  thinketh  for  to  jape. 

Troilus)  "  I  see  well  now  that  she 
d  with  her  old  father  so, 
e  she  come,  it  woll  nigh  even  be. 
)rth,  I  woll  unto  the  yate  go, 
»orters  ben  unkonning  evermo, 
voll  done  hem  holden  up  the  yate, 
;ht  ne  were,  although  she  come  late." 

r  goth  fast,  and  after  that  came  eve, 
t  came  nat  to  Troilus  Creseide, 
:eth  forth  by  hedge,  by  tree,  by  erevc, 
Te  his  head  over  the  wall  be  leide, 
the  last  he  tourned  him  and  seide, 
yd  I  wote  her  meaning  now  Pandare, 
ywis  all  newe  was  my  care. 

ioubtelesse  this  lady  can  her  good, 

she  commeth  riding  prively, 

tend  her  wisedome  by  mine  hood, 

1  nat  maken  people  nicely 

>n  her  whan  she  commeth,  but  softoly 

it  into  the  toune  she  thinketh  ride, 

rre  brother,  thinke  nat  long  to  abide, 

ave  naught  else  for  to  done  ywis, 

ndarus,  now  wilt  thou  trowen  me, 

are  my  trouth,  I  see  her,  yon  she  is, 

ip  thine  eyen  man,  mayst  thou  nat  see !" 

9  answerde, "  Nay,  so  mote  1  the, 

ig  by  God,  what  saist  thou  man,  wher  art, 

we  yonde  afarre,  n'is  but  a  cart." 

thou  sayut  right  sooth,"  (quod  Troilus) 
ardely  it  is  not  all  for  nought, 
mine  herte  I  now  rejoyce  thus, 
;nst  some  good,  I  have  a  thought, 


Not  I  nat  bow,  but  sens  that  I  was  wrought, 

Ne  felt  I  such  a  comfort  dare  I  say, 

She  cometh  to  night,  my  life  that  durst  I  lay." 

Pandarus  answerde,  "  It  may  be  well  ynough," 

And  held  with  him  of  all  that  ever  he  saied, 

But  in  his  herte  he  thought,  and  soft  he  lough, 

And  to  himself e  full  soberly  he  saied, 

"  From  hasell  wood,  there  jolly  Robin  plaied, 

Shall  come  all  that  thou  abidest  here, 

Ye,  farwell  all  the  snow  of  ferae  yere." 

The  wardein  of  the  yates  gan  to  call 
The  folk,  which  that  without  the  yates  were, 
And  bad  hem  driven  in  bir  beastes  all, 
Or  all  the  night  they  must  bleven  there, 
And  ferre  within  the  night,  with  many  a  tere, 
This  Troilus  gan  homeward  for  to  ride, 
For  well  he  seeth  it  helpeth  nat  to  abide. 

But  nathelesse,  be  gladded  him  in  this, 
He  thought  he  misacompted  had  his  day, 

i  And  saied,  «  I  understand  have  all  amis, 

|  For  thilke  night  I  laste  Creseide  sey, 
She  sayd,  *  I  shall  ben  here,  if  that  I  may, 

•  Ere  that  the  Moone,  0  dere  herte  swete, 

I  The  Lion  passe  out  of  this  Ariete.' 

"  For  which  she  may  yet  hold  all  her  behest," 
And  on  the  morrow  unto  the  yate  he  went, 
And  up  and  doune,  by  west  and  eke  by  east 
Upon  the  walles  made  he  many  a  went, 
But  all  for  naught,  his  hope  alway  him  blent, 
For  which  at  night,  in  sorow  and  sighe  sore, 
He  went  him  home,  withouten  any  more. 

This  hope  all  cleane  out  of  his  herte  fled, 
He  ne  hath  whereon  now  lenger  for  to  hong, 
But  for  the  paine  him  thought  his  herte  bled, 
So  were  his  throwes  sharp,  and  wonder  stroug. 
For  whan  he  saw  that  she  abode  so  long, 
He  n'ist  what  he  judgen  of  it  might, 
Sens  she  hath  broken  that  she  him  behight. 

The  thirde,  fourth,  fifte,  and  sixt  day 
After  tho  dayes  tenne,  of  which  I  told, 
i  Betwixen  hope  and  drede  his  herte  lay, 
,  Yet  somewhat  trusting  on  her  hestes  old, 
j  But  whan  he  saw  she  n'olde  her  terme  hold, 
1  He  can  now  seene  none  other  remedie, 
|  But  for  to  shape  him  soone  for  to  die. 

|  Therwith  the  wicked  spirit,  God  us  blesse, 

|  Which  that  men  clepen  woode  jealousie, 

j  Gan  in  him  crepe,  in  all  this  hcvinesse, 

I  For  which  because  he  would  soone  die, 

;  He  ne  eat  ne  dronke  for  his  melancholie, 

1  And  eke  from  every  company  he  fled, 

;  This  was  the  life  that  all  this  time  he  led. 

He  so  defaitc  was,  that  no  manner  man, 
Unnetli  he  might  knowen  there  he  went, 
So  was  he  leane,  and  thereto  pale  and  wan, 
And  feeble,  that  he  walkcth  by  potent, 
And  with  his  ire  he  thus  himselfe  shent : 
But  who  so  asked  him  whereof  him  smart, 
He  sayd,  his  harme  was  all  about  his  herte. 

Priam  full  oft,  and  eke  his  mother  dere, 
His  bretherne  and  his  sustren  gan  him  frain 
Why  he  so  sorrowfull  was  in  all  his  chere, 
And  what  thing  was  the  cause  of  all  his  pain  ; 
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But  all  for  naught,  he  n'olde  his  cause  plain, 
But  sayd,  he  felt  a  grievous  maladie 
About  his  herte,  and  faine  he  would  die. 

So  on  a  day  he  laid  him  down  to  slepe, 
And  so  befell,  that  in  slepe  him  thought, 
That  in  a  forrest  fast  he  walked  to  wepe 
For  love  of  her  that  him  these  paines  wrought, 
And  up  and  doune  as  he  that  forrest  sought, 
He  met  he  saw  a  bore,  with  tuskes  great, 
That  slept  ayenst  the  bright  Sunnes  heat. 

And  by  this  bore,  fast  in  her  arraes  fold 
Lay  kissing  aye  his  lady  bright  Creseide, 
For  sorrow  of  which,  whan  he  it  gan  behold, 
And  for  dispite,  out  of  his  slepe  he  breide, 
And  loude  he  cried  on  Pandarus,  and  seide, 
"  0  Pandarus,  now  know  I  crop  and  root, 
I  n'am  but  dead,  there  u'is  none  other  boot 

"  My  lady  bright  Creseide  hath  me  betraied, 
In  whom  I  trusted  most  of  any  wight, 
She  elsewhere  hath  now  her  herte  apaied, 
The  blisfull  goddes,  through  hir  greate  might, 
Have  in  my  dreame  yshewed  it  full  right, 
Thus  in  my  dreame  Creseide  have  I  behold," 
And  all  this  thing  to  Pandarus  he  told. 

"  0  my  Creseide,  alas,  what  subtelte  1 

What  newe  lust  I  what  beauty  1  what  science  ! 

What  wrath  of  juste  cause  have  ye  to  me  1 

What  guilt  of  me  f  what  fell  experience 

Hath  me  rafte,  alas,  thine  advertence ! 

O  trust,  0  faith,  0  depe  assuraunce, 

Who  hath  me  raft  Creseide,  all  my  pleasauncc  1 

a  Alas,  why  let  I  you  from  hence  go  ? 
For  which  well  nigh  out  of  my  wit  I  breide, 
Who  shall  now  trow  on  any  othes  mo  ! 
God  wote  I  wend,  O  lady  bright  Creseide, 
That  every  word  was  gospell  that  ye  seide, 
But  who  may  bet  beguile,  if  him  list, 
Than  he  on  whom  men  wenen  best  to  trist  ? 

u  What  shall  I  done,  my  Pandarus,  alas  ? 

T  fele  now  so  sharpe  a  newe  paine, 

Sens  that  there  is  no  remedy  in  this  caas, 

That  bet  were  it  I  with  mine  hondes  twaine 

My  selven  slow  than  alway  thus  to  plaine, 

For  through  the  death  my  wo  shuld  have  an  end, 

There  every  day  with  life  my  self  I  shend." 

Pandare  answerde  and  said,  "  Alas  the  while 
That  I  was  borne,  have  I  nat  saied  er  this, 
That  dreames  many  a  manner  man  beguile  1 
And  why  ?    For  folke  expounden  hem  amis  : 
How  darest  thou  sainc  that  false  thy  lady  is, 
j     For  any  dreame,  right  for  thine  own  drede, 
j     Let  be  this  thought,  thou  canst  no  dreames  rede. 

"  Peraventure  there  thou  dremest  of  this  bore, 

It  may  so  be  that  it  may  signifie 
|     Her  father,  which  that  old  is  and  eke  hore, 
I     Ayen  the  sunnc  iieth  on  point  to  die, 

And  she  for  sorow  ginneth  wepe  and  crie, 
;     And  kisseth  him,  there  he  lieth  on  the  ground, 
j     Thus  shuldest  thou  thy  dreme  aright  expound." 

1  "  How  might  I  then  doen  "  (quod  Troilus) 

j  "  To  know  of  tli is,  yea  were  never  so  lite  ? " 

j  "  Now  sayst  thou  wisely,"  (quod  this  Pandarus) 

J  u  My  rede  is  this,  sens  thou  canst  well  endite, 
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That  hastily  a  letter  thou  her  write, 
Through  which  thou  shalt  well  bringen  about 
To  know  a  sooth  of  that  thou  art  in  dout. 

"  And  see  now  why  :  for  this  dare  I  well  sain, 

That  if  so  is,  that  she  untrue  be, 

I  cannot  trowen  that  she  woll  write  again, 

And  if  she  write,  thou  shalt  full  sone  ysee, 

As  whether  she  hath  any  liberte 

To  come  ayen,  or  els  in  some  clause 

If  she  be  let,  she  woll  assigne  a  cause. 

"  Thou  hast  not  written  to  her  sens  she  went, 
Nor  she  to  thee,  and  this  I  durst  lay, 
There  may  such  cause  ben  in  her  entent, 
That  hardly  thou  wolt  thy  selven  say, 
That  her  abode  the  best  is  for  you  tway : 
Now  write  her  than,  and  thou  shalt  fele  sone 
A  sooth  of  all,  there  is  no  more  to  done." 

Accorded  ben  to  this  conclusioun, 

And  that  anon,  these  ilke  lords  two, 

And  hastely  sate  Troilus  adoun, 

And  rolleth  in  his  herte  too  and  fro, 

How  he  may  best  descriven  her  his  wo, 

And  to  Creseide  his  owne  lady  dere, 

He  wrote  right  thus,  and  said  aa  ye  may  hern. 

THE  COPIE  OP  THE  LETTER. 

"  Right  fresh  flour,  whose  I  have  ben  and  shall, 

Withouten  part  of  elsewhere  servise, 

With  herte,  body,  life,  lust,  thought,  and  all, 

I  wofull  wight  in  every  humble  wise 

That  tong  can  tell,  or  herte  may  devise, 

As  oft  as  matter  occupieth  place, 

Me  recommaund  unto  your  noble  grace. 

"  Liketh  it  you  to  weten,  sweete  herte, 
As  ye  well  know,  how  long  time  agon 
That  ye  me  left  in  aspre  paines  smart, 
Whan  that  ye  went,  of  which  yet  bote  non 
Have  I  non  had,  but  ever  worse  bigon, 
Fro  day  to  day  am  I,  and  so  mote  dwell, 
While  it  you  list,  of  wele  and  wo  my  well. 

"  For  which  to  you,  with  dredefull  herte  trew, 
I  write  (as  he  that  sorow  driveth  to  write) 
My  wo,  that  every  houre  en  crease  th  new, 
Complaining  as  I  dare,  or  can  endite, 
And  that  defaced  is,  that  may  ye  wite, 
The  teares,  which  that  from  mine  eyen  rain, 
That  wulden  speke,  if  that  they  durst,  and  plain. 

"  You  first  beseech  I,  that  your  eyen  clere 
To  looke  on  this  defouled  ye  nat  hold  : 
And  over  all  this,  that  ye,  my  lady  dere, 
Woll  vouchsafe  this  letter  to  behold, 
And  by  the  cause  eke  of  my  cares  cold, 
That  slaeth  my  wit,  if  aught  amis  me  start, 
Foryeve  it  me,  mine  owne  sweet  herte. 

"If  any  ser  vaunt  durst  or  ought  of  right 
Upon  his  lady  pitously  com  plaine, 
Than  wene  I  that  I  ought  be  that  wight, 
Considred  this,  that  ye  these  moneths  twaine 
Have  taried,  there  ye  saiden  sooth  to  saine, 
But  tenne  daies  ye  nolde  in  hoste  sojourne, 
But  in  two  moneths  yet  ye  not  retourne. 

"  But  for  as  much  as  me  mote  nedes  like 
All  that  you  list,  I  dare  nat  plaine  more, 
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lbly,  with  sorowfull  sighes  aike, 
tit  1  mine  unrestie  sorowes  sore, 
to  day,  desiring  evermore 
ren  fully,  if  your  will  it  were, 
have  fared  and  don  while  ye  be  there. 

>  welfare  and  heale  eke  God  encreaae 
□r  such,  that  upward  in  degree 
alway,  so  that  it  never  cease, 

(  your  herte  aye  can,  my  lady  free, 
I  pray  to  God  so  mote  it  be, 
unt  it,  that  you  soone  upon  me  rew, 
ly  as  in  all  I  am  to  you  trew. 

'  you  liketh  knowen  of  the  fare 
vhose  wo  ther  may  no  wight  discrive, 

>  more,  but  chest  of  every  care, 
ng  of  this  letter  I  was  on  live, 

'  out  my  wofull  ghost  to  drive, 
[  delay,  and  hold  him  yet  in  hond, 
e  sight  of  matter  of  your  Bond. 

jyen  two,  in  vaine  with  which  I  see, 

vfull  teres  salt  arn  woxen  wellis, 

;  in  plaint  of  mine  adversite, 

1  in  harm,  mine  ease  eke  woxen  Hell  is, 

in  wo,  I  can  sey  now  nought  ellis, 

rned  is,  for  which  my  life  I  warie, 

>y  or  ease  in  his  contrarie. 

l  with  you  coming  home  ayen  to  Troy 
redresse,  and  more  a  thousand  sithe, 
er  I  had  encreasen  in  me  joy, 
i  there  never  herte  yet  so  blithe 
his  life,  as  I  shall  ben  as  swithe 
a  see,  and  though  no  manner  routh 
iren  you,  yet  thinketh  on  your  trouth. 

r  so  be  my  gilt  hath  death  deserved, 

u  list  no  more  upon  me  see, 

don  yet  of  that  1  have  you  served, 

;  I  you,  mine  owne  lady  free, 

re  upon  ye  woulden  write  me 

i  of  God,  my  right  lodesterre, 

ath  may  make  an  end  of  al  my  werre. 

er  cause  aught  doth  you  for  to  dwell, 
th  your  letter  ye  may  me  recomfort, 
ugh  to  me  your  absence  is  an  Hell, 
ittence  I  woll  my  wo  comfort, 
h  your  letter  of  hope  I  woll  disport : 
iteth,  swete,  and  let  me  thus  nat  plaitie, 
>pe  or  deathe  delivereth  me  fro  paine. 

mine  owne  dere  herte  trew, 
hat  whan  ye  next  upon  me  see, 
lave  1  mine  heale  and  eke  mine  hew, 
i  shall  not  conne  knowen  me, 
tine  hertes  day,  my  lady  free, 
iteth  aye  mine  herte  to  behold 
?autie,  that  unneth  my  life  I  hold. 

no  more,  all  have  I  for  to  sey 
well  more  than  I  tell  may, 
jther  that  ye  do  me  live  or  dey, 
y  I  God  so  yeve  you  right  good  day, 
eth  well,  goodly  faire  fresh  May, 
lat  life  or  death  me  may  coramaund, 
your  trouth  aye  I  me  recommauud. 

heale  such,  that  but  ye  yeven  me 
le  heale,  I  shall  none  heale  hare, 


In  you  lieth,  whan  you  list  that  it  so  be, 
The  day  in  which  me  clothen  shall  my  grave, 
And  in  you  my  life,  in  you  might  for  to  save 
Me  fro  disease  of  all  my  paines  smart, 
And  fare  now  well,  mine  owne  sweet  herte. 

«  Le  vostre  T.w 

This  letter  forth  was  sent  unto  Creseide, 

Of  which  her  answere  in  effect  was  this, 

Full  pitously  she  wrote  ayen,  and  seide, 

That  all  so  soone  as  she  might  ywia, 

She  would  come,  and  amend  all  that  was  amis, 

And  finally,  she  wrote  and  saied  than, 

She  would  come,  ye,  but  she  nist  whan. 

But  in  her  letter  made  she  such  feasts, 

That  wonder  was,  and  swore  she  loved  him  best. 

Of  which  he  found  but  bottomlesse  bihests. 

But  Troilus  thou  mayst  now  east  and  west 

Pipe  in  an  ivie  leafe,  if  that  thee  lest : 

Thus  goth  the  world,  God  shilde  us  fro  mischaunce, 

And  every  wight  that  meaneth  trouth  avaunce. 

Encreasen  gan  the  wo  fro  day  to  night 

Of  Troilus,  for  tarying  of  Creseide, 

And  lessen  gan  his  hope  and  eke  his  might, 

For  which  all  doun  he  in  his  bedde  him  leide, 

He  ne  eat,  dronke,  ne  slept,  ne  worde  seide, 

Imagining  aye  that  she  was  unkind, 

For  which  wel  nigh  he  wext  out  of  his  mind. 

This  dreme,  of  which  I  told  have  eke  beforne, 
May  never  come  out  of  his  remembraunce, 
He  thought  aye  well  he  had  his  lady  lorne, 
And  that  Joves,  of  his  purveyaunce, 
Him  shewed  had  in  sleepe  the  signifiaunce 
Of  her  untrouth,  and  his  disaventure, 
And  that  the  bore  was  shewed  him  in  figure. 

For  which  he  for  Sibilie  his  suster  sent, 
That  called  was  Cassandre  eke  all  about, 
And  all  his  dreame  he  told  her  ere  he  stent, 
And  her  besought  assoilen  him  the  dout 
Of  the  strong  bore,  with  tuskes  stout, 
And  finally,  within  a  little  stouhd, 
Cassandre  him  gan  thus  his  dreme  expound. 

She  gan  first  smile,  and  said,  "  O  brother  dere, 
If  thou  a  sooth  of  this  desirest  to  know, 
Thou  must  a  fewe  of  old  stories  here, 
To  purpose  how  that  fortune  overthrow 
Hath  lordes  old,  through  which  within  a  throw 
Thou  shalt  this  bore  know,  and  of  what  kind 
He  comen  is,  as  men  in  bookes  find. 

"  Diane,  which  that  wroth  was  and  in  ire, 
For  Greekes  n'olde  done  her  sacrifice, 
Ne  incens  upon  her  altar  set  on  fire, 
She  for  that  Greekes  gon  her  so  dispise, 
Wrake  her  in  a  wonder  cruell  wise, 
For  with  a  bore  as  great  as  oxe  in  stall, 
She  made  up  frete  her  corne  and  vines  alL 

"To  slee  the  bore  was  all  the  country  raised, 

Emong  whiche  there  came  this  bore  to  ne 

A  maid,  one  of  this  world  the  best  ypraised, 

And  Melcager,  lord  of  that  countre  : 

He  loved  so  this  freshe  maiden  free, 

That  witli  his  manhood,  ere  he  would  stent, 

This  bore  he  slough,  and  her  the  hed  he  sent. 
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"  Of  whiche,  as  olde  bookes  tellen  us, 
There  rose  a  conteke  and  a  great  envie, 
And  of  this  lord  discended  Tideus 
By  line,  or  els  old  bookes  lie  : 
But  how  this  Meleager  pan  to  die 
Through  his  mother,  woll  I  you  not  tell, 
For  all  too  long  it  were  for  to  dwell." 

She  told  eke  how  Tideus,  ere  she  stent, 
Unto  the  strong  citie  of  Thebes 

iTo  claimen  kingdome  of  the  citie)  went 
?ov  his  fellawe  dan  Polimites, 
Of  which  the  brother  dan  Ethiocles 
Full  wrongfully  of  Thebes  held  the  strength. 
This  told  she  by  processe  all  by  length. 

She  told  eke  how  Hemonides  astart, 
Whan  Tideus  slough  fiftie  knightes  stout, 
She  told  eke  all  the  prophesies  by  herte, 
And  how  that  seven  kinges  with  hir  rout 
Besiegeden  the  citie  all  about, 
And  of  the  holy  serpent,  and  the  well, 
And  of  the  furies  all  she  gan  him  tell. 

Assooiat  profugus  Tideus  primo  Polynicem, 
Tidea  ligatum  dooet  insidiasque  secundo, 
Tertius  Hctmoniden  canity  et  vatem  latitantem, 
Quartos  habet  reges  ineuntes  pralia  septem, 
Lemniadum  furue  quinto  narrantur  et  anguis, 
Archemori  bustum  sexto  ludique  sequuntur. 
Dot  Thebis  vatem  Graiorum  septitnus  umbris, 
Octavo  cecidit  Tideus,  spes,  vita  Pelasgum, 
Hippomedon  nono  moritur  cum  Parthenopeo, 
Fulmitie  percussus  decimo  Capeneus  superatur, 
Uiidecimo  perimunt  sese  per  vutnera  fratres, 
Argivum  Jtentetn,  narrat  duodenus  et  ignem. 

Of  Archinories  burying,  and  the  plaies, 

And  how  Amphiorax  fill  through  the  ground, 

How  Tideus  was  slaine,  lord  of  Argeis, 

And  how  Hippomedon  in  a  little  stound 

Was  dreint,  and  dead  Parthenope  of  wound, 

Aud  also  how  Campaneus  the  proud 

With  thunder  dint  was  slaine,  that  cried  loud. 

She  gan  eke  tell  him  how  that  either  brother 

Ethiocles  and  Pol m ices  also 

At  a  scarmishe  eclie  of  hem  slouth  other, 

And  of  Argives  weeping  and  her  mo, 

And  how  the  toun  was  brent  she  told  eke  tho, 

And  tho  discended  doun  from  gestcs  old 

To  Diomede,  and  thus  she  spake  and  told. 

"  This  ilke  bore  betokeneth  Diomede, 

Tideus  son,  that  doun  desceuded  is 

Fro  Meleager,  that  made  the  bore  to  blede, 

And  thy  lady,  where  so  she  be  ywis, 

This  Diomede  her  herte  hath,  and  she  is  his  : 

Weep  if  thou  wolt  or  leave,  for  out  of  dout 

This  Diomede  is  in,  and  thou  art  out." 

*  Thou  sayst  not  sooth,"  (quod  he)  *'  thou  sor- 

With  all  thy  false  ghost  of  prophecie,  [ceresse, 

Thou  wenest  been  a  great  deviueresse, 

Now  seest  thou  nat  this  foole  of  fantasie, 

Puinen  her  on  ladies  for  to  lie, 

Away,"  (quod  he)  "there  Joves  yeve  the  sorow, 

That  shalt  bo  fals  peraveuture  yet  to  morow. 

As  well  thou  mightest  lien  on  good  Aleeste, 
Tliat  was  of  creatures  ( hut  men  lie) 
That  ever  weren,  kindest,  and  the  best, 


For  whan  her  husbond  was  in  jeopardie 
To  die  himselfe,  but  if  she  would  die, 
She  chese  for  him  to  die,  and  gon  to  Hell, 
And  starfe  anon,  as  us  the  bookes  tell." 

Cassandre  goeth,  and  he  with  cruell  herte 
Forvate  his  wo,  for  anger  of  his  speech, 
And  fro  his  bedde  ail  suddainly  he  start, 
As  though  a  hole  him  had  ymade  a  leech, 
And  day  by  day  he  gan  require  and  seech 
A  sooth  of  this,  with  all  his  full  cure, 
And  thus  he  driveth  forth  his  a  venture. 

Fortune  which  that  permutation 

Of  all  things  hath,  as  it  is  her  committed, 

Through  purveyaunce  and  disposition 

Of  high  Jove,  as  reignes  shall  ben  flitted 

Fro  folk  to  folk,  or  whan  they  shal  ben  wmittfd, 

Gan  pull  away  the  feathers  bright  «#  Troy 

Fro  day  to  day  till  they  ben  bare  of  joy. 

Emong  all  this,  the  fine  of  the  jeopardie 
Of  Hector  gan  approchen  wonder  blive, 
The  fate  would  his  soule  should  unbodie, 
And  shapen  had  a  meane  it  out  to  drive, 
Ayenst  which  fate  him  helpeth  not  to  strive, 
But  on  a  day  to  fighten  gan  he  wend, 
At  which  alas,  he  caught  his  lives  end. 

For  which  me  thinketh  every  manner  wight 
That  haunteth  armes,  ought  to  bewaile 
The  death  of  him  that  was  so  noble  a  knight : 
For  as  he  drough  a  king  by  th'aventaile 
Unware  of  this,  Achilles  through  the  mafle 
And  through  the  bodie  gan  him  for  to  rive, 
And  thus  tho  worthy  knight  was  reft  of  live. 

For  whom,  as  old  bookes  tellen  us, 
Was  made  such  wo,  that  tong  it  may  nat  tell, 
Aud  namely,  the  sorow  of  Troilus, 
That  next  him  was  of  worthinesse  the  welJ, 
And  in  this  wo  gan  Troilus  to  dwell, 
That  what  for  sorow,  love,  and  for  unrest, 
.  Full  oft  a  day  he  bad  his  herte  brest. 

I  But  nathelesse,  tho  he  gon  him  dispaire, 
l  And  drede  aye  that  his  lady  was  untrue, 
I  Yet  aye  on  her  his  herte  gan  repaire, 
!  And  as  these  lovers  done,  he  sought  aye  new 

To  get  ayen  Creseide  bright  of  hew, 
I  And  in  his  herte  he  went  her  excusing, 

That  Calcas  caused  all  her  tarying. 

And  oft  time  he  was  in  purpose  great, 
Himselven  like  a  pilgrime  to  disguise, 
To  seenc  her,  but  he  may  not  counterfcat, 
To  ben  unknowen  of  folke  that  wercn  wise, 
Ne  find  excuse  aright  that  may  suffise, 
If  he  among  the  Grekes  knowen  were, 
For  which  he  wept  full  oft  many  a  tere. 

To  her  he  wrote  yet  oft  time  all  new, 
Full  pitously,  he  left  it  nat  for  slouth, 
Beseeching  her,  seus  that  he  was  true, 
That  she  woll  come  ayen,  and  hold  her  trouth, 
For  which  Creseide  upon  a  day  for  routh, 
I  take  it  so,  touching  all  this  matere, 
Wrote  him  ayen,  and  said  as  ye  may  here. 

"  Cupides  sonne,  ensample  of  goodlihed«.', 
O  swerde  of  knighthood,  sours  of  gentilnessc. 
How  might  a  wight  in  turment  and  in  dredi , 
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«se,  vou  send  as  get  gladnewe, 
I  sicke,  I  in  distress©, 

I  me,  nor  I  with  you  may  deale, 
send  I  herte  may  nor  hcale. 

rs  full  the  paper  all  iplainted, 
ith  mine  hertes  pite, 
eene  with  teares  all  depainted, 
and  how  that  ye  requiren  me 
n,  which  yet  ne  may  not  be, 
st  that  this  letter  founden  were, 
ne  make  I  now  for  fere. 

<  me  (God  wotc)  is  your  unrest, 
nd  that  the  Goddes  ordinaunce 
at  ye  take  it  for  the  best, 
ing  n'is  in  your  remembraunce, 
me,  but  only  your  pleasaunce, 
:  #roth,  and  that  I  you  beseech, 
try  is  all  for  wicked  speech. 

!  heard  well  more  than  I  wend 
two,  how  thinges  have  ystond, 

II  with  dissimuling  amend, 

t  wroth,  I  have  eke  understand, 

0  but  holden  me  in  hond, 
force,  I  can  nat  in  you  gesse, 
h  and  all  gentilnesse. 

11,  but  yet  in  such  disjoint 

>w,  that  what  yere  or  what  day 

Ul  be,  that  can  I  nat  appoint, 

1  pray  you  as  I  may 

1  word,  and  of  your  friendship  aye, 
lile  that  my  life  may  dure, 
ad  ye  may  in  me  assure. 

you,  no  evill  ye  ne  take 
>rt  which  that  I  to  you  write, 
ere  I  am  well  letters  make, 
;  ne  could  I  well  endite, 
Vet,  men  write  in  place  lite, 
all,  and  nat  the  letters  space, 
/ell,  God  have  you  in  his  grace. 

u  La  vostre  C." 

thought  this  letter  all  straunge 
aw,  and  sorowfully  he  sight, 
it  like  a  kalends  of  eschaunge, 
e  full  ne  trowen  might, 
would  him  holden  that  she  hight, 
evcll  will  list  him  to  love, 
veil  in  such  case,  though  him  greve. 

sc,  men  saine  that  at  the  last, 
g,  men  shall  the  soothe  see, 
•ase  betide,  and  that  as  fast, 
well  understood  that  she 
;ind  as  that  her  ought  to  be, 
tie  wote  now  out  of  dout, 
st  that  he  hath  ben  about. 

ly  in  his  melancholy 
and  in  suspectioun 
horn  he  wend  to  dye, 
,  that  throughout  Troie  toun, 
uise,  y borne  was  up  and  doim 
te  armoure,  as  saith  the  story, 
»hebc,  insigne  of  his  victory. 

<ote,  as  telleth  Lollius, 
lath  rent  fro  Dioraede 


The  same  day,  and  whan  this  Troilus 
It  saw,  he  gan  to  taken  of  it  hede, 
A  vising  of  the  length  and  of  the  brede, 
And  all  the  werke,  but  as  he  gan  behold, 
Full  sodainly  his  herte  gan  to  cold. 

As  he  that  on  the  coler  found  within 

A  brooch,  that  he  Creseide  yave  at  morow 

That  she  from  Troy  must  nedes  twin, 

In  remembraunce  of  him,  and  of  his  sorow, 

And  she  him  laid  ayen  her  faith  to  borow, 

To  keepe  it  aye :  but  now  full  well  he  wist. 

His  lady  nas  no  longer  on  to  trist. 

He  goth  him  home,  and  gan  full  soone  send 
For  Pandarus,  and  all  this  newe  chaunce, 
And  of  this  broch,  he  told  him  word  and  end, 
Complaining  of  her  hertes  variaunce, 
His  longe  love,  his  trouth,  and  his  pennaunce, 
And  after  Death,  without  words  more, 
Full  fast  he  cried,  his  rest  him  to  restore. 

Than  spake  he  thus, "  O  lady  mine  Creseide, 
Where  is  your  faith,  and  where  is  your  behest  f 
Where  is  your  love,  where  is  your  trouth"  he  seide, 
"  Of  Diomede  have  ye  now  all  the  fest  t 
Alas,  I  would  have  trowed  at  the  least, 
That  sens  ye  n'olde  in  trouthe  to  me  stond, 
That  ye  thus  n'olde  have  holden  me  in  hond. 

M  Who  shall  now  trowen  on  any  othes  mo  t 
Alas,  I  never  would  have  wend  ere  this, 
That  ye,  Creseide,  could  have  chaunged  so, 
Ne  but  I  had  agilt,  and  done  amis ; 
So  cruell  wend  I  nat  your  herte  ywis, 
To  slee  me  thus,  alas,  your  name  of  trouth 
Is  now  fordone,  and  that  is  all  my  routh. 

"  Was  there  none  other  broche  you  list  lete, 
To  feast  with  your  new  love,"  (quod  he) 
u  But  thilke  broche  that  I  with  teres  wete 
You  yave,  as  for  a  remembraunce  of  me  I 
None  other  cause  alas,  ne  had  ye, 
But  for  dispite,  and  eke  for  that  ye  ment 
All  utterly  to  ahewen  your  en  tent. 

"  Through  which  I  see,  that  clene  out  of  your  mind 

Ye  have  me  cast,  and  I  ne  can  nor  may 

For  all  this  world  within  mine  herte  find, 

To  unloven  you  a  quarter  of  a  day  : 

In  cursed  time  I  borne  was,  welaway, 

That  you  that  done  me  all  this  wo  endure, 

Yet  love  I  best  of  any  creature. 

"  Now  God"  (quod  ho)  u  me  sende  yet  the  grace, 

That  I  may  meten  with  this  Diomede, 

And  truely,  if  I  had  might  and  space, 

Yet  shall  I  make  I  hope  his  sides  blede  : 

Now  God"  (quod  he)  "  that  oughteat  taken  hede 

To  forth ren  trouth,  and  wronges  to  pun  ice, 

Why  n'ilt  thou  don  a  vengeance  of  this  vice. 

u  O  Pandarus,  that  in  dremes  for  to  trist 
Me  blamed  hast,  and  wont  art  oft  upbreide, 
Now  mayst  thou  seen  thy  self,  if  that  thee  list, 
How  trew  is  now  thy  nece,  bright  Creseide  : 
In  sundry  formes  (God  it  wote)"  he  seide, 
"  The  gods  she  wen  both  joy  and  tene 
|  In  slepe,  and  by  uiy  drenie  it  is  now  aene. 

|  "  And  certainely,  wi  thou  ten  more  speech, 
I  From  henceforth,  as  ferforth  as  1  may, 
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Mine  owne  death  in  armea  woll  I  seech, 

I  retche  nat  how  soone  be  the  day, 

But  truely  Creseide,  sweet  May, 

Whom  I  have  with  all  my  might  iserved, 

That  ye  thus  done,  I  have  it  nat  deserved." 

This  Pandarus,  that  all  these  thinges  herd, 
And  wiste  well  he  said  a  sooth  of  this, 
He  nat  a  word  ayen  to  him  answerd, 
For  sorie  of  his  friends  sorrow  he  is, 
And  shame  for  his  nece  hath  done  amis, 
And  stant  astonied  of  these  causes  twey, 
As  still  as  stone,  o  word  ne  could  he  sey. 

But  at  the  last,  thus  he  spake  and  seide, 
"  My  brother  dere,  I  may  do  thee  no  more, 
What  should  I  saine,  I  hate  ywis  Creseide, 
And  God  it  wote,  I  woll  hate  her  evermore  : 
And  that  thou  me  besoughtest  done  of  yore, 
Having  unto  mine  honour  ne  my  rest 
Right  no  regard,  I  did  all  that  thee  lest. 

«  If  I  did  aught  that  might  liken  thee, 
It  is  me  lefe,  and  of  this  treason  now, 
God  wote  that  it  a  sorrow  is  to  me, 
And  dredelesse,  for  hertes  ease  of  you, 
Right  faine  I  would  amend  it,  wist  I  how : 
And  fro  this  world,  Almighty  God,  I  pray 
Deliver  her  soone,  I  can  no  more  say. ' 

Great  was  the  sorow  and  plaint  of  Troilus, 
But  forth  her  course  fortune  aye  gan  hold, 
Creseide  loveth  the  sonne  of  Tideus, 
And  Troilus  mote  wepe  in  cares  cold, 
|    Such  is  this  world,  who  so  it  can  behold, 
In  echo  estate  is  little  hertes  rest, 
God  leve  us  to  take  it  for  the  best. 

In  many  cruell  battaile  out  of  drede, 
Of  Troilus,  this  ilke  noble  knight, 
I     (As  meu  may  in  these  old  bookcs  rede) 

Was  seen  his  knighthood  and  his  great  might, 
Aud  dredelesse  his  ire  day  and  night 
Full  cruelly  the  Grekes  aye  abought, 
And  alway  most  this  Diomede,  he  sought. 

And  oft  time  (I  finde)  that  they  mette 
With  bloody  strokes,  and  with  wordes  great, 
Assaying  how  hir  speares  were  whettc, 
And  God  it  wote,  with  many  a  cruell  heat 
Gan  Troilus  upon  his  helnie  to  beat, 
But  nathelesse,  fortune  it  naught  ne  would 
Of  others  hond  that  either  dien  should. 

And  if  I  had  ytaken  for  to  write 
The  armes  of  this  ilke  worthy  man, 
Than  would  I  of  his  battailes  endite, 
i     And  for  that  I  to  writen  first  began 
!     <  >f  his  love,  I  have  said  as  I  can 
!     His  worthy  deedes,  who  so  list  hem  here, 
j     Rede  Dares,  he  can  tell  hem  all  yfere. 

I     Beseeching  every  lady  bright  of  hew, 

And  every  gen  till  woman,  what  she  be, 
j     Albeit  that  Creseide  was  untrew, 
i     That  for  that  gilt  ye  be  nat  wroth  with  me, 

Ye  may  her  gilt  in  other  bookes  see, 
1     And  gladder  1  would  write,  if  you  lest, 
|     Penelopes  trouth,  and  good  Alccstc. 

j     Ne  say  I  nat  this  all  onely  for  these  men, 
I     But  most  for  women  that  betraied  be 


Through  false  folk,  God  yeve  hem  sorow,  amen, 
That  with  hir  great  wit  and  subtilte 
Betraien  you :  and  this  meveth  me 
To  speake,  and  in  effect  you  all  I  pray 
Beth  ware  of  men,  and  hearkeneth  what  I  say. 

Go,  little  booke,  go,  my  little  tragedie, 
There  God  my  maker  yet  ere  that  I  die, 
So  send  me  might  to  make  some  comedie : 
But  little  booke,  make  thou  none  envie, 
But  subject  ben  unto  all  poesie, 
And  kisse  the  steps  whereas  thou  seest  pace 
Of  Vergil,  Ovid,  Homer,  Lucan,  and  Stace. 

And  for  there  is  so  great  diversite 
In  English,  and  in  writing  of  our  tong, 
So  pray  I  to  God,  that  none  mis  write  thee, 
Ne  the  misse-metre,  for  defaut  of  tong  : 
And  redde  where  so  thou  be,  or  elea  song, 
That  thou  be  understond,  God  I  beseech, 
But  yet  to  purpose  of  my  rather  speech. 

The  wrath  (as  I  began  you  for  to  sey) 
Of  Troilus,  the  Greekes  boughten  dere, 
For  thouaandes  his  hondes  maden  dey, 
As  he  that  was  withouten  any  pere, 
Save  in  his  time  Hector,  as  I  can  here, 
But  welaway,  save  onely  Goddes  will, 
Dispitously  him  slough  the  fierce  Achill. 

And  whan  that  he  was  slain  in  this  manere, 
His  light  ghoste  full  blisfully  is  went 
Up  to  the  hollownesse  of  the  seventh  sphere, 
In  his  place  leting  everiche  element, 
And  there  he  saw  with  full  avisement 
The  erratike  sterres,  herkening  armonie, 
With  sownes  full  of  Heavens  melodic 

And  doun  from  thence,  fast  he  gan  avise 

This  little  spot  of  earth,  that  with  the  see 

Enbraced  is,  and  fully  gan  despise 

This  wretched  world,  and  held  all  vanite 

To  respect  of  the  plaine  felicite 

That  is  in  Heaven  above  :  and  at  the  last, 

There  he  was  slaine,  his  looking  doun  he  ca*t 

And  in  himselfe  he  lough,  right  at  the  wo 
Of  hem  that  wepten  for  his  death  so  fast, 
And  dampned  all  our  werkes  that  followeth  so 
The  blindc  lust,  whiche  that  may  nat  last, 
And  shoulden  all  our  herte  on  Heaven  cast, 
And  forth  he  went,  shortely  for  to  tell, 
There  as  Mercurie  sorted  him  to  dwell 

Such  fine  hath  lo,  this  Troilus  for  love, 
Such  fine  hath  all  his  great  worth  in  esse, 
Such  fine  hath  his  estate  royall  above, 
Such  fine  his  lust,  such  fine  hath  his  noblesse, 
Such  fine  hath  false  worldes  brotelnesse, 
And  thus  began  his  loving  of  Creseide, 
As  I  have  told,  and  in  this  wise  he  deide. 

O  young  fresh  folkes,  he  or  she, 

In  which  that  love  up  groweth  with  your  age, 

Repaireth  home  from  worldly  vanite, 

And  of  your  hertes  up  casteth  the  visage 

To  thilke  God,  that  after  his  image 

You  made,  and  thinketh  all  n'is  but  a  faire, 

This  world  that  passeth  sone,  as  fioures  faire. 

And  loveth  him  the  which  that  right  for  love 
Upon  a  crosse  our  soules  for  to  bey, 
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First  starfe  and  rose,  and  sit  in  Heven  abore, 
For  he  n'ill  falsen  no  wight  dare  I  sey, 
That  wol  his  herte  all  holy  on  him  ley, 
And  sens  he  best  to  love  is  and  most  meeke, 
What  needeth  fained  loves  for  to  seeke. 

Lo,  here  of  painems  cursed  olde  rites, 
Lo,  here  what  all  hir  goddes  may  availe, 
Lo,  here  this  wretched  worldes  appetites, 
Lo,  here  the  fine  and  guerdon  for  travaile, 
Of  Jove,  Apollo,  of  Mars,  and  such  raskaile, 
|     Lo,  here  the  forme  of  olde  clerkes  speech 
In  poetrie,  if  ye  hir  bookes  seech. 

0  roorall  Gower,  this  booke  I  direct 

To  thee,  and  to  the  philosophical!  Strode, 


With  temerous  herte,  and  trembling  hand  of  drede, 

Of  canning  naked,  bare  of  eloquence, 

Unto  the  floure  of  porte  in  womanhede 

I  write,  as  he  that  none  intelligence 

Of  metres  hath,  ne  fioures  of  sentence : 

Saufe  that  me  list  my  writing  to  convey, 

In  that  I  can  to  please  her  high  nobley. 

The  blosomes  fresh  of  Tnllius  gardein  sote 
Present  they  not,  my  matter  for  to  born  : 
Pocmes  of  Virgil  taken  here  no  rote, 
Ne  craft  of  Galfride  may  not  here  sojourn  : 
Why  n'am  I  cunning  t   O  well  may  I  mourn 
For  lacke  of  science,  that  I  cannot  write 
Unto  the  princes  of  my  life  aright. 

No  tearmes  digne  unto  her  excellence, 
So  is  she  sproug  of  noble  stirpe  and  high  ; 
A  world  of  honour  and  of  reverence 
There  is  in  her,  this  will  I  testifie : 
Caliope,  thou  suster  wise  and  slie, 
And  thou  Minerva,  guide  me  with  thy  grace, 
That  language  rude  my  matter  not  deface. 

Thy  super  droppee  sweet  of  Helicon 
Distill  in  me,  tnou  gentle  Muse,  I  pray, 
And  thee  Melpomene,  I  call  anone, 
Of  ignorannce  the  mist  to  chase  away : 
And  give  me  grace  so  for  to  write  and  say, 
That  she  my  lady  of  her  worthinesse 
Accept  in  gree  this  little  short  treatesse, 

That  is  entituled  thus,  The  Court  of  Love : 

And  ye  that  ben  metriciens  me  excuse, 

I  you  beseech  for  Venus  sake  above, 

For  what  I  mean  in  this,  ye  need  not  muse  : 

And  if  so  be  my  lady  it  refuse 

For  lacke  of  ornate  speech,  I  would  be  wo, 

Thai  I  presume  to  her  to  writen  so. 


To  vouchsafe  there  need  is,  to  correct,  j 

Of  your  benignities  and  zeales  good,  i 

And  to  the  soothfast  Christ  that  starfe  on  rood,  ! 

With  all  mine  herte  of  mercy  ever  I  pray,  j 
And  to  the  Lord  aright,  thus  I  speake  and  say, 

Thou  one,  two,  and  three,  eterne  on  live, 

That  raignest  aie  in  thre,  two,  and  one, 

Uncircumscript,  and  all  maist  circumscrive, 

Us  from  visible  and  invisible  fone  ' 

Defend,  and  to  thy  mercy  everichone,  j 

So  make  us,  Jesus,  to  thy  mercy  digne,  I 

For  love  of  maide,  and  mother  thine  benigne. 
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But  my  entent,  and  all  my  busie  cure 

Is  for  to  write  this  treatesse  as  I  can,  ' 

Unto  my  lady,  stable,  true,  and  sure, 

Faithfull  and  kind,  sith  first  that  she  began 

Me  to  accept  in  service  as  her  man : 

To  her  be  all  the  pleasure  of  this  book,  I 

That  whan  her  like  she  may  it  rede  and  look.  j 


Whan  I  was  young,  at  eighteene  yeare  of  age,  ' 
Lusty  and  light,  desirous  of  pleasaunce,  j 
Approching  on  full  sadde  and  ripe  courage,  j 
Love  arted  me  to  do  my  observaunce 
To  his  estate,  and  done  him  obeisaunce, 
Comma  unding  me  the  Court  of  Love  to  see, 
Alite  beside  the  mount  of  Citharee. 

There  Citherea  goddesse  was  and  quene, 

Honoured  highly  for  her  majeste, 

And  eke  her  sonne,  the  mighty  god  I  wene,  ; 

Cupide  the  blind,  that  for  his  dignitee 

A  thousand  lovers  worship  on  their  knee  ; 

There  was  I  bid  in  paine  of  death  to  pere, 

By  Mercury  the  winged  messengere. 

So  than  I  went  by  strange  and  fer  countrees, 

Enquiring  aye  what  coast  had  to  it  drew  | 

The  Court  of  Love  ;  and  thiderward  as  bees, 

At  last  I  see  the  people  gan  pursue  ; 

And  me  thought  some  wight  was  there  that  knew 

Where  that  the  court  was  holden  ferre  or  nie, 

And  after  them  full  fast  I  gan  me  hie. 

Anone  as  I  them  overtooke  I  said, 
"  Haile  friends,  whither  purpose  ye  to  wend  V9 
u  Forsooth,"  (quod  one)  that  answered  liche  a  maid, 
u  To  Loves  Court  now  go  we  gentle  friend." 
"  Where  is  that  place,"  (quod  I)  "my  fellow hendT 
"  At  Citheron,  sir,"  said  he,  "  without©  dout, 
|  The  king  of  love,  and  all  his  noble  rout- 
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«  Dwelleth  within  a  castle  rally." 

So  than  apace  I  journed  forth  among, 

And  as  he  said,  so  fond  I  there  truly  ; 

For  I  beheld  the  toures  high  and  strong, 

And  high  pinacles,  large  of  hight  and  long, 

With  plate  of  gold  bespred  on  every  side, 

And  precious  stones,  the  stone  werke  for  to  hide. 

No  saphire  in  Inde,  no  rubie  rich  of  price, 
There  lacked  than,  nor  emeraud  so  grene, 
Bales  Turkes,  ne  thing  to  my  device, 
That  may  the  castle  maken  for  to  shene : 
All  was  as  bright  as  sterres  in  winter  bene, 
And  Phebus  shone  to  make  his  peace  ageine, 
For  trespas  done  to  high  estates  tweine, 

Venus  and  Mars,  the  god  and  goddesse  clere, 
Whan  he  them  found  in  armes  cheined  fast ; 
Venus  was  than  full  sad  of  herte  and  chere, 
But  Phebus'  beams  straight  as  is  the  mast, 
Upon  the  castle  ginneth  he  to  cast, 
To  please  the  lady,  princes  of  that  place, 
In  signe  he  looketh  after  Loves  grace. 

For  there  n'is  god  in  Heaven  or  Hell  ywis, 
But  he  hath  ben  right  soget  unto  Love  ; 
Jove,  Pluto,  or  whatsoever  he  is, 
Ne  creature  in  yearth,  or  yet  above  ; 
Of  these  the  revere  may  no  wight  approve. 
But  furthermore,  the  castle  to  descrie, 
Yet  saw  I  never  none  so  large  and  hie  ; 

For  unto  Heaven  it  stretcheth,  I  suppose, 
Within  and  out  depeinted  wonder ly, 
With  many  a  thousand  daisies  rede  as  rose, 
And  white  also,  this  saw  I  verely : 
But  who  tho  daisies  might  do  signifie, 
Can  I  not  tell,  safe  that  the  quenes  floure, 
Alceste  it  was  that  kept  there  her  sojoure ; 

Which  under  Venus  lady  was  and  quene, 
And  Admcte  king  and  soveraiue  of  that  place, 
To  whom  obeied  the  ladies  good  ninctene, 
With  many  a  thousand  other  bright  of  fao»* : 
And  yong  men  fele  came  forth  with  lusty  pace, 
And  aged  eke,  their  homage  to  dispose, 
But  what  they  were  I  coud  not  well  disclose. 

Yet  nere  and  nere  forth  in  I  gan  me  dress 
Into  an  hall  of  noble  apparaile, 
With  arras  spred,  and  cloth  of  gold  I  gesse, 
And  other  silke  of  esier  availe : 
Under  the  cloth  of  their  estate,  sauns  faile, 
|     The  king  and  quene  there  sat  as  I  beheld  ; 
It  passed  joy  of  Helisc  the  field. 

There  saints  have  their  comming  and  resort, 
To  seene  the  king  so  rially  beseine 
In  purple  clad,  and  eke  the  quene  in  sort, 
And  on  their  heads  saw  I  crownes  twaine, 
With  stones  fret,  so  that  it  was  no  paine, 

I     Withouten  meat  and  drink,  to  stand  and  see 

j     The  kinges  honour  and  the  rialtee. 

And  for  to  treat  of  states  with  the  king, 
That  ben  of  councel  cheef,  and  with  the  quene ; 
The  king  had  Dauger  nere  to  him  standing, 
The  quene  of  love,  Disdain,  and  that  was  sene  : 
For  by  the  faith  I  shall  to  God,  I  wene, 
Was  never  straunger  none  in  her  degree, 
Than  was  the  quene  in  casting  of  her  eye. 


And  as  I  stood  perceiving  her  apart. 
And  eke  the  beames  shining  of  her  even, 
Me  thought  they  weren  shapen  Uch  a  dart, 
Sharpe  and  persing,  and  smal  and  streight  of  linn 
And  all  her  haire  it  shone  as  gold  so  fine, 
Dishivil  crispe,  downe  hanging  at  her  baeke 
A  yard  in  length :  and  soothly  than  I  spake. 

"  O  bright  regina,  who  made  thee  so  fair© ! 
Who  made  thy  colour  vermelet  and  white  f 
j  Wher  wonneth  that  god,  how  far  above  the  aire  f 
|  Great  was  his  craft,  and  great  was  his  delite. 
Now  marvell  I  nothing  that  ye  do  hight 
The  quene  of  love,  and  occupie  the  place 
Of  Cithare  :  now  sweet  lady  thy  grace." 

In  mewet  spake  I  so,  that  nought  astart 
By  no  condition  word,  that  might  be  hard ; 
;  But  in  my  inward  thought  I  gan  advert, 
I  And  oft  I  said  M  My  wit  is  dull  and  hard : " 
!  For  with  her  beauty  thus,  God  wot,  I  ferde 
As  doth  the  man  yravished  with  sight, 
Whan  I  beheld  her  cristall  eyen  so  bright ; 

No  respect  having  what  was  best  to  doone, 
Till  right  anone  beholding  here  and  there, 
I  spied  a  friend  of  mine,  and  that  full  soone, 
A  gentlewoman,  was  the  chamberere 
Unto  the  quene,  that  bote  as  ye  shall  here, 
Philobone,  that  loved  all  her  life : 
Whan  she  me  sey,  she  led  me  forth  as  blife ; 

And  me  demanded  how  and  in  what  wise 
I  thither  come,  and  what  my  errand  was  1 
"  To  seen  the  court"  (quod  I)  M  and  all  tbegui** 
And  eke  to  sue  for  pardon  and  for  grace, 
And  mercy  aske  for  all  my  great  trespace, 
That  I  none  erst  come  to  the  Court  of  Love : 
Foryeve  me  this,  ye  goddes  all  above." 

"  That  is  well  said,"  (quod  Philobone)  u  indede : 
But  were  ye  not  assomoned  to  appcre 

!  By  Mercurius,  for  that  is  all  my  drede  ?" 

I  M  Yes  gentill  feire,"  (quod  I)  "  now  am  1  bore; 
Ye  yet  what  tho  though  that  be  true  my  Avw 
"  Of  your  free  will  ye  should  have  come  untwnt ; 
For  ye  did  not,  I  deme  ye  will  be  shent : 

"  For  ye  that  reigne  in  youth  and  lustinesse, 
Pain  pi  red  with  ease,  and  jalous  in  your  age, 
Your  duty  is,  as  ferre  as  I  can  gesse, 
To  Loves  Court  to  dressen  your  viage, 
As  soone  as  nature  maketh  you  so  sage, 
That  ye  may  know  a  woman  from  a  swan, 
Or  whan  your  foot  is  growen  halfe  a  span. 

"  But  sith  that  ye  by  wilfull  negligencer 

This  eighteene  year  hath  kept  your  self  at  large. 

The  greater  is  your  trespas  and  offence, 

And  in  your  neck  you  mote  bere  all  the  charge: 

For  better  were  ye  ben  withouten  barge 

Amidde  the  sea  in  tempest  and  in  raine, 

Than  bideu  here,  receiving  wo  and  paine 

w  That  ordained  is  for  such  as  them  absent 
Fro  Loves  Court  by  yeres  long  and  fele. 
I  ley  my  life  ye  shall  full  soone  repent, 
For  Love  will  rive  your  colour,  lust,  and  hele ; 
Eke  ye  must  bait  on  many  an  heavy  mele  ; 
No  force  ywis  :  I  stirred  you  long  agone 
To  draw  to  court"  (quod)  little  Philobone. 
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11  well  see  how  rough  and  angry  face 
;  of  love  will  shew,  whan  ye  him  se: 

advise  kneel  down  and  ask  him  grace, 
ig  perill  and  adversite, 

I  wote,  it  woll  none  other  be  ; 
is  none,  ne  counsell  to  your  ease, 
1  ye  than  the  king  of  love  displease!" 

jy  God,"  (quod  ichej  "  I  me  repent, 

id  wretch  in  herte,  m  will,  and  thought, 

r  this  shall  be  mine  hole  entent 

and  please,  how  dere  that  love  be  bought: 

I  have  mine  own  pennance  ysought, 

mble  sprite  shall  I  it  receive, 

that  the  king  of  love  my  life  bereive. 

ough  that  fervent  loves  qualite 
d  never  worch  truly,  yet  1 
obeisaunce  and  humilite, 
igne  herte  shall  serve  him  till  I  die: 
hat  lord  of  might  is  great  and  hie, 
him  list  me  chastice  and  correct, 
ish  me  with  trespace  thus  infect." 

irds  said,  she  caught  me  by  the  lap, 
me  forth  in  till  a  temple  round, 
ge  and  wide  :  and  as  my  blessed  hap 
i  aventure  was,  right  soone  I  found 
acle  raised  from  the  ground, 
'enus  sat,  and  Cupide  by  her  side : 
5  for  drede  I  can  my  visage  hide  ; 

gaine,  I  looked  and  beheld, 

ill  sundry  people  in  the  place, 

:ere  folke,  and  some  that  might  not  weld 

imes  wele,  me  thought  a  wonder  case  : 

>le  shone  with  windows  all  of  glass, 

i  the  day  with  many  a  fair  image  ; 

«  I  see  the  fresh  queen  of  Cartage, 

.t  brent  her  beauty  for  the  love 
£neas  ;  and  the  waimenting 
Lnnelida,  true  as  turtle  dove 
i  fals  ;  and  there  was  in  peinting 
a  prince,  and  many  a  doughty  king, 
lartirdom  was  shewed  about  the  wals, 
that  fele  for  love  had  suffred  fals. 

I  was  abashed  and  astonied 
>  folke  that  there  were  in  that  tide, 
i  I  askeden  where  they  had  wonned : 
rs  courts"  (quod  she)  "  here  beside." 
y  clothing  mantill  wise  full  wide 
m  arraied,  and  did  their  sacrifise 
god  and  goddesse  in  their  guise. 

Jer  folke"  (quod  she)athat  kneele  in  blew, 
ire  the  colour  aye  and  ever  shall, 
they  were  and  ever  will  be  trew 
•n  chaungo  ;  and  soothly  yonder  all 

in  black,  and  mourning  cry  and  call 

gods,  for  their  loves  bene, 
,  som  dede,  som  all  to  sharp  and  kene." 

in  "  (quod  I )"  what  done  these  priests  here, 

nd  hennites,  f re  res,  and  all  tlio, 

in  white,  in  russet,  and  in  grene  I " 

:h  "  (quod  she)  M  they  wailen  of  their  wo." 

y  lord,  may  they  so  come  and  go 

»  court  and  have  such  liberty  ? " 

en  of  each  condition  and  degre  ; 


"  And  women  eke  :  for,  truly,  there  is  none 
Exception  made,  ne  never  was  ne  may  ; 
This  court  is  ope  and  free  for  everichone, 
The  king  of  love  he  will  not  say  them  nay  : 
He  taketh  all  in  poore  or  rich  array, 
That  meekely  sewe  unto  his  excellence 
With  all  their  herte  and  all  their  reverence," 

And  walking  thus  about  with  Phtlobone 

I  see  where  come  a  messengere  in  hie 

Streight  from  the  king,  which  let  command  anone, 

Throughout  the  court  to  make  an  ho  and  cry  : 

u  All  new  come  folke  abide,  and  wote  ye  why  ! 

The  kings  lust  is  for  to  seene  you  sone  : 

Come  nere  let  see,  his  will  mote  need  be  done." 

Than  gan  I  me  present  tofore  the  king, 
Trembling  for  fere  with  visage  pale  of  hew, 
And  many  a  lover  with  me  was  kneeling, 
Abashed  sore,  till  unto  the  time  they  knew 
The  sentence  yeve  of  his  entent  full  trew  : 
And  at  the  last,  the  king  hath  me  behold 
With  sterne  visage,  and  seid,  "  What  doth  this  old 

u  Thus  ferre  yBtope  in  yeres  come  so  late 

Unto  the  court !  "  «  Forsooth,  my  liege,"  (quod  I) 

"  An  hundred  time  I  have  ben  at  the  gate 

Afore  this  time,  yet  coud  I  never  espie 

Of  mine  acqueintaunce  any  in  mine  eie, 

And  shamefastnesse  away  me  gan  to  chace  ; 

But  now  I  me  submit  unto  your  grace." 

«  Well,  all  is  pardoned,  with  condition, 

That  thou  be  true  from  henceforth  to  thy  might, 

And  serven  Love  in  thine  entention  ; 

Sweare  this,  and  than,  as  ferre  as  it  is  right, 

Thou  shalt  have  grace  here  in  thy  quenes  sight." 

"  Yes,  bv  the  faith  I  owe  to  your  croun,  I  swere, 

Though  Death  therefore  me  thirlith  with  his  spere." 

And  whan  the  king  had  seene  us  everychone, 
He  let  commaund  an  officer  in  hie 
To  take  our  faith,  and  shew  us,  one  by  one, 
The  statutes  of  the  court  full  busily  : 
Anon  the  booke  was  laid  before  their  eie, 
To  rede  and  see  what  thing  we  must  observe 
In  Loves  Court,  till  that  we  die  and  sterve. 


And  for  that  I  was  lettred,  there  I  red 
The  statutes  hole  of  Loves  Court  and  hall : 
The  first  statute  that  on  the  booke  was  spred, 
Was  to  be  true  in  thought  and  deedes  all 
Unto  the  king  of  love,  the  lord  rial  I, 
And  to  the  quene,  as  faithfull  and  as  kind, 
As  I  could  think  with  herte,  will,  and  mind. 

The  second  statute,  secretly  to  kepe 
Councell  of  love,  not  blowing  every  where 
All  that  I  know,  and  let  it  sinke  and  fletc  ; 
It  may  not  sowne  in  every  wights  ere  ; 
Exiling  slaunder  aye  for  drede  and  fere, 
And  to  my  lady  which  I  love  and  serve, 
Be  time  and  kind  her  grace  for  to  deserve. 

The  third  statute  was  clcrely  writ  also, 
Withouten  chaunge  to  live  and  die  the  same, 
None  other  love  to  take  for  wele  ne  wo, 
For  blind  dclite,  for  ernest,  nor  for  game  ; 
Without  repent  for  laughing  or  for  grame, 
To  bidden  still  in  full  perseveraunoe : 
All  this  was  hole  the  kings  ordiiiaunce. 
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The  fourth  statute,  to  purchase  ever  to  here, 
And  stirren  folke  to  love,  and  beten  fire 
On  Venus  auter,  here  about  and  there, 
And  preach  to  them  of  love  and  hote  desire, 
And  tell  how  love  will  quiten  well  their  hire : 
This  must  be  kept,  and  loth  me  to  displease* : 
If  love  be  wroth,  passe  :  for  thereby  is  ease. 

The  fifth  statute,  not  to  be  daungerous, 

If  that  a  thought  would  reve  me  of  my  slepe  ; 

Nor  of  a  sight  to  be  over  squemous  ; 

And  so  verely  this  statute  was  to  kepe, 

To  turne  and  wallow  in  my  bed  and  wepe, 

Whan  that  my  lady  of  her  cruelty 

Would  from  her  herte  exilen  all  pity. 

The  sixt  statute,  it  was  for  me  to  use 
Alone  to  wander,  void  of  company, 
And  on  my  ladies  beauty  for  to  muse, 
And  to  thinke  it  no  force  to  live  or  die, 
And  eft  againe  to  thinke  the  remedie, 
How  to  her  grace  I  might  anone  attaine, 
And  tell  my  wo  unto  my  soveraine. 

The  seventh  statute,  was  to  be  patient, 

Whether  my  lady  joyfull  were  or  wroth, 

For  words  glad  or  heavy,  diligent, 

Wheder  that  she  me  helden  lefe  or  loth  : 

And  hereupon  I  put  was  to  mine  oth, 

Her  for  to  serve,  and  lowly  to  obey, 

In  shewing  her  my  chere,  ye,  twenty  sitae  aday. 

The  eighth  statute,  to  my  reroembraunce, 
Was  to  speaken  and  pray  my  lady  dere, 
With  hourely  labour  and  great  entendaunce, 
Me  for  to  love  with  all  her  herte  entere, 
And  me  desire,  and  make  me  joyfull  chere, 
Right  as  she  is  surmounting  every  faire, 
Of  beauty  well  and  gentle  d  ebon  aire. 

The  ninth  statute,  with  letters  writ  of  gold, 
This  was  the  sentence,  how  that  I,  and  all, 
Should  ever  dread  to  be  to  overbold 
Her  to  displease  ;  and  truely,  so  I  shall, 
But  ben  content  for  thinge  that  may  fall, 
And  meekely  take  her  chastisement  and  yerd, 
And  to  offend  her  ever  ben  aferd. 

The  tenth  statute,  was  egally  to  discerne 

Betwene  the  lady  and  thine  ability, 

Aud  thinke  thy  selfe  art  never  like  to  yerne, 

By  right,  her  mercy  nor  her  equity, 

But  of  her  grace  and  womanly  pity  ; 

For  though  thy  selfe  be  noble  in  thy  strene, 

A  thousand  fold  more  noble  is  thy  quene, 

Thy  lives  lady  and  thy  soveraine, 
That  hath  thine  herte  all  hole  in  governaunce  ; 
Thou  mayst  no  wise  it  taken  to  disdaine 
To  put  thee  humbly  at  her  ordinaunce, 
And  give  her  free  the  reine  of  her  plesaunce, 
|     For  liberty  is  thing  that  women  looke, 
And  truly  els  the  matter  is  a  crooke. 

The  eleventh  statute,  thy  signs  for  to  know 
With  eye  and  finger,  and  with  smiles  soft, 
And  low  to  couch,  and  alway  for  to  show, 
For  drede  of  spies,  for  to  winken  oft, 
And  secretly  to  bring  up  a  sigh  aloft ; 
But  still  beware  of  overmuch  resort, 
For  that  paraventure  spileth  all  thy  sport. 


The  twelfth  statute  remember  to  observe  : 
For  all  the  paine  thou  hast  for  love  and  wo, 
All  is  too  lite  her  mercy  to  deserve, 
Thou  musten  think,  wherever  thou  ride  or  go  ■ 
And  mortall  woundes  suffer  thou  also, 
;  All  for  her  sake,  and  thinke  it  well  besette 
Upon  thy  love,  for  it  may  not  be  bette. 

|  The  thirteenth  statute,  whilome  is  to  thinke 
!  What  thing  may  best  tby  lady  like  and  please, 

And  in  thine  hertes  bottome  let  it  sinke  ; 
!  Some  thing  devise,  and  take  for  it  thine  ease, 

And  send  it  her,  that  may  her  herte  appease  ; 

Some  herte,  or  /iug,  or  letter,  or  device, 

Or  precious  stone,  but  spare  not  for  no  price. 

The  fourteenth  statute  eke  thou  shalt  assay, 
I  Formely  to  keepe  the  most  part  of  thy  life  : 
i  Wish  that  thy  lady  in  thine  armes  lay, 
And  nightly  dreme,  thou  hast  thy  nights  hertes  wift 
Sweetly  in  armes,  straining  her  as  blife  ; 
I  And  whan  thou  seest  it  is  but  fantasie, 
I  See  that  thou  sing  not  over  merely, 

For  too  much  joy  hath  oft  a  wofull  end : 
It  longeth  eke  this  statute  for  to  hold, 
To  deme  thy  lady  ever  more  thy  friend, 
And  thinke  thy  selfe  in  no  wise  a  cokold. 
In  every  thing  she  doth  but  as  she  should : 
Construe  the  best,  beleeve  no  tales  new, 
For  many  a  lye  is  told,  that  seemeth  full  trev. 

But  thinke  that  she,  so  bounteous  and  faire, 

Coud  not  be  false  ;  imagine  this  algate : 

And  think  that  tonges  wicked  would  her  appaire 

Sclandering  her  name  and  worshipfull  estate, 

And  lovers  true  to  setten  at  debate : 

And  though  thou  seest  a  faut  right  at  thine  eye, 

Excuse  it  blive,  and  glose  it  pretily. 

The  fifteenth  statute,  use  to  swere  and  stare, 

And  counterfeit  a  lesing  hardely, 

To  save  thy  ladies  honour  every  where, 

And  put  thy  selfe  for  her  to  fight  boldely  : 

Say  she  is  good,  vcrtuous,  and  ghostly, 

Gere  of  entent,  and  herte,  yea,  thought  and  will 

And  argue  not  for  reason  ne  for  skill, 

Againe  thy  ladies  pleasure  ne  entent ; 
For  love  will  not  be  countrcpleted  indede  : 
Say  as  she  saith,  than  shalt  thou  not  be  sheet, 
The  crow  is  white,  ye  truly  so  I  rede  : 
And  aye  what  thing  that  she  thee  will  forbede, 
Eschew  all  that,  and  give  her  soveraintee, 
Her  appetite  followe  in  all  degree. 

The  sixteenth  statute  keepe  it  if  thou  may : 
Seven  sithe  at  night  thy  lady  for  to  please, 
And  seven  at  midnight,  seven  at  morrow  day, 
And  drinke  a  caudle  earely  for  thine  ease. 
Do  this  and  keep  thine  head  from  all  disease, 
And  win  the  garland  here  of  lovers  all, 
That  ever  came  in  court,  or  ever  shall. 

Full  few,  think  I,  this  statute  hold  and  keep : 
But  truely,  this  my  reason  giveth  me  fele, 
That  some  lovers  should  rather  fail  asleepe, 
Than  take  on  hand  to  please  so  oft  and  wele. 
There  lay  none  oth  to  this  statute  adele, 
But  keep  who  might,  as  gave  him  his  corage ; 
Now  get  this  garland  lusty  folke  of  age  : 
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who  may  ye  lusty  folke  of  youth, 
and  fresh  of  floures  red  and  white, 
nd  blew,  and  colours  fell  uncouth, 
all  croune  him  king  of  all  deli  to. 
i  court  there  was  not  to  my  sight, 
rue,  that  he  ne  was  adrede 
•  expressc  hath  heard  the  statute  rede. 

nteenth  statute,  whan  age  approcheth  on, 
is  laid,  and  all  the  fire  is  queint, 
y  than  thou  shalt  begin  to  fonne 
in  love,  and  all  her  image  paint 
membraunce,  till  thou  begin  to  faint, 
!  first  season  thine  herte  began  : 
desire,  though  thou  ne  may  ne  can 

>  thy  living  actuell  and  lust, 

this  in  thine  remembraunce  : 

i  thou  maist  not  keep  thy  thing  from  rust, 

ice  and  talke  of  pleasaunt  daliaunce, 

thall  make  thine  herte  rejoice  and  daunce ; 

n  thou  maist  no  more  the  game  assay, 

ite  bid  thee  pray  for  them  that  may. 

teenth  statute,  holy  to  commend 
;  thy  lady,  is  that  thou  eschew 
ttishnease  thy  selfe  for  to  offend  ; 
,  fresh,  and  fete,  with  thinges  new, 
nth  manner,  this  is  all  thy  due ; 
'  port,  and  loving  cleanlinesse, 
le  thing,  that  liketh  thy  i 


to  wander  liche  a  dulled  asse, 

nd  torne,  disguised  in  array, 

i  speech,  or  out  of  measure  passe, 

id  exceeding  ;  thinke  on  this  alway  ; 

en  been  of  tender  hertes  aye, 

tly  set  their  pleasure  in  a  place, 

ey  misthinke,  they  lightly  let  it  passe. 

teenth  statute,  meat  and  drinke  forgete  : 
r  day,  see  that  thou  fast  for  love, 
e  court  they  live  withouten  mete, 
l  as  cometh  from  Venus  all  above, 
e  none  hede,  in  pain  of  great  reprove, 
md  drinke,  for  that  is  all  in  vaine, 
>y  live  by  sight  of  their  soveraine. 

tieth  statute,  last  of  everichone, 
in  thyne  hertes  privitee  ; 
and  waile,  to  turne,  and  sigh  and  grone, 
it  thy  lady  absent  is  from  thee, 
renew  the  words  all  that  she 
you  twain  hath  said,  and  all  the  chero 
i  hath  made,  thy  lives  lady  dere. 

Jiine  herte  in  quiet,  ne  in  rest 

,  till  time  thou  seene  thy  lady  eft ; 

<e  she  wonne,  by  south,  or  efst,  or  west, 

thy  force,  now  see  it  be  not  left ; 

it,  till  time  thy  life  be  raft, 

iou  ma)  est,  thy  lady  for  to  see  : 

ite  was  of  old  antiquitee. 

•  of  high  authority, 

igour,  made  us  to  swere  anonc  : 

-orrupt  with  partiality, 

>raycr,  ne  gold  that  clerely  shone  ; 

1"  (quod  he)  M  now  sweren  here  echonc, 

I  old,  to  kepe,  in  that  they  may, 

tea  truly,  all  after  this  day/7 


0  God,  thought  I,  hard  is  to  make  this  othe, 
But  to  my  power  shall  I  them  observe  : 

In  all  this  world  n'as  matter  halfe  so  lothe, 
To  swear©  for  all  :  for  though  my  body  sterve, 

1  have  no  might  them  hole  to  observe. 
But  herken  now  the  case  how  it  befell, 
After  my  oth  was  made,  the  troth  to  tell. 

I  tourned  leaves,  looking  on  this  booke, 

Where  other  statutes  were  of  women  shene, 

And  right  forthwith  Rigour  on  me  gan  looke 

Full  angerly,  and  saved  unto  the  queene 

I  traitour  was,  and  charged  me  let  been  ; 

*'  There  may  no  man"  (quod  he)  "the statute  know 

That  long  to  women,  hie  degree  ne  low.- 

« In  secret  wise  they  kepten  been  full  close  ; 
They  soune  echone  to  liberty,  my  friend, 
Pleasaunt  they  be,  and  to  their  owne  purpose  ; 
There  wote  no  wight  of  them,  but  God  and  fiend, 
Ne  naught  shall  wite,  unto  the  worlds  end. 
The  queen  hath  yeve  me  charge  in  pain  to  die 
Never  to  rede  ne  seene  them  with  mine  eie. 

"  For  men  shall  not  so  nere  of  counsaile  bene 
With  womanhood,  ne  knowen  of  her  guise, 
Ne  what  they  think,  ne  of  their  wit  thengine; 
I  me  report  to  Salomon  the  wise, 
And  mighty  Sampson,  which  beguiled  thrise 
With  Dalida  was,  he  wote  that  in  a  throw, 
There  may  no  man  statute  of  women  know. 

"  For  it  peraventure,  may  right  so  befall, 

That  they  be  bound  by  nature  to  deceive, 

And  spinne,  and  weep,  and  sugre  strew  on  gall, 

The  herte  of  man  to  ravish  and  to  reive, 

And  whet  their  tongue  assharpe  as  swerdeor  gleve ; 

It  may  betide,  this  is  their  ordinance, 

So  must  they  lowly  doen  their  observauuee. 

"  And  keepe  the  statute  yeven  them  of  kind, 
Of  such  as  love  hath  yeve  hem  in  their  life. 
Men  may  not  wete  why  turneth  every  wind, 
Nor  waxen  wise,  nor  been  inquisitife 
To  know  secret  of  maid,  widow,  or  wife, 
For  they  their  statutes  have  to  them  reserved, 
And  never  man  to  know  them  hath  deserved. 

u  Now  dresse  you  forth,  the  god  of  love  you  guide," 
(Quod  Rigour  than)  "  and  seek  the  temple  bright 
Of  Cithera,  goddesse  here  beside, 
Beseech  her  by  influence  and  might 
Of  all  her  vertue,  you  to  teach  aright, 
How  for  to  serve  your  ladies,  and  to  please 
Ye  that  been  sped,  and  set  your  herte  in  ease. 

a  And  ye  that  ben  unpurveyed,  pray  her  eke 

Comfort  you  soone  with  grace  and  destiny, 

That  ye  may  set  your  herte  there  ye  may  like, 

In  such  a  place,  that  it  to  love  may  be 

Honour  and  worship,  and  felicity 

To  you  for  aye,  now  goeth  by  one  assent." 

"  Graunt  mercy,  sir,"  (quod  we)  and  forth  we  went 

Devoutly,  soft  and  easie  pace,  to  see 
Venus  the  goddesse  image  all  of  gold  : 
And  there  we  found  a  thousand  on  their  knee, 
Some  fresh  and  faire,  some  deadly  to  behold, 
In  sundry  mantils  new  and  some  were  old  ; 
Some  painted  were  with  flames  red  as  fire, 
Outward,  to  show  their  inward  hote  desire. 
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With  dolefull  chere,  ful  fell  in  their  complaint, 
Cried  "  Lady  Venus,  rew  upon  our  sore  1 
Receive  our  bils,  with  teares  all  bedreint ! 
We  may  not  weepe,  there  is  no  more  in  store, 
But  wo  and  pain  us  fretteth  more  and  more  : 
Thou  blisseful  planet,  lovers  sterre  so  shene, 
Have  routh  on  us,  that  sigh  and  carefull  bene  ! 

"  And  punish,  lady,  grevously  we  pray, 
The  false  untrue  with  counterfeit  pleasaunce, 
That  made  their  oth,  be  true  to  live  or  dey, 
With  chere  assured,  and  with  countenaunce  ; 
And  falsely  now  they  footen  loves  daunce, 
Barraine  of  routh,  untrue  of  that  they  saied, 
Now  that  their  lust  and  pleasure  is  alaied." 

Yet  eft  againe,  a  thousand  million 
Rejoycing  love,  leading  their  life  in  blisse, 
They  sayd  "  Venus,  redresse  of  all  division, 
Goddesse  eternell,  thy  name  yhired  is  : 
By  loves  bond  is  knit  all  thing  ywis, 
Beast  unto  beast,  the  y earth  to  water  wan, 
Bird  unto  bird,  and  woman  unto  man. 

M  This  is  the  life  of  joy  that  we  ben  in, 
Resembling  life  of  heavenly  paradise, 
Love  is  exiler  aye  of  vice  and  sinne, 
Love  maketh  hertes  lusty  to  devise 
Honour  and  grace,  have  they  in  every  wise, 
That  been  to  loves  law  obedient ; 
Love  maketh  folke  benigne  and  diligent, 

"  Aye  stering  them  to  drede  vice  and  shame  : 
In  their  degree,  it  maketh  them  honourable, 
And  sweet  it  is  of  love  to  beare  the  name, 
So  that  his  love  be  faithfull,  true  and  stable  : 
Love  pruneth  him,  to  semen  amiable, 
Love  hath  no  fauto,  there  it  is  exercised, 
But  sole  with  them  that  have  all  love  dispised. 

"  Honour  to  thee,  celestiall  and  clere, 

Goddesse  of  love,  and  to  thy  celsitude  ! 

That  yevest  us  light  so  fer  doun  from  thy  spere, 

Piercing  our  hertes  with  thy  pulcritude  ; 

Comparison  none  of  similitude 

May  to  thy  grace  be  made  in  no  degree, 

That  hast  us  set  with  love  in  unitie. 

"  Great  cause  have  we  to  praise  thy  name  and  thee, 

For  thorough  thee  we  live  in  joy  and  blisse. 

Blessed  be  thou,  most  soveraine  to  see  ! 

Thy  holy  court  of  gladnesse  may  not  misse  ; 

A  thousand  si  the  we  may  rejoice  in  this, 
I     That  we  ben  thine  with  herte  and  all  yfere, 
i     Enflamed  with  thy  grace  and  heavenly  fere." 

1     Musing  of  tho  that  spaken  in  this  wise, 

I  me  bethought  in  my  remembraunce 
|     Mine  orizon  right  goodly  to  devise, 
i     And  pleasantly  with  hertes  obeisaunce, 

Beseech  tho  goddesse  voiden  my  grevaunce, 
Fo»*  I  loved  eke,  saufe  that  I  wist  not  where, 
Yet  downc  I  set  and  said  as  ye  shall  here. 

"  Fairest  of  all  that  ever  were  or  bee, 
;     Licour  and  light  to  pensife  creature, 
Mine  hole  affiaunce,  and  my  lady  free, 
My  goddesse  bright,  my  fortune  and  my  ure, 
I  yeve  and  yceld  my  herte  to  thee  full  sure, 
Humbly  beseeching,  lady,  of  thy  grace, 
Me  to  bestow  now  in  some  blessed  place. 


"  And  here  I  vow  me,  faithful,  true,  and  kind, 
Without  offence  of  mutabilitie, 
Humbly  to  serve,  while  I  have  wit  and  mind, 
Mine  hole  affiaunce,  and  my  lady  free, 
In  thilke  place,  there  ye  me  signe  to  be : 
And  sith  this  thing  of  new  is  yeve  me  aye 
To  love  and  serve,  needly  most  I  obey. 

"  Be  merciable  with  thy  fire  of  grace, 
And  fix  mine  herte  there  beauty  is  and  routh : 
For  hote  I  love,  determine  in  no  place, 
Saufe  onely  this,  by  God  and  by  my  trouth 
Troubled  I  was,  with  slumber,  alepe,  and  sleuth 
This  other  night,  and  in  a  visioun 
I  I  see  a  woman  romen  up  and  doun, 

"  Of  meane  stature,  and  semely  to  behold, 
Lustie  and  fresh,  demure  of  countenaunce, 
Yong  and  well  shape,  with  hair  shone  as  gold, 
With  eyen  as  cristal,  ferced  with  pleasaunce, 
And  she  gan  stirre  mine  herte  a  lite  to  daunce : 
But  suddainly  she  vanish  gan  right  there, 
Thus  I  may  say,  I  love  and  wote  not  where. 

"  For  what  she  is,  ne  her  dwelling  I  n'ot, 
And  yet  I  fele  that  love  distreineth  me  ; 
Might  iche  her  know,  her  would  I  faine,  God  w 
Serve  and  obey  with  all  benignitie, 
And,  if  that  other  be  mv  destinie, 
So  that  no  wise  I  shall  her  never  see, 
Than  graunt  me  her  that  best  may  liken  roe. 

u  With  glad  rejoyce  to  live  in  parfite  hele, 
Devoid  of  wrath,  repent  or  variaunce : 
And  able  me  to  doe  that  may  be  wele 
Unto  my  lady,  with  hertes  hie  pleasaunce : 
And  mighty  goddes  through  thy  purveiaunce 
My  wit,  my  thoght,  my  lust  and  love  so  guide, 
!  That  to  thine  honor  I  may  me  provide 

"  To  set  mine  herte  in  place  there  I  may  like, 

And  gladly  serve  with  all  affection  : 

Great  is  the  painc  which  at  mine  herte  doth  stick' 

Till  I  be  sped  by  thine  election  ; 

Helpe,  lady  goddesse  !  that  possession 

I  might  of  her  have  that  in  all  my  life 

I  clepen  shall  my  quene,  and  hertes  wife. 

"  And  in  the  Court  of  Love  to  dwell  for  aye 
My  will  it  is,  and  done  thee  sacrifice  : 
Daily  with  Diane  eke  to  fight  and  fraye, 
And  hoUlen  werre,  as  might  will  me  suffice  : 
That  goddesse  chast  1  keepeu  in  no  wise 
To  serve  ;  a  figge  for  all  her  chastity, 
Her  law  is  for  religiousity." 

And  thus  gan  finish  prayer,  laud,  and  preise, 
Which  that  I  yove  to  Venus  on  my  knee, 
And  in  minencrte  to  ponder  and  to  peise, 
I  gave  anone  her  image  fresh  beautie  : 
"  Heile  to  that  figure  sweet,  and  heile  to  thee 
Cupide,"  (quod  I )  and  rose  and  yede  my  wey, 
And  in  the  temple  as  I  yede,  I  sey 

A  shrine  surmounting  all  in  stones  rich, 
Of  w  hich  the  force  was  pleasaunce  to  mine  ey, 
With  diamoud  or  saphire,  never  liche 
I  have  none  seene,  ue  wrought  so  wonderly : 
So  whan  I  met  with  Philobone  in  hie, 
I  gan  demaund,  who  is  this  sepulture  1 
I  u  Forsooth"  (quod  she)  "a  tender  creature 
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<l  there,  and  Pity  is  her  name  ; 
1  egle  wreke  him  on  a  flie, 
his  wing,  and  eke  him  in  his  game, 
r  herte  of  that  hath  made  her  die  : 
ould  weep  and  mourn  right  pitously 
,  lover  suffer  great  distresse  ; 
court  n'as  none,  as  I  do  gesse, 

d  a  lover  halfe  so  well  availe, 
»o  the  torment  or  the  rage 
he  was  sure  withouten  faile, 
3  greef  she  coud  the  heat  assuage, 
r  Pity,  speedeth  hote  courage 
rs  all  of  court,  now  she  is  dead, 
rt  in  this  to  womanhead. 

and  weep,  and  cry,  and  speak,  and  pray, 
ould  not  have  pity  on  thy  plaint, 
t  mean,  to  ease  thine  herte  convay, 
•eoeiven  for  their  owne  talent : 
rat  Pity  causeth  thee  in  consent 
9  take  thy  service  and  thy  painc, 
>u  maist,  to  please  thy  soveraine. 

is  counsaile,  keepe  it  secretly," 
)  "  I  n'old  for  all  the  world  about, 
e  of  love  it  wist,  and  wite  ye  why  ! 
ne  this  matter  springen  out, 

0  lenger  should  I  out  of  dout 
»ut  shame  in  all  my  life  endry, 

1  it  close"  (quod  she)  "  this  hardely. 

is  well,  now  shall  ye  seen"  she  said, 
?st  lady  under  Sunne  that  is  : 
nth  me,  demean  you  lich  a  maid, 
nefast  drede,  for  ye  shall  speak  ywis 
that  is  the  mirrour  joy  and  blisse  : 
vhat  strange  and  sad  of  her  demean 
j ware  your  countenaunce  be  seen, 

r  light,  ne  rechelesse,  ne  too  bold, 
;rt,  ne  renning  with  your  tong, 
ill  you  obeisen  and  behold, 
emand  why  ye  were  hence  so  long 

*  court,  without  resort  among : 
Jl  her  name  is  hote  aright, 

rte  as  yet  is  yeven  to  no  wight. 

ilso  been,  as  I  understand, 
but  light  avanced,  by  your  word, 
)y  hap  your  freedom  maken  bond, 
i  grace  with  her,  and  wele  accord, 
it  ye  thank  the  god  of  love  and  lord, 
tat  ye  saw  in  your  dreame  appere, 
ch  one,  what  are  ye  than  the  nere  ? 

•  ye  what,  as  my  remembraunce 
now,  ye  faine  where  that  ye  say, 

itli  love  had  never  acquaintaunce, 
ur  dream  right  late  this  other  day  : 
Mirtle,  my  life  that  durst  I  lay, 
ere  caught  upon  an  heath t  whan  I 
om plain,  and  sigh  full  pitously. 

ji  herber,  and  a  gardein  faire 
wen  grow  and  herbes  vertuous, 
lie  savour  swete  was  and  the  aire, 
e  your  self  full  hote  and  amorous  : 
Ben  too  nice  and  daungerous, 
?  now  repent,  and  love  some  new." 
ny  troath,"  I  said  "  I  never  knew 


"The  goodly  wight,  whose  I  shall  be  for  aye  : 
Guide  me  the  lord,  that  love  hath  made  and  me." 
But  forth  we  went  into  a  chamber  gay, 
There  was  Rosiall,  womanly  to  see, 
Whose  streames  sotell  piercing  of  her  eye, 
Mine  herte  gan  thrill  for  beauty  in  the  stound, 
u  Alas,"  (quod  I)  M  who  hath  me  yeve  this  wound  ?" 

And  than  I  drede  to  speake,  till  at  the  last 
I  grete  the  lady  reverently  and  wele, 
Whan  that  my  sigh  was  gone  and  overpast ; 
Than  doun  on  knees  ful  humbly  gan  I  knele, 
Beseeching  her  my  fervent  wo  to  kele, 
For  there  I  tooke  full  purpose  in  my  mind 
Unto  her  grace  my  painfull  herte  to  bind. 

For  if  I  shall  all  fully  her  discrive, 

Her  head  was  round,  by  com  passe  of  nature, 

Here  hair©  as  gold,  she  passed  all  on  live, 

And  lilly  forehed  had  this  creature, 

With  liveliche  browes,  flaw  of  colour  pure, 

Betwene  the  which  was  meane  disceveraunce 

From  every  brow,  to  shew  a  due  distaunce. 

Her  nose  directed  streight,  and  even  as  line, 

With  forme  and  shape  thereto  convenient, 

In  which  the  goddes  milk  white  path  doth  shine, 

And  eke  her  eyen  ben  bright  and  orient, 

As  is  the  smaragde,  unto  my  judgement, 

Or  yet  these  sterres  Heavenly  small  and  bright, 

Her  visage  is  of  lovely  rede  and  white. 

Her  mouth  is  short,  and  shit  in  little  space, 
Flaming  somedeale,  not  over  redde  I  mean, 
With  pregnant  lips,  and  thick  to  kisse  percase, 
For  lippes  thinne  not  fat,  but  ever  lene, 
They  serve  of  naught,  they  be  not  worth  a  bean, 
For  if  the  basse  been  full  there  is  delite, 
Maiimian  truly  thus  doth  he  write. 

But  to  my  purpose,  I  say  white  as  snow 
Been  all  her  teeth,  and  in  order  thev  stond 
Of  one  stature,  and  eke  her  breath  1  trow 
Surmounteth  all  odours  that  ever  I  found 
In  sweetnesse,  and  her  body,  face,  and  hond 
Been  sharpely  slender,  so  that  from  the  head 
Unto  the  foot,  all  is  but  womanhead. 

I  hold  my  peace,  of  other  thinges  hidde 
Here  shall  my  soule  and  not  my  tong  bewray, 
But  how  she  was  arraied,  if  ye  me  bidde, 
That  shall  I  well  discover  you  and  say  ; 
A  bend  of  gold  and  si  Ike,  full  fresh  and  gay, 
With  her  intresse,  broudered  full  wele, 
Right  smoothly  kept  and  shining  everydele. 

About  her  necke  a  flower  of  fresh  devise, 
With  rubies  set,  that  lusty  were  to  sene, 
And  she  in  goun  was  light  and  summer  wise, 
Shapen  full  wele,  the  colour  was  of  grene, 
With  aureat  sent  about  her  sides  clene, 
With  divers  stones  precious  and  rich, 
Thus  was  she  rayed,  yet  saw  I  never  her  lich. 

For  if  that  Jove  had  but  this  lady  seine, 

Tho  Calixto  ne  yet  Alcmenia 

They  never  hadden  in  his  armes  leine, 

Ne  he  had  loved  the  faire  Europa, 

Ye,  ne  yet  Dane  ne  Antiopa, 

For  all  their  beauty  stood  in  Rosiall, 

She  seemed  lich  a  thing  celeetialL 
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In  bounty,  favour,  port,  and  seemelinesse, 
Pleasaunt  of  figure,  mirrour  of  delite, 
Gracious  to  seene,  and  root  of  all  gentilnesse, 
With  angell  visage,  lusty  redde  and  white  : 
There  was  not  lack,  saufe  daunger  had  alite 
This  goodly  fresh  in  rule  and  governaunce, 
And  somdele  strange  she  was  for  her  pleasaunce. 

And  truly  sone  I  took  my  leave  and  went, 
Whan  she  had  me  enquired  what  I  was, 
For  more  and  more  impressen  gan  the  dent 
Of  Loves  dart  while  I  beheld  her  face, 
And  eft  againe  I  come  to  seeken  grace, 
And  up  I  put  my  bill  with  sentence  clere, 
That  followeth  after,  rede  and  ye  shall  here. 

a  0  ye  fresh,  of  beauty  the  root, 
That  nature  hath  formed  so  wele  and  made 
Princes  and  quene,  and  ye  that  may  do  boot 
Of  all  my  languor  with  your  words  glad, 
Ye  wounded  me,  ye  made  me  wo  bestad ; 
Of  grace  redresse  my  mortall  greefe,  as  ye 
Of  all  my  harme  the  very  causer  be. 

"  Now  am  I  caught,  and  unware  suddainly 
With  persaunt  streames  of  your  eye  so.  clere, 
Subject  to  been  and  serven  you  mekely, 
And  all  your  man,  y  wis  my  lady  dere, 
Abiding  grace,  of  which  I  you  requere, 
That  mercilesse  ye  cause  me  not  to  sto*ve, 
But  guerdon  me  liche  as  I  may  deserve. 

"  For  by  my  troth,  all  the  days  of  my  breath 
I  am  and  will  be  your  in  will  and  herte, 
Patient  and  meeke,  for  you  to  suffer  death 
If  it  require,  now  rue  upon  my  smart, 
And  this  I  swere,  I  never  shall  out  start 
From  Loves  Court  for  none  adversitie, 
So  ye  would  rue  on  my  distresse  and  me. 

"  My  desteny,  my  fate,  and  houre  I  blisse 

That  have  me  set  to  been  obedient 

Onely  to  you,  the  floure  of  all  ywis  ; 

I  trust  to  Venus  never  to  repent, 

For  ever  redy,  glad  and  diligent 

Ye  shall  me  find  in  service  to  your  grace, 

Till  death  my  life  out  of  my  body  race. 

'*  Humble  unto  your  excellence  so  digne, 

Enforcing  aye  my  wits  and  delite 

To  serve  and  please  with  glad  herte  and  benigne, 

And  been  as  Troylus  Troyes  knight, 

Or  Antonie  for  Cleopatre  bright, 

And  never  you  me  thinkes  to  renay, 

This  shall  I  keepe  unto  mine  ending  day. 

u  Enprint  my  speech  in  your  memorial  I 
Sadly  my  princes,  salve  of  all  my  sore, 
And  think,  that  for  I  would  becommen  thrall, 
And  been  your  owne,  as  I  have  sayd  before, 
Ye  must  of  pity  cherish  more  and  more 
Your  man,  and  tender  after  his  desert, 
And  give  him  courage  for  to  been  expert. 

"  For  where  that  one  hath  set  his  herte  on  fire, 
And  findeth  neither  refute  ne  pleasaunce, 
Ne  word  of  comfort,  death  will  quite  his  hire, 
Alas,  that  there  is  none  allegeaunce 
Of  all  their  wo,  alas,  the  great  grevaunce 
To  love  uuloved,  but  ye,  my  lady  dere, 
i    In  other  wise  may  governe  this  matere." 


«  Truly  gramercy  friend  of  your  good  will, 
And  of  your  profer  in  your  humble  wise, 
But  for  your  service,  take  and  keep  it  still, 
And  where  ye  say,  I  ought  you  well  to  cherise, 
And  of  your  greefe  the  remedy  devise, 
I  know  not  why  :  I  n'am  acquainted  well 
With  you,  ne  wot  not  sothly  where  ye  dwell." 

"  In  art  of  love  I  write,  and  songes  make, 
That  may  be  song  in  honour  of  the  king 
And  quene  of  love,  and  than  I  undertake, 
He  that  is  sadde  shall  than  full  merry  sing, 
And  daungerous  not  ben  in  every  thing  ; 
Beseech  I  you  but  seene  my  will  and  rede, 
And  let  your  auswere  put  me  out  of  drede." 

"  What  is  your  name !  rehearse  it  here  I  pray, 

Of  whence  and  where,  of  what  condition 

That  ye  been  of ;  let  see,  come  off  and  say ; 

Faine  would  I  know  your  disposition  ; 

Ye  have  put  on  your  old  entention, 

But  what  ye  mean  to  serve  me  I  ne  wote, 

Saufe  that  ye  say  ye  love  me  wonder  bote." 

"  My  nam  e,  alas  my  herte,  why  makes  thou  stmmget 
Philogenet  I  calld  am  fer  and  Dere, 
Of  Cambridge  clerk,  that  never  think  to  channge 
I  Fro  you  that  with  your  hevenly  stremes  dere 
I  Ravish  mine  herte  and  ghost,  and  all  infere, 
Since  at  the  first  I  write  my  bill  for  grace, 
Me  thinke  I  see  some  mercy  in  your  face. 

!  "  And  what  I  mene,  by  gods  that  all  hath  wrought, 

i  My  bill  now  maketh  finall  mention, 
That  ye  been  lady  in  my  inward  thought 
Of  all  mine  herte  withouten  offencion, 
That  I  best  love,  and  sith  I  begon 
To  draw  to  court,  lo,  than  what  might  I  say, 
I  yeeld  me  here  unto  your  nobley. 

1  "  Ar.d  if  that  I  offend,  or  wilfully 
;  By  pomp  of  herte  your  precept  disobay, 
j  Or  done  again  your  will  unskilfully, 
I  Or  greven  you  for  earnest  or  for  play, 

Correct  ye  me  right  sharply  than  I  pray, 
I  As  it  is  seene  unto  your  womanhede, 
j  And  rew  on  me,  or  els  I  n'am  but  dede." 

|  *'  Nay,  God  forbede  to  feffe  you  so  with  grace, 
And  for  a  word  of  sugred  eloquence, 
To  have  compassion  in  so  little  space, 
Than  were  it  time  that  some  of  us  were  hens, 
Ye  shall  not  find  in  me  such  insolence  : 
Eye  what  is  this,  may  ye  not  suffre  sight  ? 
How  may  ye  looke  upon  the  candle  light, 

"  That  clerer  is  and  hotter  than  mine  eie ! 
And  yet  ye  sayd  the  beames  perse  and  frete, 
How  shall  ye  than  the  candle  light  endrie  ? 
For  well  wote  ye,  that  hath  the  sharper  hete ; 
And  there  ye  bid  me  you  correct  and  bete, 
If  ye  offend,  nay,  that  may  not  be  done, 
I  There  come  but  few  that  speden  here  so  sone. 

"  Withdraw  your  eie,  withdraw  from  presens  ek* : 
Hurt  not  your  selfe,  through  foly  with  a  look, 
I  would  be  sorry  so  to  make  you  sicke, 
A  woman  should  beware  eke  whom  she  took  : 
I  Ye  beth  a  clerke,  go  serchen  well  my  book, 
If  any  women  ben  so  light  to  winne  ; 
Nay,  bide  a  while  ;  tho  ye  were  all  my  kinne, 
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re  may  not  win  miue  herte  in  truth  ; 
Df  court  will  seen  your  steadfastnesse, 
i  done  to  have  upon  you  reuth, 
•  desert,  and  lowly  gen  ti  In  esse, 
eward  you  joy  for  heaviuesse  ; 
;  waxen  pale,  and  grene,  and  dede, 
use  a  while  withouten  drede, 

cept  and  grutchen  in  no  wise  ; 
as  ye  me  heartely  desire 
love,  me  thinke  ye  be  not  wise  ; 
>ur  language,  cease  I  you  require, 
t  hath  this  twenty  yearc  ben  here 
ataine,  than  marvaile  I  that  ye 
bold  of  love  to  treat  with  me." 

y  herte,  my  lady  and  my  love  ! 
ise  princcsse  and  my  lives  guide  ! 
1  plaine  to  Venus  all  above, 
esse  ye  me  gave  this  wound  so  wide  ; 
;  I  done  ?  why  may  it  not  betide, 
ly  trouth  I  may  received  be  ? 
your  daunger  and  your  cruel  te  ! 

I  houre  I  got  was  welaway, 
oure  fostred  and  yfedde, 
loure  yborne,  that  I  ne  may  ; 
nation  sweetly  have  I  spedde, 
grave  and  cold  must  be  my  bedde, 
i  list  your  grace  and  mercy  she  we, 
l  his  axe  so  fast  on  me  doth  hewe. 

disease  and  in  so  littell  while, 
y  that  felte  I  never  yet, 
wo  Fortune  ginneth  to  smile, 
-  earst  I  felt  so  hard  a  fit : 
n  ben  my  spirites  and  my  wit, 
y  lady  take  me  to  her  cure, 
>ve  best  of  erthly  creature. 

I  like,  that  may  I  not  come  by, 
lain,  that  have  I  habondaunce, 
d  thought  they  sit  me  wonder  nie, 
old  that  might  be  my  pleasance  : 
againe  my  worldly  suffisaunce, 
;ht,  and  saufe  your  faithfull  true, 
lie,  yet  ones  upon  me  rewe  !" 

I  fell  in  sound  and  dede  as  stone, 

u*  slaine  and  wanne  as  asshe  pale, 

;  hand  she  caught  me  up  anon, 

luod  she)  "  what  have  ye  dronken  dwale ! 

n  ye  ?  it  is  no  nightertale  : " 

•cy  sweete,"  (quod  I)  M  ywis  affraied  : " 

ling"  (quod  she)  "hath  made  you  so 

iedf 

e  I  well  that  ye  a  lover  be, 

is  witnesse  in  this  thing,"  she  said  : 

re  secret,  ye  might  know,"  (quod  she) 

.nd  kind,  all  this  shuld  be  alaid  : 

nine  herte,  al  that  I  have  missaid, 

end  and  set  your  herte  in  ease." 

•d  it  is,"  (quod  I)  "  that  doth  me  please." 

I  charge,  that  ye  the  stents  keepe, 
them  not  for  slouth  nor  ignorauuce." 
she  gan  to  smile  and  laughen  depe, 
quod  I)  "  I  will  do  your  pleasaunce  : 
nth  statute  doth  mo  great  grevaunce, 
ist  that  release  or  modific. 
,"  (quod  she)  u  and  so  I  will  truly." 


And  softly  than  her  colour  gan  appere, 

As  rose  so  red  throughout  her  visage  all, 

Wherefore  me  thinke  it  is  according  here, 

That  she  of  right  be  cleped  Rosiall : 

Thus  have  I  won  with  wordes  great  and  small 

Some  goodly  worde  of  her,  that  I  love  best, 

And  trust  she  shall  yet  sette  mine  herte  in  rest 


"  Goth  on,"  she  said  to  Philobone,  "  and  take 

This  man  with  you,  and  lede  him  all  about 

Within  the  court,  and  shewc  him  for  my  sake 

What  lovers  dwell  within,  and  all  the  rout 

Of  officers  him  shew,  for  he  is  out  of  dout 

A  straunger  yet : " — "Come  on,"  (quod  Philobone) 

"  Philogenet,  with  mo  now  must  ye  gon." 

And  stalkyng  soft  with  easie  pace,  I  saw, 
About  the  kyng  stonden  all  environ, 
Attendaunce,  Diligence,  and  their  felow 
Fortherer,  Asperaunce,  and  many  one, 
Dred  to  offend,  there  stood,  and  not  alone, 
For  there  was  eke  the  cruell  adversair, 
The  lovers  foe  that  cleped  is  Dispair. 

Which  unto  me  spake  angrely  and  fell, 
And  said,  "  My  lady  me  disccive  ne  shall : 
Trowest  thou,"  (quod  she)  "that  all  that  she  did  tell, 
Is  true  !  nay,  nay,  but  under  hony  gall, 
Thy  birth  and  hers  they  be  nothing  egall : 
Cast  of  thine  herte  for  all  her  words  white, 
For  in  good  faith  she  loveth  thee  but  a  lite. 

"  And  eke  remembre  thine  habilite 
May  not  compare  with  her,  this  well  thou  wot : " 
Ye  then  came  Hope  and  said,  "  My  frend,  let  be, 
Beleve  him  not ;  Dispaire  he  ginneth  dote :" 
"  Alas,"  (quod  I)  M  here  is  both  cold  and  note. 
The  one  me  biddeth  love,  the  toder  nay  ; 
Thus  wote  I  not  what  me  is  best  to  say. 

«  But  well  wote  I,  my  lady  graunted  me 

Truly  to  be  my  woundes  remedie, 

Her  gentilness  may  not  infected  be 

With  doublenesse,  thus  trust  I  till  I  die." 

So  cast  I  to  voide  Dispaires  company, 

And  taken  Hope  to  councel  and  to  friend. 

"Yea,  keep  that  well,"  (quod  Philobone) "  in  mind." 

And  there  beside  within  a  bay  window, 

Stod  one  in  grene  ful  large  of  brede  and  length, 

His  beard  as  black  as  Aethers  of  the  crow, 

His  name  was  Lust,  of  wonder  might  and  strengtli, 

And  with  Delite  to  argue  there  he  think'th, 

For  this  was  all  his  opinion, 

That  love  was  sinne  :  and  so  he  hath  begon 

To  reason  fast,  and  ledge  auctoritie  : 

M  Nay,"  (quod  Delite)  "  love  is  a  vertue  clere, 

And  from  the  soule  his  progrcsse  holdeth  he  : 

Blind  apetite  of  lust  doth  often  stere, 

And  that  is  sinne  :  for  reason  lacketh  there, 

For  thou  dost  think  thy  neighbours  wife  to  win  : 

Yet  thinke  it  well  that  love  may  not  be  sinne. 

"  For  God  and  seint  they  love  right  verely, 
Void  of  all  sinne  and  vice  this  know  I  well, 
Affection  of  flesh  is  sin  truly, 
But  verray  love  is  vertue  as  I  fele, 
For  love  may  thy  freill  desire  ackele  : 
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For  verray  love  is  love,  withouten  sinne : " 
«  Now  stint,"  (quod  Lust)  u  thou  speketh  not  worth 
a  pinne." 

And  there  I  left  them  in  their  arguing, 

Homing  ferther  in  the  castell  wide, 

And  in  a  corner  Lier  stode  talking, 

Of  lesings  fast,  with  Flatery  there  beside, 

He  said  that  woman  were  attire  of  pride, 

And  men  were  found  of  nature  variaunt, 

And  could  be  false  and  shewen  beau  semblaunt. 

Than  Flatery  bespake  and  said, «  Ywis 
See  so  she  goth  on  patens  faire  and  fete, 
It  doth  right  well :  what  prety  man  is  this 
That  rometh  here  \  now  truly  drink  ne  mete 
Nede  I  not  have,  mine  herte  for  joy  doth  bete 
Him  to  behold,  so  is  he  goodly  freshe : 
I     It  semeth  for  love  his  herte  is  tender  and  neahe." 

I     This  is  the  court  of  lusty  folke  and  glad, 
And  well  becommeth  their  abite  and  array, 

I     O  why  be  some  so  sory  and  so  sad, 

I     Complaining  thus  in  blacke  and  white  and  gray  t 
Freres  they  ben,  and  monkes  in  good  fay : 
Alas,  for  routh  great  dole  it  is  to  seene, 

j     To  see  them  thus  bewaile  and  sory  been. 

See  how  they  cry  and  wring  their  handes  white, 

For  they  so  sone  went  to  religion, 

And  eke  the  nonnes  with  vayle  and  wimple  plight, 

Their  thought  is,  they  ben  in  confusion  : 

u  Alas,"  they  sain,  u  we  fain  perfection 

In  clothes  wide,  and  lacke  our  libertie, 

But  all  the  sinne  mote  on  our  frends  be. 

,  u  For  Venus  wote,  we  wold  as  faine  as  ye, 

That  bene  attired  here  and  welbesene, 

!  Desiren  man  and  love  in  our  degre, 

I  Ferm  and  faithful  right  as  wold  the  quene : 

I  Our  frends  wicke  in  tender  youth  and  grene, 

1  Ayenst  our  will  made  us  religious, 

!  That  is  the  cause  we  mourn  and  wailen  thus." 

Than  said  the  monk  and  freres  in  the  tide, 

u  Wei  may  we  curse  our  abbes  and  our  place, 

Our  statutes  sharpe  to  sing  in  copes  wide, 

Chastely  to  keepe  us  out  of  loves  grace, 

And  never  to  fele  comfort  ne  solace  : 

Yet  suffre  we  the  heate  of  loves  fire, 

And  after  that  some  other  haply  we  desire. 

'.     "  O  Fortune  cursed,  why  now  and  wherefore 
Hast  thou,"  they  said,  "  berafte  us  libertie, 

I     Sith  nature  yave  us  instrument  in  store, 
And  appetite  to  love  and  lovers  be  ? 

■     Why  mote  we  suffer  such  adversite, 

1     Diane  to  serve,  and  Venus  to  refuse  ! 

I     Ful  often  sithe  this  matters  doth  us  muse. 

"  We  serve  and  honour  sore  ayenst  our  will, 
Of  chastite  the  goddes  and  the  queene, 
Us  leefer  were  with  Venus  biden  still, 
And  have  reward  for  love  and  soget  bene 
Unto  these  women  courtly,  fresh,  and  shene  ; 
;     Fortune  we  curse  thy  wheele  of  variance, 
There  we  were  well  thou  revest  our  plesance." 

Thus  leave  I  them  with  voice  of  plaint  and  care, 
In  raging  wo  crying  full  pitously, 
1     And  as  1  yede  full  naked  and  full  bare, 
Some  I  behold  looking  dispitously, 


On  poverty  that  dedly  cast  their  eye, 

And  "  Welaway,"  they  cried,  and  were  not  faine, 

For  they  ne  might  their  glad  desire  attaine. 

For  lacke  of  rich  esse  worldly  and  good, 

They  banne  and  curse,  and  weep,  and  sain, 44  Alas, 

That  poverty  hath  us  hent  that  whilom  stood 

At  hertes  ease,  and  free  and  in  good  case, 

But  now  we  dare  not  shew  our  self  in  place, 

Ne  us  embold  to  dwell  in  company, 

There  as  our  herte  wold  love  right  faithfully." 

And  yet  again  ward  shriked  every  nonne, 
The  pange  of  love  so  straineth  them  to  crie  : 
"  Now  wo  the  time,"  (quod  they)  u  that  we  be  boon 
This  hatefull  ordre  nise  will  done  us  die, 
We  sighe  and  sobbe,  and  bleden  inwardly, 
Freting  ourself  with  thought  and  hard  complaint, 
That  nie  for  love  we  waxen  wood  and  faint." 

And  as  I  stood  beholding  here  and  there, 
I  was  ware  of  a  sort  full  languishing, 
Savage  and  wild  of  loking  and  of  chore, 
Their  mantel les  and  their  clothes  ay  tering, 
And  oft  they  were  of  nature  oomplaining, 
For  they  their  members  lacked,  foot  and  hand, 
With  visage  wry,  and  blind  I  understand. 

They  lacked  shape  and  beauty  to  preferre 
Themself  in  love :  and  said  that  God  and  kind, 
Hath  forged  them  to  worshippen  the  sterre, 
Venus  the  bright,  and  leften  all  behind 
His  other  werkes  dene  and  out  of  mind : 
"  For  other  have  their  full  shape  and  beauty, 
And  we"  (quod  they)  "  been  in  deformity." 

And  nie  to  them  there  was  a  company 

That  have  the  susters  warried  and  missaide, 

I  meane  the  three  of  fatal  destiny, 

That  be  our  workers :  sodenly  abraide 

Out  gan  they  cry  as  they  had  been  affraide, 

"  We  curse,"  (quod  they)  "  that  ever  hath  nature, 

Yforrned  us  this  wofull  life  to  endure." 

And  there  eke  was  Contrite  and  gan  repent, 
Confessing  hole  the  wound  that  Ci there 
Hath  with  the  darte  of  hote  desire  him  sent, 
And  how  that  he  to  love  must  subject  be  ; 
Than  held  he  all  his  skornes  vanity, 
And  said  that  lovers  held  a  blisful  life, 
Yong  men  and  old,  and  widow,  maid  and  wife. 

"  Bereve  me  goddesse,"  (quod  he)  "  of  thy  might 

My  skornes  all  and  skoffes,  that  I  have 

No  power  for  to  moken  any  wight, 

That  in  thy  service  dwell :  for  I  did  rave : 

This  know  I  well  right  now  so  god  me  save, 

And  I  shal  be  the  chief  post  of  thy  faith, 

And  love  uphold,  the  revers  who  so  saith." 

Dissemble  stode  not  ferre  from  him  in  troth, 

With  party  man  til  party  hode  and  hose, 

And  said  he  had  upon  his  lady  routh, 

And  thus  he  wound  him  in,  and  gan  to  glose 

Of  his  en  tent  ful  double  I  suppose, 

In  all  the  world  he  said  he  loved  her  wele, 

But  ay  me  thought  he  loved  her  nere  a  dele. 

Eke  Shamfastnesse  was  there  as  I  tooke  hede, 
That  blushed  rede,  and  durst  nat  ben  aknow 
She  lover  was,  for  thereof  had  she  drede  ; 
She  stode  and  hing  her  visage  downe  alow, 
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1  a  sight  it  was  to  seene  I  trow, 

roses  rody  on  their  stalke, 
>ud  no  wight  her  spy  to  speak  or  talk, 

art  so  gan  she  to  abashe, 

t  not  utter  al  her  previty  : 

stripe  and  many  a  grevous  lashe 

?n  to  them  that  wolden  lovers  be, 

dered  sore  the  simple  comonalty, 

no  wise  durst  grace  and  mercy  crave, 

e  not  she  they  need  but  ask  and  have, 

f  they  now  aprochen  for  to  speke, 
amefastnesse  returneth  them  again : 
nke,  if  we  our  secrets  counsel  breke, 
es  wil  have  scorn  on  us  certain, 
aventure  thinken  great  disdain  : 
amefastnesse  may  bringen  in  Dispeire, 
le  is  dede  the  toder  will  be  heire. 

rth  a  Vaunter,  now  I  ring  thy  bel, 

lim  soue,  to  God  I  make  a  vowe, 

I  blacke  as  fendes  doth  in  Hell, 

st,'*  (quod  he)  u  that  ever  I  did  wowe, 

k  worde  she  come,  I  wotte  not  how, 

n  armes  was  my  lady  free, 

lath  ben  a  thousand  mo  than  she. 

;land,  Britain,  Spain,  and  Picardy, 
nd  Fraunce,  and  up  in  hie  Holand, 
)ine,  Naples,  and  Italy, 
,  and  Grece,  and  up  in  hethen  lond 
er  woman  yet  that  wold  withstand, 
t  [my]  commaundement  whan  I  wold, 
neither  silver,  coigne,  ne  gold. 

ere  I  met  with  this  estate  and  that, 

I  broched,  her,  and  her  I  trow  : 

i  goeth  one  of  mine,  and  wotte  ye  what  t 

h  attired  have  I  laid  full  low, 

i  one  yonder  eke  right  well  I  know  : 

e  statute  whan  we  lay  yfere, 

i'on  same  hath  made  me  right  good  chere." 

h  a  Vaunter  blowen  every  where, 

te  knoweth,  and  more  a  thousand  fold  ; 

estry  of  kinne  was  to  Liere, 

he  maketh  promise  for  to  hold 

s  councel,  and  it  not  unfold, 

e  the  secret  whan  he  doth  unshitte, 

h  he,  that  all  the  world  may  witte. 

ag  so  his  promise  and  behest, 
;r  sore  he  hath  such  fantasie, 
Ih  wit  I  trow  or  is  a  beast, 
no  bet  himself  with  reason  gie, 
advise  love  shall  be  contrary 
aile,  and  him  eke  dishonour, 
l  court  he  shall  no  more  sojour. 

>ed,"  (quod  she)  this  little  Philobone, 
Envy  rocketh  in  the  corner  yond, 
th  durke,  and  ye  shall  see  anone 
•  body  fading  both  face  and  hond, 
he  fretteth  as  I  understood, 
of  Ovid  methamorphosose, 
"8  fo  he  is,  I  will  not  glose. 

ere  a  lover  thinketh  him  promote 
I  grutch,  repining  at  his  wele, 
h  sore  about  his  hertes  rote, 
o  wise  he  cannot  live  in  hele, 


And  if  the  faithful  to  his  lady  stele, 

Envy  will  noise  and  ring  it  round  about, 

And  Bey  much  worse  than  done  is  out  of  dout.* 

And  Privy  Thought  rejoysing  of  himselfe, 

Stood  not  ferre  thence  in  abite  marvellous, 

"  Yon  is,"  (thought  I)  "  some  spirit  or  some  elfe, 

His  subtill  image  is  so  curious  : 

How  is,"  (quod  I)  "  that  he  is  shaded  thus 

With  yonder  cloth,  I  n'ot  of  what  colour  !" 

And  nere  I  went  and  gan  to  lere  and  pore  ; 

And  framed  him  a  question  full  hard, 

"  What  is,"  (quod  I)  "  the  thing  thou  lovest  best, 

Or  what  is  bote  unto  thy  paines  hard  ! 

Me  thinke  thou  livest  here  in  great  unrest, 

Thou  wandrest  aye  from  south  to  east  and  west, 

And  east  to  north  as  ferre  as  I  can  see, 

There  is  no  place  in  court  may  holden  thee. 

u  Whom  followest  thou,  where  is  thy  herte  yset ! 

But  my  demaund  asoile  I  thee  require." 

"  Me  thought,"  (quod  he)  "  no  creature  may  let 

Me  to  ben  here,  and  where  as  I  desire  : 

For  where  as  absence  hath  done  out  the  fire, 

My  mery  thought  it  kindeleth  yet  againe, 

That  bodely  me  thinke  with  my  soveraine 

"  Istandand8peake,and  laugh,  and  kiase, and  halse ; 
So  that  my  thought  comforteth  me  ful  oft : 
I  think  god  wote,  though  al  the  world  be  false, 
I  will  be  true,  I  thinke  also  how  soft 
My  lady  is  in  speach,  and  this  on  loft 
Bringeth  min  herte  with  ioy  and  great  gladnea, 
This  privy  thought  alayeth  mine  hea vines. 

"  And  what  I  thinke  or  where  to  be,  no  man 
In  all  this  Earth  can  tell  ywis  but  I  ; 
And  eke  there  n'is  no  swalow  swift,  ne  swan 
So  wight  of  wing,  ne  half  so  yerne  can  flie ; 
For  I  can  bene  and  that  right  sodenly, 
In  Heven,  in  Hell,  in  Paradise,  and  here, 
And  with  my  lady  whan  I  will  desire. 

M I  am  of  counsell  ferre  and  wide  I  wote, 

With  lorde  and  lady,  and  their  privite 

I  wotte  it  all,  and  be  it  colde  or  hote, 

They  shall  not  speake  without  licence  of  me, 

I  mine  in  soch  as  seasonable  be, 

For  first  the  thing  is  thought  within  the  hart, 

Ere  any  word  out  from  the  mouth  astart." 

And  with  the  word  Thought  bad  farewel  and  yede: 
Eke  forth  went  I  to  seene  the  courts  guise, 
And  at  the  doore  came  in,  so  God  me  spede, 
Twenty  courteours  of  age  and  of  assise 
Liche  high,  and  brode,  and  as  I  me  advise, 
The  Golden  Love,  and  Leden  Love  they  hight, 
The  tone  was  sad,  the  toder  glad  and  light. 

"  Yes  drawyour  herte  with  all  your  force  and  might, 
To  lustinesse  and  ben  as  ye  have  seid, 
And  thinke  that  I  no  drope  of  favour  hight, 
Ne  never  had  unto  your  desire  obeid, 
Till  sodenly  me  thought  me  was  affraied, 
To  seene  you  waxe  so  dede  of  countenaunce, 
And  Pite  bade  me  done  you  some  pleasaunce. 

a  Out  of  her  shrine  she  rose  from  death  to  live, 
And  in  mine  eare  full  prively  she  spake, 
'  Doth  not  your  servaunt  hens  away  to  drive, 
Rosial,'  (quod  she)  and  than  mine  herte  it  brake, 
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For  tenderiche  :  and  where  I  found  moch  lacke, 

In  your  person,  than  I  my  selfe  bethought, 

And saide,  this  is  the  man  mine  hearte  hath  sought.'' 

"  Graraercy  Pity,  might  I  but  suffise, 

To  yeve  due  laude  unto  thy  shrine  of  gold, 

God  wotte  I  would :  for  sith  that  thou  did  rise 

From  death  to  live  for  me,  I  am  behold 

To  thanken  you  a  thousand  times  told, 

And  eke  my  lady  Rosial  the  shene, 

Which  hath  in  comfort  set  mine  herte  ywene. 

"  And  here  I  make  mine  protestation, 

And  depely  swere  as  mine  power  to  bene 

Faithful,  devoide  of  variacion, 

And  her  forbeare  in  anger  or  in  tene, 

And  serviceable  to  my  worldes  quene, 

With  al  my  reason  and  intelligence, 

To  done  her  honour  high  and  reverence." 

I  had  not  spoke  so  sone  the  worde,  but  she, 
>    My  soveraine,  did  thanke  me  hertely, 
I    And  said,"  Abide,  ye  shall  dwell  still  with  me, 
Till  season  come  of  May,  for  than  truly, 
The  king  of  love  and  all  his  company, 
Shall  hold  his  feste  full  rially  and  well," 
And  there  I  bode  till  that  the  season  fell. 

I   

1  On  May  day  whan  the  larke  began  to  rise, 

|  To  matens  went  the  lusty  nightingale, 

i  Within  a  temple  shapen  hauthorn  wise, 

i  He  might  not  slepe  in  all  the  nightertale, 

|  But"  Domine  labia"  gan  he  cry  and  gale, 

j  u  My  lippes  open  lord  of  love  I  cry, 

And  let  my  mouth  thy  preising  now  bewry.,, 

The  egle  sang  «  Venite  bodies  all, 
And  let  us  joy  to  love  that  is  our  health," 
And  to  the  deske  anon  they  gan  to  fall, 
And  who  came  late  he  preesed  in  by  stealth  : 

J    Than  sayd  the  faucon  our  own  hertes  wealth, 

j    "  Domine  Dominus  noster  I  wote, 

I    Ye  be  the  God  that  done  us  brenne  thus  bote  " 

!    u  Cosli  enarrant"  said  the  popingay, 

*'  Your  might  is  told  in  Heaven  and  firmanent," 

'    And  than  came  in  the  gold-finch  freshe  and  gay, 

,    And  said  this  psalme  with  hertily  glad  intent 
"  Domini  est  terra"  this  laten  intent, 
The  God  of  love  hath  yerth  in  governaunce  : 

|    And  than  the  wren  gan  skippen  and  to  daunce. 

J    "Jube  Domino  0  lord  of  love,  1  pray 

Coramaund  me  well  this  lesson  for  to  rede, 
|    This  legende  is  of  all  that  woulden  dey 
I    Martires  for  love,  God  yet  the  souls  spede  : 
i    And  to  thee  Venus  sing  we  out  of  drede, 
By  influence  of  all  thy  vertue  great, 
Besechyng  thee  to  keepe  us  in  our  heat." 

I    The  second  lesson  robin  redebrest  sang, 
!    "  Haile  to  the  god  and  goddes  of  our  lay," 
i     And  to  the  lectorne  amorously  he  sprong, 

"  Haile  now,"  (<juod  eke)  "  O  fresh  season  of  May, 
Our  inoncth  glad  that  singen  on  the  spray, 


Haile  to  the  floures,  rede,  and  white,  and  blewe, 
Which  by  their  vertue  maketh  our  lust  new." 

The  third  lesson  the  turtil  dove  toke  up, 
And  thereat  lough  the  mavis  in  a  scome, 
He  said, "  O  God,  as  mote  I  dine  or  suppe, 
This  folish  dove  will  give  us  al  an  horne, 
There  ben  right  here  a  thousand  better  borne, 
To  rede  this  lesson,  which  as  well  as  he, 
And  eke  as  bote,  can  love  iu  all  degree." 

The  turtil  dove  said, «  Welcom,  welcom  May, 
Gladsom  and  light  to  lovers  that  ben  trew  :* 
I  thanke  thee  lord  of  love  that  doth  purvey, 
For  me  to  rede  this  lesson  al  of  dewe, 
For  in  good  soth  of  corage  I  pursue, 
I  To  serve  my  make  till  death  us  must  depart," 
And  than  "  Tu  aulem"  sang  he  all  apart. 

"  Te  deum  amoris"  sang  the  throstel  cocke  ; 

Tuball  himselfe  the  first  musician, 

With  key  of  armony  coude  not  onlocke, 

So  swete  tewne  as  that  the  throstel  can : 

u  The  lorde  of  love  we  praysen,"(  quod  he)  than, 

And  so  done  al  the  foules  great  and  lite, 

"  Honour  we  May,  in  fals  lovers  dispite." 

u  Dominus  regnavit"  said  the  pecocke  there, 
"  The  lord  of  love  that  mighty  prince  ywis, 
He  is  received  here  and  every  where : 
Now  Jubilate  sing:  "—"What  meaneth  thin!" 
Said  than  the  linet ;  u  welcome  lord  of  bliaac 
Out  sterte  the  owle  with  "  Benedicite9" 
u  What  meaneth  all  this  mery  fare  ?"  (quod  be.) 

"  Laudato,"  sang  the  larke  with  voice  ful  shril, 
And  eke  the  kight  "  O  admirabile, 
This  quere  wil  thorow  mine  ears  pers  and  thril, 
But  what,  welcome  this  May  season, "(quod  he) 
"  And  honour  to  the  lord  of  love  mote  be, 
That  hath  this  feste  so  solempne  and  so  hie," 
"  Amen"  said  al,  aud  so  said  eke  the  pie. 

And  forth  the  cockow  gan  procede  anon, 
With  "  Benedictus"  thanking  God  in  hast, 
That  in  this  May  would  visite  them  echon, 
And  gladden  them  all  while  the  feast  shal  last, 
And  therewithal  a  laughter  out  he  brast, 
"  I  thanke  it  God  that  I  should  end  the  song, 
And  all  the  service  which  hath  ben  so  long. 

Thus  sang  they  all  the  service  of  the  feste, 
And  that  was  done  right  erly  to  my  dome, 
|  And  forth  goth  all  the  court  both  most  and  leste, 
To  fetch  the  floures  fresh,  and  braunch  and  blonw, 
And  namely  hauthorn  brought  both  page  and  grome 
With  fresh  garlants  party  blew  and  white, 
And  than  re  joy  sen  in  their  great  delite. 

Eke  ech  at  other  threw  the  floures  bright, 
■  The  primerose,  the  violete,  and  the  gold, 
1  So  than  as  I  beheld  the  royal  1  sight, 
,  My  lady  gan  me  sodenly  behold, 
And  with  a  trewe  love  plited  many  a  fold, 
She  smote  me  through  the  very  heart  as  blive, 
And  Venus  yet  I  thanke  I  am  alive. 

,  EXPLICIT. 
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hat  I  have  sought  so  yore  agon 
erte  sore,  and  full  of  besie  paine, 
this  worlde  was  never  wight  so  wo 
t  deathe,  and  if  I  shall  not  faine, 
pose  was  to  Pitie  to  complaine 
tie  cruelty  and  tyranny 
?,  that  for  uiy  trouth  doth  me  dye. 

\t  I  by  length  of  certaine  yeares 
er  in  one  sought  a  time  to  speke, 
e  ran  I,  all  bespreint  with  teares, 
ren  her  on  Cruelty  me  awreke  ; 
I  might  with  any  word  out  breake, 
her  any  of  my  paines  smerte, 
1  her  dead  and  buried  in  an  herte. 

e  I  fell,  whan  I  saw  the  herse, 
b  a  stone,  while  that  swoone  me  last, 
I  rose  with  colour  full  diverse, 
tously  on  her  mine  eyen  I  cast, 
arer  the  corse  I  gan  preasen  fast, 
r  the  soule  I  shope  me  for  to  pray, 
>ut  lorne,  there  was  no  more  to  say. 

m  I  slaine,  sith  that  Pitie  is  dead, 

le  day  that  ever  it  should  fall  ! 

naner  man  dare  now  hold  up  his  head  t 

m  shall  now  any  sorrowful  herte  call  f 

-oelty  hath  cast  to  alee  us  all 

hope,  folke  rechelesse  of  paine, 

e  is  dead,  to  whom  shall  we  complaine  f 

;  encreaseth  me  this  wonder  new, 

>  wight  wote  that  she  is  dead  but  I, 

y  men  as  in  her  time  her  knew, 

t  she  deyde  so  suddaiuly, 

lave  sought  her  ever  full  busily, 

lad  first  wit  or  mind, 

3  was  dead,  ere  I  could  her  find. 

her  herse  there  stooden  lustily 
iten  any  mo,  as  though  to  me, 
,  perfitely  well  armed  and  richely, 
?sh  Beaute,  Lust,  and  Jolite, 
d-manner,  Youth,  and  Honeste, 
>me,  Estate,  Drede,  and  Govcrnaunce, 
red  both  by  bond  and  alliauncc. 

plaint  had  I  written  in  my  honde, 
e  put  to  Pitie,  as  a  bill, 
here  all  this  company  fonde, 
ither  would  all  my  cause  spill, 
o  me  helpe  :  1  hold  my  plaint  still 
those  folke  withouten  faile, 
it  Pitie  there  may  no  bill  avail. 


Than  leave  all  vertues,  save  only  Pitie, 
Kepiug  the  corse,  as  ye  have  heard  me  saine, 
Confedred  by  honde  until  Crueltie, 
And  be  assented  whan  I  shall  be  slaine  ; 
And  I  have  put  my  complainte  up  againe, 
For  to  my  foes  my  bill  I  dare  not  she  we 
The  effect,  which  saith  thus  in  wordes  fewe. 

u  Humblest  of  herte,  highest  of  reverence, 
Benigne  floure,  croune  of  vertues  all, 
Sheweiit  unto  your  royall  excellence 
Your  servaunt,  if  I  durst  me  so  call, 
His  mortall  harme  in  which  he  is  yfall, 
And  nought  all  only  for  his  wofull  fare, 
But  for  your  renome,  as  he  shall  declare. 

"It  standeth  thus,  that  contraire  Crueltie 

Allied  is  ayenst  your  regal  tie 

Under  colour  of  womanly  beautie, 

(For  men  should  not  know  her  tyrannie) 

With  Bountie,  Gentillesse,  and  Courtesie, 

And  hath  deprived  you  of  your  place, 

That  is  hie  beautie,  appertenaunt  to  your  grace. 

"  For  Kindly,  by  your  heritage  right 
Ye  be  annexed  ever  unto  Bountie, 
And  verely  ye  ought  to  doe  your  might 
To  helpe  Trouth  in  his  adversitie  : 
Ye  be  also  the  croune  of  beautie, 
And  certes,  if  ye  want  in  these  twaine 
The  world  is  lore,  there  is  no  more  to  saine. 

"  Eke  what  availeth  manner  and  gentilesse 

Without  you,  benigne  creature  ! 

Shall  Crueltie  be  your  governeresse  ! 

Alas,  what  herte  may  it  long  endure  t 

Wherefore,  but  ye  rather  take  cure 

To  breake  that  perilous  alliaunce, 

Ye  sleen  hem  that  been  in  your  obeysaunce. 

*'  And  further,  if  ye  suffer  this, 
Your  renome  is  fordo  in  a  throw, 
There  shall  no  man  wete  what  pitie  is, 
Alas,  that  ever  your  renome  is  fall  so  low  ! 
Ye  be  also  fro  vour  heritage  ythrow  ; 
But  Crueltie,  that  occupieth  your  place, 
And  we  dispaired  that  seeken  your  grace. 

"  Have  mercy  on  me,  thou  Herenus,  queene, 
That  you  have  sought  so  tenderly  and  sore  ; 
Let  some  strcame  of  light  on  me  be  seene. 
That  love  and  drede  you  ever  longer  the  more  ; 
For  soothly  to  saine,  1  bearc  so  sore, 
And  though  I  be  not  conning  for  to  plaine, 
For  Goddes  love  have  mercy  on  my  paine  ! 
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u  My  paine  is  this,  that  nought  so  I  desire, 
That  have  I  not,  ne  nothing  like  thereto 
And  ever  setteth  Desire  mine  herte  on  fire, 
Eke  on  that  other  side  where  that  I  go, 
What  maner  thing  that  may  encrease  my  wo, 
That  have  I  ready  unsought  every  where, 
Me  lacketh  but  my  death,  and  then  my  here. 

"  What  nedeth  to  shew  parcell  of  my  paine  t 
Sith  every  wo,  that  herte  may  bethinke, 
I  suffer,  and  yet  I  dare  not  to  you  plaine, 
For  well  I  wote,  though  I  wake  or  winke, 


Ye  recke  not  whether  I  flete  or  rinke  ; 

And  nathelesse  yet  my  trouth  1  shall  susteine 

Unto  my  death,  and  that  shall  well  be  sene. 

u  This  is  to  saine,  I  will  be  yours  ever, 
Though  ye  me  slee  by  Crueltie  your  fo, 
A 1  gate  my  spirit  shall  never  disce+er 
Fro  your  service,  fro  any  paine  or  wo. 
Sith  ye  be  yet  dead,  alas,  that  it  is  so  ! 
Thus  for  your  death  I  maye  wepe  and  plaine 
With  herte  sore,  and  full  of  busie  paine." 

EXPLICIT. 
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v.  1 

"  0  thou  fiers  God  of  armes,  Mars  the  rede, 
That  in  thy  frosty  countrey  called  Thrace, 
Within  thy  grisly  temples  full  of  drede, 
Honoured  art  as  patrone  of  that  place, 
With  thee  Bellona,  Pallas  full  of  grace, 
Be  present,  and  my  song  continue  and  gie  I 
At  my  beginning  thus  to  thee  I  crie. 

u  For  it  full  depe  is  sonken  in  my  minde 
With  pitous  herte,  in  English  to  endite 
This  old  story,  in  Latine  which  I  finde, 
Of  queene  Annelida  and  false  Arcite, 
That  elde,  which  all  can  frete  and  bite, 
(And  it  hath  fretcn  many  a  noble  story,) 
Hath  nigh  devoured  out  of  our  memory. 

"  Be  favourable  eke  thou  Polimnia, 

On  Pernaso  that  hath  thy  sisters  glade, 

By  Elicon,  not  far  from  Cirsa, 

Singest  with  voice  memorial  in  the  shade, 

Under  the  laurer,  which  that  may  not  fade, 

And  do  that  1  my  ship  to  haven  winne  ! 

First  follow  I  Stace,  and  after  him  Corinne.,, 

J  am  que  domos  patrias  Cithiw  post  aspera  gentis, 
Prcelia  laurigeo  subeuntem  Thesea  curru, 
Lcetifici  plausus  missusque  ad  sidera  vulgi,  8^c. 

Whan  Theseus  with  war  res  long  and  great, 
The  aspre  folke  of  Cithe  had  overcome, 
The  laurer  crowned  in  liis  chaire  gold  beat, 
Home  to  his  country  houses  is  ycome, 
For  which  the  people  blisful  all  and  some, 
So  criden,  that  to  the  sterres  it  went, 
And  him  to  honouren  did  all  hir  entent. 

Before  this  duke  in  sign  of  victory, 
The  trompes  come,  and  in  his  baner  large, 
The  image  of  Mare,  and  in  token  of  glory, 
Men  might  see  of  treasure  many  a  charge, 
Many  a  bright  helm,  and  many  a  spere  and  targe, 
Many  a  fresh  knight,  and  many  a  blisful  rout, 
On  horse  and  on  foot,  in  all  the  field  about. 

lpolita  his  wife,  the  hardy  queene 
Of  Cithia,  that  he  conquered  had, 
With  Emily  her  young  suster  shene, 
Faire  in  a  chaire  of  gold  he  with  him  lad, 
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That  all  the  ground  about  her  chair  she  sprad 
With  brightness  of  beauty  in  her  face, 
Fulfilled  of  largesse  and  of  grace. 

With  his  triumph  and  laurer  crowned  thus, 
In  all  the  floure  of  fortunes  yeving, 
Let  I  this  noble  prince  Theseus 
Toward  Athenes  in  his  way  riding, 
And  fonde  I  woll  in  shortly  to  bring 
The  slye  way  of  that  1  gan  to  write, 
Of  queene  Annelida  and  false  Arcite. 

Mars,  that  through  his  furious  course  of  ire, 

The  old  wrath  of  Juno  to  fulfill, 

Hath  set  the  peoples  hertes  both  on  fire 

Of  Thebes  and  Grece,  and  everich  other  to  kill 

With  bloody  speres,  rested  never  still, 

But  throng  now  here,  now  there,  among  hem  both, 

That  everich  other  slue,  so  were  they  wroth. 

For  whan  Amphiorax  and  Tide  us, 
Ipomedon  and  Partinope  also 
Were  dedde,  and  slain  proud  Campaneus, 
And  whan  the  wretched  Thebans  brethren  two 
Were  slain,  and  king  Adrastus  home  ygo, 
So  desolate  stood  Thebes  and  so  bare, 
Tliat  no  wight  could  remedy  his  care. 

And  whan  the  old  Creon  gan  espy 

How  that  the  blood  royal  was  brought  adown, 

He  held  the  citee  by  his  tyranny, 

And  did  the  gentils  of  that  regiouu 

To  been  his  friends,  and  dwell  in  the  toun, 

So  what  for  love  of  him,  and  what  for  awe, 

The  noble  folke  were  to  the  towne  ydrawe. 

Among  all  these,  Annelida  the  queene 
Of  Ermony  was  in  that  towne  dwelling, 
That  fairer  was  than  the  Sonne  aheene, 
Throughout  the  world  so  gan  her  name  spring, 
That  her  to  see  had  every  wight  liking, 
For  as  of  trouth,  is  there  none  her  licbe 
Of  all  the  women  in  this  world  riche. 

|  Yong  was  this  queene,  of  twenty  yere  old, 
I  Of  middle  stature,  and  of  soch  fairnesse, 
That  Nature  had  a  joy  her  to  behold, 
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>eakeu  of  her  stedfastnesse, 
ath  Penelope  aud  Lucresse, 
if  she  may  ben  comprehended, 
;  nothing  been  amended. 

knight  eke  sothe  to  sain, 
iert<»  withall  a  lusty  knight, 
louble  in  love,  and  nothing  plain, 
n  that  craft  over  any  wight, 
i  cunning  wan  this  lady  bright : 
th  he  gan  her  trouth  assure, 
1  trusteth  over  any  creature. 

I  sain  t  she  loveth  Arcite  so 
lat  he  was  absent  any  throw, 
lought  her  herte  brast  atwo, 
ght  to  her  he  bare  him  low, 
vende  have  all  his  herte  yknow, 
also,  it  n'as  but  fayned  cherc, 
)t  soche  crafte  men  to  lere. 

?lesse,  full  mikell  businesse 
bat  he  might  his  lady  winne, 
e  would  dien  for  distresse, 
witte  he  said  he  would  twinne  : 
ile  !  for  it  was  routh  and  since, 
m  his  son-owes  would  rue, 
thinketh  the  false  as  doth  the  true. 

•  found  Arcite  in  soch  manere, 
his  that  she  hath,  moch  or  lite, 

ature  made  she  cheer, 

1  it  liked  to  Arcite, 

u  lack  with  which  he  might  her  wite, 

erforth  yeven  him  to  please, 
liked  him  did  her  ease. 

>  her  no  maner  letter  sent, 
1  love,  from  any  maner  wight, 
shewed  him,  or  it  was  brent, 
was,  and  did  her  full  might, 
hide  nothing  from  her  knight, 
ly  untrouth  her  upbreyde  ; 
e  his  herte  she  obeyd. 

made  him  jalous  over  her, 

lat  any  man  had  to  her  sayd, 

lid  praien  her  to  swere 

tat  word,  or  make  him  yvell  apaid, 

she  out  of  her  wit  have  braid, 

but  sleight  and  flatterie, 

i  he  fained  jelousie. 

tooke  she  so  debonairly, 
will  her  thought  it  skilful  thing, 
9  lenger  she  loved  him  tenderly, 
honour  as  he  were  a  king, 
as  to  him  wedded  with  a  ring, 
•th  upon  trouth  is  her  entent, 
be  goth  her  herte  with  him  went. 

ial  eat,  on  him  is  so  her  thought, 
meth  of  meate  toke  she  keepe, 
ae  was  to  her  rest  brought, 
thought  alway  till  that  she  slope, 
is  absent,  prively  doth  she  wepc  ; 
faire  Annelida  the  queene, 
cite,  that  did  her  all  this  tenc, 

rcite,  of  his  newfanglenesse, 
im  so  lowly  was  and  trewe, 


Tooke  lesse  deintee  for  her  stedfastnesse, 
And  saw  another  lady  proude  and  newe, 
And  right  anon  he  clad  him  in  her  he  we, 
Wote  1  not  whether  in  white,  reed,  or  grene, 
And  falsed  faire  Annelida  the  queene. 

But  neverthelesse,  great  wonder  was  it  none 

Though  he  were  false,  for  it  is  the  kind  of  man, 

Sith  Lamech  was,  that  is  so  long  agone, 

To  be  in  love  as  false  as  ever  he  can, 

He  was  the  first  father  that  began 

To  loven  two,  and  was  in  bigamye. 

And  he  found  tents  first,  but  if  meu  lye. 

This  false  Arcite,  somewhat  must  he  faine. 
Whan  he  was  false,  to  coveren  his  tratourie, 
Right  as  an  horse,  that  can  both  bite  and  plaine, 
For  he  bare 'her  in  honde  of  treacherie, 
And  swore  he  coude  her  doublenesse  espye, 
And  all  was  falseness©  that  she  to  him  ment ; 
Thus  swore  this  tliefe,  and  forth  his  way  he  went 

Alas,  what  herte  might  endure  it, 

For  routhe  or  wo,  her  sorrow  for  to  tell  ! 

Or  what  man  hath  the  cunning  or  the  wit, 

Or  what  roan  might  within  the  chambre  dwell, 

If  1  to  him  rehersen  shall  the  Hell 

That  suffreth  fayre  Annelida  the  queene, 

For  false  Arcite,  that  did  her  all  this  tene  t 

She  wepeth,  waileth,  and  swouneth  pitously, 
To  ground  deed  she  falleth  as  a  stone 
Crampisheth  her  limmes  crokedly, 
She  speketh  as  her  witte  were  all  agone, 
Other  colour  than  ashen  hath  she  none, 
Ne  none  other  word  speketh  she  moch  or  lite, 
But  "  Mercy,  cruell  herte,  mine  Arcite." 

And  thus  endureth,  til  that  she  was  so  mate 
That  she  ne  hath  foot,  on  which  she  may  sustene, 
But  forth  languishing  ever  in  tliis  estate, 
Of  which  Arcite  hath  neyther  routhe  ne  tene, 
His  herte  was  elswhere  newe  and  grene, 
That  on  her  wo,  ne  deineth  him  not  to  think, 
Him  recketh  never  whether  she  flete  or  sinke. 

This  newe  lady  holdeth  him  so  narowe, 
Up  by  the  bridel,  at  the  staves  end, 
That  every  word  he  dred  it  as  an  arowe. 
Her  daunger  made  him  both  bowe  and  bend, 
And  as  her  luste,  made  him  turne  or  wend, 
For  she  ne  grauuted  him  in  her  living, 
No  grace,  why  that  he  hath  to  sing. 

But  drove  him  forth,  unneth  list  her  know 
That  he  was  servaunt  unto  her  ladyship, 
But  lest  he  were  proude,  she  helde  him  lowe, 
Thus  serveth  he,  without  meate  or  sip, 
She  sent  him  now  to  land,  and  now  to  ship, 
And  for  she  yave  him  daunger  all  his  fill, 
Thcrfore  she  had  him  at  her  owne  will. 

Ensample  of  this,  ye  thrifty  women  all, 
Take  hede  of  Annelida  and  false  Arcite, 
That  for  her  list  him  her  dere  herte  call, 
And  was  so  meke,  therefore  he  loved  her  lite, 
The  kinde  of  mannes  herte  is  to  delite 
i  On  thing  that  strauuge  is,  al  so  God  me  save, 
For  what  they  may  not  get,  that  wold  they  have. 
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Now  turne  we  to  Annelida  ayen, 
Tiiut  pincth  day  by  day  in  languishing, 
But  whan  she  saw  that  her  ne  gate  no  geyn, 
Upon  a  day  full  sorrowfully  wepying, 
She  cast  her  for  to  make  a  complaining, 
And  with  her  owne  hand  she  gan  it  write, 
And  sent  it  to  her  Theban  knight  Arcite. 


THE  COMPLAINT  OP  ANNELIDA  TO 
FALSE  ARCITE. 

"  So  thirled  with  the  point  of  remembraunce, 

Theswerde  of  sorowe,  whette  with  false  pleasaunce, 

Mine  herte  bare  of  blisse,  and  black  of  hew 

That  turned  is  to  quaking  all  my  daunce, 

My  sewerty  is  a  waped  countenaunce,' 

Sens  it  avayleth  nought  to  ben  trew  : 

For  who  so  trew  is,  it  shall  her  rew, 

That  serveth  love,  and  doth  her  observaunce 

Alway  to  one,  and  chaungeth  for  no  new. 

"  I  wote  my  selfe  as  well  as  any  wight, 
For  I  loved  one,  with  all  mine  herte  and  might 
More  than  my  self  an  hundred  thousand  sith, 
And  called  him  my  hertes  life,  my  knight, 
And  was  all  his,  as  ferre  as  it  was  right, 
And  whan  that  he  was  glad,  than  was  I  blithe, 
And  his  disease  was  my  death  as  swithe, 
And  he  ayen,  his  trouth  hath  me  plight, 
For  evermore  hys  lady  me  to  kithe. 

"  Now  is  he  false  alas,  and  eauseles, 
And  of  my  wo  he  is  so  routhles, 
That  with  a  worde  him  list  not  ones  daine, 
To  bring  ayen  my  sorowfull  herte  in  pees, 
For  he  is  caught  up  in  another  lees  ; 
Right  as  him  list,  he  laugh eth  at  mv  painc, 
And  I  ne  can  mine  herte  not  restraine 
For  to  love  him  yet  alway  nevertheles, 
And  of  all  this  I  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine. 

"  And  should  I  plaine,  alas,  the  hard  stounde, 
Unto  my  foe,  that  yave  mine  herte  a  wounde, 
And  yet  desireth  that  mine  harme  be  more, 
Now  certes  ferther  woll  I  never  found, 
None  other  helpe,  my  sores  for  to  sound, 
My  desteny  hath  shaped  so  full  yore, 
I  woll  none  other  medicine  ne  lore, 
I  woll  ben  aye  there  I  was  ones  bound, 
That  I  have  said,  be  said  for  evermore. 

"  Alas,  where  is  become  your  gentilnessc, 
Your  words  full  of  pleasaunce  and  humblenesse, 
Your  observaunce  in  so  lowe  manere, 
Your  awayting,  and  your  besinesse, 
On  me  that  ye  called  your  maistresse, 
Your  Boveraine  lady  in  this  worlde  here  ! 
Alas,  is  there  neyther  worde  ne  chere, 
Ye  vouchsafe  upon  mine  hevinesse  t 
Alas,  your  love,  I  buy  it  all  to  dere. 

M  Now  certes  swete,  though  that  ye 

Thus  causelessc  the  cause  be, 

Of  my  deedly  adversite, 

Your  manly  reason  ought  it  to  respite, 

To  slee  your  frende,  and  namely  me, 

That  never  yet  in  no  doirre 

Offended  you,  as  wisely  he 

That  all  wote,  of  wo  my  soule  quite. 


"  But  for  I  was  so  plavne,  Arcite, 
In  all  my  workes  much  and  lite, 
And  was  so  besie  you  to  delite, 
Myne  honour  save,  meke,  kinde,  and  fre, 
Therefore  ye  put  in  me  this  wite : 
Alas,  ye  retche  not  a  mite, 
Though  that  the  swerde  of  sorow  bite 
My  wofull  herte,  through  your  cruelty. 

"  My  sweet  foe,  why  do  ye  so  for  shame, 
And  thinke  ye  that  furthered  be  your  name, 
To  love  a  newe,  and  ben  untrew  aye, 
And  put  you  in  slander  now  and  blame, 
And  do  to  me  adversitie  and  grame, 
That  love  you  most,  God  thou  wost,  alwaye  ? 
Yet  turne  ayen,  and  yet  be  playne  some  daye, 
And  than  shall  this  that  now  is  mis,  ben  game, 
And  all  foryeve,  while  1  lyve  may. 

"  Lo,  herte  myne,  al  this  is  for  to  saine, 
As  whether  shall  I  pray  or  els  plaine, 
Which  is  the  way  to  done  you  to  be  trewe  ? 
For  either  mote  I  have  you  in  my  chaine, 
Or  with  the  deth  ye  mote  depart  us  twaine, 
There  bethe  none  other  meane  waves  new, 
For  God  so  wisely  on  my  soule  rewe, 
As  verily  ye  slaine  me  with  the  paine, 
That  mowe  ye  see  unfained  on  mine  hewe. 

M  For  thus  ferforth  have  I  my  deth  sought, 
My  selfe  I  murder  with  my  privie  thought, 
For  sorow  and  routh  of  your  unkindnesse, 
I  wepe,  I  waile,  I  fast,  all  helpeth  naught, 
1  voide  joy  that  is  to  speake  of  aught, 
I  voide  company,  I  flie  gladnesse ; 
Who  may  a  vaunt  her  better  of  hevinesse, 
Than  1 1  and  to  this  plite  have  ye  me  brought, 
Without  gilte,  me  needeth  no  witnesse. 

"  And  should  I  pray,  and  weiven  womanhede, 

Nay  rather  death,  than  do  so  foule  a  dede, 

And  aske  mercy  and  giltlesse,  what  nede ! 

And  if  I  plaine  what  life  I  lede, 

You  recketh  not,  that  know  I  out  of  drede, 

And  if  I  unto  you  mine  othes  bede 

For  mine  excuse,  a  scorne  shall  be  my  mede, 

Your  chere  floureth,  but  it  woll  not  sede, 

Full  long  agon  I  might  have  taken  hede. 

u  For  though  I  had  you  to  morow  agayne, 
I  might  as  well  hold  Aprill  from  raine, 
As  holde  you  to  maken  stedfast. 
Almighty  God,  of  trouth  the  soverain, 
Where  is  that  trouth  of  man,  who  hath  it  slayo  f 
She  that  hem  loveth,  shall  hem  find  as  fast, 
As  in  a  tempest  is  a  rotten  mast ; 
Is  that  a  tame  beest,  that  is  aye  fayne 
To  renne  away,  whan  he  is  lest  agast ! 

"  Now  mercy  sweete,  if  I  missay, 

Have  I  aught  said  out  of  the  way, 

I  n'ot,  my  witte  is  all  away, 

I  fare  as  doth  the  songe  of  chantepleore, 

For  now  I  plaine,  and  now  I  play, 

I  am  so  mased  that  I  dey, 

Arcite  hath  borne  away  the  key 

Of  all  my  world,  and  my  good  aventure. 

"  For  in  this  world  there  is  no  creature, 
Walking  in  more  discomfiture, 
Than  I,  ne  more  sorowe  endure, 
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I  sleepe  a  furlonge  way  or  tway, 
hinketh  me  that  your  figure 

mo  stant  clad  in  asure, 
»  profre  a  newe  assure, 

ben  trewe,  and  mercy  me  to  pray. 

long  night,  this  wonder  sight  ydrie, 

n  the  day  for  such  affray  I  die. 

f  all  this  right  naught  ywis  ye  retche, 

irermore  mine  eyen  two  ben  drye, 

>  your  routh,  and  to  your  trouth  I  crie  ; 

?11  away,  to  ferre  been  they  to  fetch  ! 

loldeth  me  my  desteny  a  wretch, 

e  to  rede  out  of  this  drede  or  gie, 

y  my  wit  (so  weake  is  it)  not  stretch. 

i  end  I  thus,  sith  I  may  do  no  more, 
it  up  for  now  and  evermore, 


For  I  shall  never  efte  putten  in  balaunce 
My  sikernesse,  ne  lerne  of  love  the  lore, 
But  as  the  swan,  I  have  herde  say  full  yore, 
Ayenst  his  deth  woll  sing  in  his  penaunce, 
So  sing  I  here  the  destinie  and  chaunce, 
How  that  Arcite,  Annelida  so  sore 
Hath  thrilled  with  the  point  of  remembraunce." 

Whan  that  Annelida  this  wofull  queene, 
Hath  of  her  hand  written  in  this  wise, 
With  face  deed,  betwixt  pale  and  greene, 
She  fell  a  swoune,  and  sithe  she  gan  to  rise, 
And  unto  Mars  avoweth  sacrifise 
Within  the  temple,  with  a  sorowful  chere, 
That  shapen  was,  as  ye  may  plainly  here. 

sxpucrr. 
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rfe  so  short,  the  craft  so  long  to  lerne, 
tay  so  hard,  so  sharpe  the  conquering, 
readful  joy  atway  that  flit  so  yerne, 
is  mean  I  by  Love,  that  my  feeling 
cth  with  his  wonderful  werkyng, 
e  ywis,  that  whan  I  on  him  think, 
it  wete  1  wel,  whether  I  flete  or  sink. 

1  be  that  I  know  not  Love  in  dede, 
»t  how  that  he  quiteth  folke  hir  hire, 
kppeth  me  full  oft  in  bookes  rede 
myracles,  and  of  his  cruell  ire, 
rede  I  well,  he  woll  be  lorde  and  sire  : 
not  say  his  strokes  be  sore, 
od  save  such  a  lorde,  I  can  no  more. 

ge,  what  for  lust  and  what  for  lore, 

oket  rede  I  of,  as  1  you  told, 

herfore  speake  I  all  this  !  naught  yore 

it  happed  me  to  behold 

a  booke  was  ywritten  with  letters  old, 

sereupon  a  certain  thing  to  lerne, 

ng  day  full  fast  I  radde  and  yerne. 

it  of  the  old  fieldes,  as  men  saithe, 

h  al  this  new  come  fro  yere  to  yere, 

at  of  old  bookes,  in  good  faithe, 

h  all  this  new  science  that  men  lere, 

>w  to  purpose,  as  of  this  raattere, 

le  forth  it  gan  me  so  delite, 

Jl  that  day  me  thought  it  but  a  lite. 

ooke  of  which  I  make  mencion, 
id  was  right  thus,  as  I  shall  tell, 
5  of  the  ureame  of  Scipion  : 
ere  seven  it  had,  of  Heaven  and  Hell, 
larth,  and  soules  that  therein  dwell, 
ich  as  shortly  as  I  can  it  treate, 
sentence  I  woll  you  saine  the  greate. 


First  telleth  it,  whan  Scipion  was  come 
In  Affricke,  how  he  meteth  Massinisse, 
That  him  for  joy,  in  armes  hath  ynome, 
Than  telleth  he  hir  speach  and  all  the  blisse, 
That  was  betwixt  hem  til  the  day  gan  misse, 
And  how  his  auncester  Affrikan  so  dere, 
Gan  in  his  slepe  that  night  til  him  appere. 

Than  telleth  it,  that  from  a  sterrie  place, 
How  Affrikan  hath  him  Cartage  shewed, 
And  warned  him  before  of  all  his  grace, 
And  said  him,  what  man  lered  eytner  lewde, 
That  loveth  common  profite  well  ithewde, 
He  should  into  a  blissfull  place  wend, 
There  as  the  joy  is  without  any  end. 

Than  asked  he,  if  folke  that  here  been  dede 
Have  life,  and  dwelling  in  another  place  ? 

And  Affrikan  said  Ye,  without  any  drede, 
And  how  our  present  lives  space 
Ment  but  a  maner  death,  what  way  we  trace, 
And  rightfull  folke,  ahull  gon  after  they  die 
To  Heaven,  and  shewed  him  the  Galaxie. 

Than  shewed  he  him  the  little  earth  that  here  is 

To  regard  of  the  Heavens  quantite, 

And  after  shewed  he  hym  the  nine  speris, 

And  after  that  the  melodie  heard  he, 

That  commeth  of  thilke  speres  thrise  three, 

That  welles  of  musicke  been  and  melodie 

In  this  world  here,  and  cause  of  armouie. 

Than  said  he  him,  sens  Earth  was  so  lite, 
And  full  of  tourment,  and  of  harde  grace, 
That  he  ne  should  him  in  this  world  delite  : 
Than  told  he  him,  in  certain  yeres  space, 
That  every  sterre  should  come  into  his  place, 
There  it  was  first,  and  all  should  out  of  mind, 
That  in  this  world  is  done  of  all  mankind. 
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Than  prayed  him  Scipion,  to  tell  him  all 
The  way  to  come  into  that  Heaven  blisse, 
And  he  said  :  "  First  know  thy  selfe  immortall, 
And  loke  aie  besely  that  thou  werche  and  wiaee 
To  common  profite,  and  thou  shalt  not  misse 
To  come  swif  tly  unto  that  place  dere, 
That  full  of  blisse  is,  and  of  soules  clere. 

"  And  breakers  of  the  law,  soth  to  saine, 
And  likerous  folke,  after  that  they  been  dede, 
Shall  whirle  about  the  world  alwuy  in  paine 
Till  many  a  world  be  passed  out  of  drede, 
And  than,  foryeven  all  hir  wicked  dede, 
Than  ahull  en  they  come  to  that  blisfull  place, 
To  which  to  comen,  God  send  thee  grace." 

The  day  gan  fail  en,  and  the  darke  night 
That  reveth  beastes  from  hir  businesse, 
Beraft  me  my  booke  for  lacke  of  light, 
And  to  my  bedde  I  gan  me  for  to  dresse, 
Fulfilled  of  thought  and  besie  heavinesse, 
For  both  I  had  thyng,  which  that  I  n'old, 
And  eke  1  ne  had  that  thing  that  I  wold. 

But  finally  my  spirite  at  last, 
Forweary  of  my  labour  all  that  day, 
Tooke  rest,  that  made  me  to  slepe  fast, 
And  in  my  sleepe  I  mette,  as  that  I  say, 
How  Affrikan,  right  in  the  selfe  aray 
That  Scipion  him  saw,  before  that  tide, 
Was  come,  and  stode  right  at  my  beds  side. 

The  wearie  hunter  sleeping  in  his  bedde, 

The  wood  ayen  his  mind  goeth  anone, 

The  judge  dremeth  how  his  plees  be  spedde, 

The  carter  dremeth  how  his  cartes  gone, 

The  rich  of  gold,  the  knight  fights  with  his  fone, 

The  sicke  mette  he  drinketh  of  the  tonne, 

The  lover  mette  he  hath  his  lady  wonne. 

Can  I  not  sainc,  if  that  the  cause  were 

For  I  had  radde  of  Affrikan  beforne, 

That  made  me  to  mete  that  he  stood  there, 

But  thus  said  he  :  "  Thou  hast  thee  so  well  borne 

In  looking  of  mine  old  booke  all  to  tome, 

Of  which  Macrobie  raught  not  a  lite, 

That  some  dele  of  thy  labour  would  I  quite." 

Citherea,  thou  blisful  lady  swete, 

That  with  thy  fire  brond  dauntest  whan  thee  lest, 

That  inadest  me  this  sweven  for  to  mete, 

Be  thou  my  helpe  in  this,  for  thou  maist  best, 

As  wisely  as  I  seigh  the  north  northwest, 

Whan  I  began  my  sweven  for  to  write, 

So  yeve  me  might  to  rime  it  and  endite. 

This  foresaid  Affrikan  me  hent  anone, 

And  forthwith  him  to  a  gate  brought, 

Right  of  a  parke,  walled  with  grene  stone, 

And  over  the  gate,  with  letters  large  y wrought, 

There  wore  verse  ywrittcn  as  me  thought 

On  either  halfe,  of  full  great  difference, 

Of  which  I  shall  you  say  the  playne  sentence  : 

"  Through  me  men  gon  into  the  blisful  place 
<  >f  hertes  heale  and  dedly  woundes  cure, 
Tli rough  me  men  gon  into  the  well  of  grace, 
There  grene  and  lusty  May  shall  ever  endure, 
This  is  the  way  to  all  good  a  venture, 
He  glad  thou  render,  and  thysorow  offcast. 
All  open  am  I,  passe  in  and  spede  thee  fast." 


" Through  me  men  gon  "  (than  spake  the  other  sufe) 
"  Unto  the  mortall  strokes  of  the  speare, 
Of  which  Disdaine  and  Danger  »  the  gide  ; 
There  never  tree  shall  fruit  ne  leaves  beare, 
This  streme  yon  ledeth  to  the  sorowfnl  were, 
There  as  the  fish  in  pryson  is  all  dry, 
The  eschewing  is  onely  the  remedy.* 

These  verses  of  gold  and  asure  ywritten  weare, 

Of  which  I  gan  astonied  to  behold, 

For  with  that  one  encreased  all  my  feare, 

And  with  that  other  gan  my  herte  to  bolde* 

That  one  me  hette,  that  other  did  me  colde, 

No  wit  had  I  for  errour  for  to  ehese, 

To  enter  or  flie,  or  me  to  save  or  lese. 

Right  as  betwene  adamants  two, 
Of  even  weight,  a  peece  of  yron  set 
Ne  hath  no  might  to  move  ne  to  ne  fro, 
For  what  that  one  may  hale  that  other  let, 
So  fared  I,  that  I  n'ist  where  me  was  bet 
To  entre  or  leave,  till  Affrikan  my  gide,  • 
Me  hent  and  shove  in  at  the  gates  wide. 

And  said,  "  It  standeth  written  in  thy  face, 
Thine  errour,  though  thou  tell  it  not  me, 
But  dread  thee  not  to  come  into  this  place, 
For  this  writing  is  nothing  meant  by  thee, 
Ne  by  none,  but  he  Love's  servaunt  bee, 
For  thou  of  love  hast  lost  thy  tast  of  geese, 
As  sicke  men  hath,  of  swete  and  bitternesse. 

"  But  natheles,  although  thou  be  dull, 
That  thou  canst  not  doe,  yet  mayst  thou  see, 
For  many  a  man  that  may  not  stand  a  pull, 
Yet  liketn  it  him  at  the  wrestlyng  for  to  be, 
And  demeth  yet,  whether  he  doe  bet,  or  he, 
And  if  thou  haddest  connyng  for  t'endite, 
I  shall  thee  shew  matter  of  to  write.'' 

And  with  that  my  hand  in  his  he  toke  anon, 
i  Of  which  I  comfort  caught,  and  went  in  fast, 
I  But  Lord  so  1  was  glad,  and  well  begon, 
For  over  all,  where  I  mine  eyen  cast, 
Were  trees  clad  with  leaves,  that  aie  shal  last 
Echo  in  his  kind,  with  colour  fresh  and  grene, 
As  emeraude,  that  joy  it  was  to  Bene. 

The  bilder  oke,  and  eke  the  hardy  asshe, 
The  piller  elme,  the  coffre  unto  caraine, 
The  boxe  pipe  tree,  holme  to  whippes  lasshe, 
The  sailing  fir  re,  the  cipres  death  to  plaine, 
The  shooter  ewe,  the  aspe  for  shaft es  plaine, 
j  The  olive  of  peace,  and  eke  the  dronken  vine, 
I  The  victor  palme,  the  laurer  too  divine. 

|  A  gardein  saw  I  full  of  blosomed  bowis, 

Upon  a  river  in  a  grene  mede, 
;  There  as  sweetnesse  evermore  inough  is, 
I  With  floures  white,  blewe,  yelowe,  and  rede, 
I  And  cold  welle  streames,  nothing  dede, 

That  swommen  full  of  smale  fishes  light, 
I  With  ti nnes  rede,  and  scales  silver  bright. 

'  On  every  bough  the  birdes  heard  I  sing, 

j  With  voice  of  angel!  in  hir  armonie, 

I  That  busied  hem  hir  birdes  forth  to  bring, 

I  The  little  pretty  conies  to  hir  play  gan  hie, 

I  And  further  all  about  I  gan  espie 

|  The  dredeful  roe,  the  buck,  the  tiart,  and  hind, 

I  Sauirrels.  and  beastes  small  of  eentle  kind. 


22 


THE  ASSEMBLY  OF  FOULES 


361 


nents  of  stringes  in  accorde 

0  play  a  ravishing  swetnesse, 

,  that  maker  is  of  all  and  Lorde, 
never  hetter,  as  I  gesse, 

1  a  wind,  unneth  it  might  be  lease, 
he  leaves  grene  a  noise  soft 

t  to  the  foules  song  on  loft. 

>f  the  place  so  attempre  was, 
>r  was  ther  grevance  of  hot  ne  cold, 
s  eke  every  noisome  spice  and  gras, 
n  may  there  waxe  sicke  ne  old, 
here  more  joy  o  thousand  fold, 
in  tell  or  ever  could  or  might, 
sver  clere  day,  and  never  night. 

ree  beside  a  well  I  sey 

nr  lorde,  his  arrowes  forge  and  file, 

s  feete  his  bowe  already  lay, 

his  dough ter  tempred  all  the  while 

es  in  the  well,  with  her  wile 

ted  hem  after,  as  they  should  serve 

lee,  and  some  to  wound  and  carve. 

[  ware  of  Pleasaunce  anon  right, 
rray,  Lust,  Beauty,  and  Curtesie, 
e  Craft,  that  can  and  hath  the  might 
r  force  a  wight  to  don  folie  : 
1  was  she,  I  will  not  lie, 
im*elfe,  under  an  oke  I  gesse, 
elite,  that  stood  with  Gentlenesse. 

I  Beauty,  with  a  nice  attire, 
thy  full  of  game  and  jolitee, 
dinesse,  Flatterie,  and  Desire, 
ie,  Mede,  and  other  three, 
s  shall  not  here  be  told  for  me  ; 
i  pillers  great  of  jasper  long, 
temple  of  brasse  yfounded  strong. 

t  the  temple  daunced  alway 
aow,  of  which  some  there  were 
lemself,  and  some  of  hem  were  gay, 
all  disheveled  went  they  there, 
their  office  ever,  fro  yere  to  yere  ; 
ie  temple,  saw  I  white  and  faire, 
sitting  many  a  thousand  paire. 

*e  the  temple  doore  full  soberly, 
ice  sat,  a  curtaine  in  her  honde, 
>eside  wonder  discretly, 
cience,  sitting  there  I  fonde, 
»  pale,  upon  an  hill  of  sonde, 
r  next,  within  and  without, 
id  Arte,  and  of  her  folke  a  rout. 

ie  temple,  of  sighcs  hote  as  fire, 
swough  that  gan  about  ren, 
;hes  were  engendred  with  desire, 
e  every  herte  for  to  bren 
lambe,  and  well  espied  1  then, 
he  cause  of  sorowes  that  they  drie 
he  bitter  goddess  Jalousie. 

>riapus  saw  1  as  I  went 
e  temple,  in  soverain  place  stond, 
rray,  as  whan  the  asse  him  shent 
by  night,  and  with  sceptre  in  honde  ; 
ie  men  gan  assay  and  fonde, 
hedde  to  set  of  sondrie  hewe, 
i  full  of  freshe  floures  newe. 


And  in  a  privie  corner,  in  disport 
Found  I  Venus,  and  her  porter  Richesse, 
That  was  full  noble  and  hautein  of  her  port ; 
Darke  was  that  place,  but  after  lightnesse 
I  sawe  a  lite,  unnethes  it  might  be  lesse, 
And  on  a  bed  of  golde  she  lay  to  rest, 
Till  that  the  hote  Sonne  gan  to  west. 

Her  gilte  heeres  with  a  gold  threde 
Y bound  were,  untressed  as  she  lay, 
And  naked  from  the  brest  unto  the  hede, 
Men  might  her  see,  and  eothly  for  to  saie, 
The  remnaunt,  covered  well  to  my  paie, 
Right  with  a  little  kerchefe  of  Valence, 
There  was  no  thicker  clothe  of  defence. 

The  place  gave  a  thousand  savours  soote, 
And  Bacchus  god  of  wine  sate  her  beside, 
And  Ceres  next,  that  doeth  of  hunger  boote, 
And  as  I  said,  amiddes  lay  Cupide, 
To  whom  on  knees,  the  yonge  folkes  cride, 
To  be  their  helpe,  but  thus  I  let  her  lie, 
And  farther  in  her  temple  I  gan  espie. 

That  in  dispite  of  Diane  the  chaste, 

Full  many  a  bowe  y  broke  hing  on  the  wall, 

Of  maidens,  such  as  gone  hir  times  waste 

In  her  service  :  and  painted  over  all, 

Of  many  a  storie,  of  which  I  touch  shall 

A  fewe,  as  of  Calixte,  and  Athalant, 

And  many  a  maid,  of  which  the  name  T  want. 

Semyramus,  Candace,  and  Hercules, 
Biblis,  Dido,  Tisbe,  and  Piramus, 
Tristram,  Isoude,  Paris,  and  Achilles, 
Helaine,  Cleopatre,  and  Troilus, 
Sylla,  and  eke  the  mother  of  Romulus, 
All  these  were  paynted  on  that  other  side, 
And  all  hir  love,  and  in  what  plite  they  dide. 

Whan  I  was  commen  ayen  into  the  place 
That  I  of  spake,  that  was  so  soote  and  grene, 
Forth  walked  1  tho,  my  selven  to  solace, 
Tho  was  I  ware,  where  there  sate  a  quene, 
That  as  of  light  the  sommer  Sunne  snene 
Passeth  the  sterre,  right  so  over  mesure, 
She  fairer  was  than  any  creature. 

And  in  a  launde,  upon  an  hill  of  floures, 
Was  set  this  noble  goddesse  Nature, 
Of  branches  were  her  halles  and  her  boures 
Y  wrought,  after  her  craft  and  her  mesure, 
Ne  there  n'as  foul  that  coraeth  of  engendrure, 
That  there  ne  were  prest  in  her  presence, 
To  take  hir  dome  and  yeve  hir  audience. 

For  this  was  on  sainct  Valentines  day, 
Whan  every  foule  cometh  to  chese  hir  make, 
Of  every  kind  that  men  thinke  may, 
And  that  so  huge  a  noise  gan  they  make, 
That  earth,  sea,  and  tree,  and  every  lake, 
So  full  was,  that  unneth  there  was  space 
For  me  to  stand,  so  full  was  all  the  place. 

And  right  as  Alain,  in  the  Plaint  of  Kinde, 
Deviseth  Nature  of  such  araie  and  face, 
In  suche  aray  men  might  her  there  finde. 
This  noble  empresse  full  of  all  grace, 
Bad  every  foule  take  hir  owne  place, 
As  they  were  wont  alway,  fro  yere  to  yere, 
On  sainct  Valentines  day,  standen  there. 
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That  is  to  say,  the  foules  of  ravine 

Were  highest  set,  and  than  the  foules  smale, 

That  eaten  as  that  nature  would  encline, 

As  worme  or  thing,  of  which  I  tell  no  tale, 

But  water  foule  sat  lowest  in  the  dale, 

And  foules  that  liveth  by  seed  sat  on  the  grene, 

And  that  so  many,  that  wonder  was  to  sene. 

There  might  men  the  royall  egle  find, 

That  with  his  sharpe  Iooke  perseth  the  Son, 

And  other  egles  of  a  lower  kind, 

Of  which  that  clerkes  well  devisen  con  ; 

There  was  the  tyrant  with  his  fethers  don, 

And  grene,  I  mean  the  goshauke  that  doth  pine 

To  birdes,  for  his  outragious  ravine. 

The  gentle  faucon,  that  with  his  fete  distreineth 
The  kings  hand,  the  hardy  sperhauke  eke, 
The  quailes  foe,  the  merlion  that  peineth 
Himself  full  oft  the  larke  for  to  seke, 
There  was  the  dove,  with  her  eyen  meke, 
The  jelous  swan,  ayenst  his  deth  that  singeth, 
The  oul  eke,  thai  of  deth  the  bode  bringeth. 

The  crane,  the  geaunt,  with  his  trompes  soune, 
The  thief  the  chough,  and  the  chattring  pie, 
The  scorning  jaye,  the  eles  foe  the  heroune, 
The  false  lapwing,  full  of  trecherie, 
The  stare,  that  the  counsaile  can  bewrie, 
The  tame  ruddocke,  and  the  coward  kite, 
The  cocke,  that  horiloge  is  of  thorpes  lite. 

The  sparowe  Venus'  son,  and  the  nightingale 
That  clepeth  forth  the  fresh  leaves  new, 
The  swalowc,  murdrer  of  the  bees  smale 
That  maken  honie  of  floures  fresh  of  hew, 
The  wedded  turtell,  with  his  herte  true, 
The  pecocke,  with  his  angel  fethers  bright, 
The  fesaunt,  scoraer  of  the  cocke  by  night. 

The  waker  gose,  the  cuckowe  ever  unkind, 

The  popingey,  full  of  delicasy, 

The  drake,  stroier  of  his  owne  kind, 

The  storke,  wreker  of  aduoutry, 

The  hote  cormeraunt,  ful  of  glotony, 

The  ravin  and  the  crowe,  with  her  voice  of  care, 

The  throstell  olde,  and  the  frostie  feldefare. 

What  should  I  say  1  of  foules  of  every  kind, 
That  in  this  world  have  fethers  and  stature, 
Men  might  in  that  place  assembled  find, 
Before  that  noble  goddess  of  Nature, 
And  eche  of  them  did  his  busie  cure, 
Beuignely  to  chese,  or  for  to  take 
By  her  accorde,  his  formell  or  his  make. 

But  to  the  point  :  Nature  held  on  her  hond, 
A  formell  egle,  of  shape  the  gentillest, 
That  ever  she  among  her  workes  fond, 
The  most  benigne,  and  eke  the  goodliest, 
In  her  was  every  vertue,  at  his  rest 
So  farforth,  that  Nature  her  selfe  had  blisse, 
To  looke  on  her,  and  oft  her  beekc  to  kisse. 

Nature,  the  vicar  of  the  almightie  Lord, 

That  hote,  colde,  he  vie,  light,  moist,  and  drie, 

Hath  knit,  by  even  number  of  accord, 

I  ii  easie  voice,  began  to  speake  and  say, 

'*  Foules,  take  heed  of  my  sentence  I  pi*ay, 

And  for  your  own  ease,  in  furdring  of  your  need, 

As  fast  as  I  may  speak,  I  will  me  speed. 


"  Ye  knowe  wel,  how  on  Saint  Valentines  day, 
By  my  statute,  and  through  my  governance, 
Ye  do  chese  your  makes,  and  after  flie  away 
With  hem,  as  I  pricke  you  with  pleasaunce, 
But  nathelesse,  as  by  ri^htfull  ordmaunce, 
May  I  not  let,  for  all  this  world  to  win, 
But  he  that  most  worthiest  is  shall  begin. 

"  The  tercell  egle,  as  ye  know  fall  wele, 

The  foule  royall,  above  you  all  in  degre, 

The  wise  and  worthie,  the  secret  true  as  stele, 

The  which  I  have  formed,  as  ye  may  see, 

In  every  parte  as  it  best  liketh  mee, 

It  nedeth  not  his  shape  you  to  devise, 

He  shall  first  chese,  and  speken  in  his  gise. 

"  And  after  him,  by  order  shall  ye  chese, 
After  your  kind,  everiche  as  you  liketh, 
And  as  your  hap  is,  shall  ye  win  or  leee, 
But  which  of  you  that  love  most  entrikeih, 
God  sende  him  her  that  sorest  for  him  siketh 
And  therewithall,  the  tercell  gan  she  call, 
And  said,  "  My  sonne,  the  choise  is  to  thee  fall. 

|  "  But  nathelesse,  in  this  condicion 

1  Must  be  the  choice  of  everiche  that  is  here, 

That  she  agree  to  his  election, 
!  Who  so  he  be,  that  should  been  her  fere, 
|  This  is  our  usage  alway,  fro  yere  to  yere, 
'  And  who  so  may  at  this  time  have  his  grace, 
|  In  blisfull  time  he  came  into  this  place." 

|  With  hed  enclined,  and  with  ful  humble  ehere, 
This  roial  tercell  spake,  and  taxied  nought, 

■  u  Unto  my  soveraine  lady,  and  not  my  fere, 
I  chose  and  chese,  with  will,  herte,  and  thought, 
The  formell  on  your  hand,  so  wel  ywrought, 
Whose  I  am  all,  and  ever  will  her  serve, 
Doe  what  her  luste,  to  doe  me  live  or  sterve. 

t(  Besechyng  her  of  mercy,  and  of  grace, 

As  she  that  is  my  ladie  soveraine, 

Or  let  me  die  here  present  in  this  place, 

For  certes  long  may  I  not  live  in  paine, 

For  in  my  herte  is  corven  every  vaine, 

Having  regard  onely  to  my  trouth, 

My  dere  herte,  have  on  my  wo  some  routh. 

"  And  if  I  be  found  to  her  untrue, 
Disobeisaunt,  or  wilfull  negligent, 
Avauntour,  or  in  processe  love  a  newe, 
I  pray  to  you  this  be  my  judgement, 
That  with  these  foules  1  be  all  to  rent, 
That  ilke  day  that  she  me  ever  find 
To  her  untrue,  or  in  my  gilte  unkind. 

"  And  sith  that  none  loveth  her  so  well  a*  I, 
Although  she  never  of  love  me  bchet, 
Than  ought  she  be  mine  through  her  mercy, 
For  other  bonde  can  I  none  on  her  knet : 
1  For  wele  nor  wo  never  shall  I  let 
To  serve  her,  how  farre  so  that  she  wende, 
Say  what  you  list,  my  tale  is  at  an  ende." 

Right  as  the  fresh  redde  rose  newe 
Against  the  sommer  Sunne  coloured  is, 
Right  so  for  shame  all  waxen  gan  the  hewe 
Of  this  formell,  whan  she  heard  all  this, 
Neither  she  answerde  well,  ne  said  amis, 
So  sore  abashed  was  she,  till  that  Nature 
Said,  "  Doughter  drede  }ou  not,  I  you  assure." 


$74 


THE  ASSEMBLY  OF  FOULES. 


303 


tercell  egle  spake  anon, 

•  kind,  and  said, M  That  should  not  he, 
sr  better  than  ye  doe,  by  saint  John, 
e  least,  I  love  her  as  well  as  ye, 

jer  have  served  her  in  my  degree, 
tie  should  have  loved  for  long  loving, 
lone  had  be  the  guerdoning. 

eke  say,  if  she  me  finde  false, 
jangler,  or  rebell  in  any  wise, 
s,  doe  me  hang  by  the  halse, 
I  bear©  me  in  her  servise 
as  my  wit  can  me  suffise, 
it  to  point,  her  honour  for  to  save, 
3  my  life,  and  all  the  good  I  have." 

d  tercell  egle  answerde  tho, 

in,  ye  see  the  little  leaser  here, 

*y  foule  crieth  out  to  be  ago 

ith  his  make,  or  with  his  lady  dere  : 

Nature  her  self  ne  will  not  here 
ing  her,  not  half  that  I  would  sey, 

1  speake,  I  muBt  for  sorrow  dey. 

;  service  a  vaunt  I  me  nothing, 

ossible  is  me  to  die  to  day 

as  he  that  hath  be  languishing 

mty  winter,  and  wel  it  happen  may, 

nay  serve  better,  and  more  to  pay, 

i  year,  although  it  were  no  more, 

me  man  doth  that  hath  served  full  yore. 

»y  not  this  by  me,  for  I  ne  can 
arvice  that  may  my  lady  please, 
ire  say  I  am  her  trewest  man, 
f  dome,  and  fainest  wolde  her  please : 
worries,  till  that  death  me  cease, 
i  hen,  whether  I  wake  or  winke, 
ve  in  all  that  herte  may  bothinke." 

•  life,  sith  that  day  I  was  borne, 
e  plee  in  love  or  other  thing, 

e  never  no  man  me  beforne, 

that  had  leiser  and  conning 

ehearse  their  chere,  and  their  speaking; 

cn  the  morrow  gan  this  spech  last, 

nward  went  the  Sunne  wonder  fast. 

se  of  foules  for  to  be  deliverd, 
rang,  M  Have  don  and  let  ub  wend," 
11  weend  I,  the  wood  had  al  to  shiverd  : 
)ff,B  they  cryd,  *'  alas,  ye  will  us  shend, 
lal  your  cursed  pleding  have  an  endt 
wild  a  judge  either  party  leve, 
►r  nay,  without  any  prevet" 

b,  the  duck,  and  the  cuckowe  also, 

M  Keke,  keke,  Cuckow,  Queke,  queke,  hie," 

i  mine  eares  the  noise  went  tho. 

s  said  than  "  Al  this  n'is  worth  a  flie, 

m  shape  hereof  a  remedie, 

I  say  my  verdite,  faire  and  swithe, 

er  foule,  whoso  be  wroth  or  blithe.** 

for  worm  foule,"  said  the  fole  cuckow, 
will  of  mine  own  authorite, 
imon  spede,  take  on  me  the  charge  now, 
eliver  ua  it  is  great  charite." 
,y  abide  a  while,  yet  perde," 
le  turtel)  "  if  it  be  your  will, 
may  epeak,  it  were  rs  good  be  still. 


"  I  am  a  sede  foule,  one  the  unworthiest, 

That  wote  I  well,  and  leest  of  couning, 

But  better  is  that  a  wights  tonge  rest, 

Than  entremete  him  of  such  doing 

Of  which  he  neither  rede  can  nor  sing, 

And  who  so  it  doth,  full  foule  himself  acloyeth, 

For  office  uncommitted  oft  anuoyeth." 

Nature,  which  that  alway  had  an  eare 

To  murmure  of  the  lewdenestte  behind, 

With  facond  voice  said,  «*  Hold  your  tongues  there, 

And  I  shall  soone,  I  hope,  a  counsaile  find, 

You  for  to  deliver,  and  fro  this  noyse  unbind  : 

I  charge  of  every  flock  ye  shall  one  call, 

To  say  the  verdite  of  you  foules  alL* 

Assented  were  to  this  conclusion, 

The  birdes  all  :  and  foules  of  ravine 

Have  chosen  first  by  plaine  election, 

The  tercelet  of  the  faucon  to  define 

All  hir  sentence,  and  as  him  lust  to  termine, 

And  to  Nature  him  they  did  present, 

And  she  accepteth  him  with  glad  entent. 

The  tercelet  said  than  in  this  manere, 
"  Full  hard  it  were  to  preve  it  by  reason, 
Who  loveth  best  this  gentle  formell  here, 
For  everich  hath  such  replicatioun, 
That  by  skils  may  none  be  brought  adoun, 
I  cannot  see  that  arguments  availe, 
Than  seemeth  it  there  must  be  battaile." 

"  All  ready"  (quod  these  eagle  tercels  tho:) 

«  Nay  sirs,"  (quod  he)  « if  that  I  durst  it  say, 

Ye  do  me  wrong,  my  talc  is  not  ydo  : 

For  sirs,  taketh  nat  a  greefe  I  pray, 

It  may  not  be  as  ye  would,  in  this  way, 

Ours  is  the  voice,  that  have  the  charge  in  hand, 

And  to  the  judges  dome  ye  must  stand. 

"  And,  therefore,  peace  I  say,  as  to  my  wit, 
Me  would  thinke,  now  that  the  worthiest 
Of  knighthood,  and  longest  had  used  it, 
Most  of  estate,  of  blood  the  eentillest. 
Were  fitting  for  her,  if  that  her  lest, 
And  of  these  three,  she  wote  her  selfe  I  trow 
Which  that  he  be,  for  it  is  light  to  know." 

The  water  foules  have  their  heads  laid 
Togider,  and  of  short  avisement, 
Whan  everiche  had  this  verdite  said, 
They  said  soothly  all  by  one  assent, 
How  that  the  goes,  with  the  facond  gent, 
That  so  desireth  to  pronounce  our  nede, 
Shal  tel  her  tale,  and  praid  to  God  her  spede. 

And  for  these  water  foules  tho  began 
The  goose  to  speake,  and  in  her  cakeling 
She  said,  "  Peace  now,  take  keep  every  man, 
And  herken  which  a  reason  I  shall  forth  bring, 
My  witte  is  sharpe,  1  love  no  tarrying, 
I  say,  I  rede  him,  tho  he  were  my  brother, 
But  she  will  love  him,  let  him  love  another." 

u  Lo,  here  a  parfite  reason  of  a  goose" 
(Quod  the  sperhauko)  "  never  mote  she  the, 
Lo,  such  a  thing  it  is  to  have  a  tongue  lose  : 
Now  parde  foole,  yet  were  it  bettor  for  the 
Have  held  thy  peace  than  shewd  thy  nicete; 
It  lieth  nat  in  his  wit,  nor  in  his  will, 
But  sooth  is  said,  a  fole  cannot  be  still." 

a  A 
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The  laughter  arose  of  geutill  foules  all, 
And  right  anone  the  seed  foulee  chosen  had 
The  turtle  true,  and  gan  her  to  hem  call, 
And  prayed  her  to  say  the  sooth  sad 
Of  this  matter,  and  asked  what  she  rad ! 
And  she  answerd,  that  plainly  her  entent 
She  would  shew,  and  soothly  what  she  ment. 

"  Nay,  God  forbede  a  lover  should  chaunge," 
The  turtle  said  fond  wex  for  shame  all  red) 
"  Though  that  his  lady  evermore  be  straunge, 
Yet  let  him  serve  her  alway,  till  he  be  deed, 
Forsooth,  I  praise  not  the  gooses  reed, 
For  tho  she  died,  I  would  none  other  make, 
I  will  be  hers,  till  that  the  death  me  take." 

«  Well  ybourded"  (quod  the  duck)  "by  my  hat, 

That  men  should  love  alway  causelesse, 

Who  can  a  reason  find,  or  wit  in  that  f 

Daunceth  he  merry  that  is  mirthlessef 

Who  should  recke  of  that  is  retchlesse  f 

Ye  queke  yet,"  quod  the  duck, «  full  well  and  fair, 

There  be  mo  sterres  in  the  skie  than  a  pair." 

"  Now  fie  churle,"  quod  the  gentle  tercelet, 

"  Out  of  the  dunghill  came  that  word  aright, 

Thou  canst  not  see  which  thing  is  well  beset, 

Thou  farest  by  love  as  owles  do  by  light, 

The  day  hem  blindeth,  full  well  they  see  by  night, 

Thy  kind  is  of  so  low  wretchedness, 

That  what  love  is  thou  canst  not  see  nor  gess." 

Tho  gan  the  cuckow  put  him  forth  in  preace, 
For  mule  that  eateth  worme,  and  said  blive  : 
*  So  I,"  quod  he,  u  may  have  my  make  in  peace, 
I  retch  not  how  long  that  ye  strive, 
Let  ech  of  hem  be  soleine  all  hir  live, 
This  is  my  rede,  sens  they  may  nat  accord, 
This  short  lesson  needeth  not  record." 

"  Ye,  have  the  glutton  filde  his  paunch 

Than  are  we  well,"  said  the  emerlon, 

M  Thou  murdrer  of  the  heysugge  on  the  braunch 

That  brought  thee  forth,  thou  ruful  glutton, 

Live  thou  solein,  wormes  corruption, 

For  no  force  is  of  lack  of  thy  nature, 

Go,  leude  be  thou  while  the  world  may  dure." 

u  Now  peace,"  quod  Nature,  "  I  commaunde  here, 

For  I  have  heard  all  your  opinion, 

And  in  effect  yet  be  we  never  the  nere, 

But  finally,  this  is  my  conclusion, 

That  she  her  selfe  shall  have  her  election 

Of  whom  her  list,  who  so  be  wrothe  or  blithe, 

Him  that  she  cheseth,  he  shall  her  have  as  swithe. 

"  For  sith  it  may  not  here  discussed  be 
Who  loveth  her  best,  as  said  the  tercelet, 
Than  woll  I  done  this  favour  to  her,  that  she 
Shall  have  right  him  on  whom  her  herte  is  set, 
And  he  her,  that  his  herte  hath  on  her  knet ; 
This  judge  I  Nature,  for  I  may  not  lie 
To  none  estate,  I  have  none  other  eye. 

"  But  as  for  counsaile  for  to  chuse  a  make, 
If  I  were  reason,  than  would  I 
Counsaile  you  the  royal  tercell  take, 
As  said  the  tercelet  full  skilfully, 
As  for  the  gentillest  and  most  worthy, 


Which  I  have  wroght  so  wel  to  my  plesauncc 
That  to  yen  it  ought  ben  a  sumsaunce." 

With  dredeful  voice  that  formel  her  answerd, 
"  My  rightful  lady,  goddess  of  Nature, 
Sooth  is,  that  I  am  ever  under  your  yerd, 
As  is  everich  other  creature, 
And  must  be  yours  while  my  life  may  dure, 
And  therefore  graunt  me  my  first  boone, 
And  mine  entent  you  woll  I  say  right  soone." 

"  I  graunt  it  you,"  quod  she,  and  right  anone 
This  formel  eagle  spake  in  this  degree  : 
"  Almighty  quene,  unto  this  year  be  done 
I  aske  respite  for  to  avisen  mee, 
And  after  that  to  have  my  choice  all  free, 
This  all  and  some  that  I  would  speak  and  sej, 
Ye  get  no  more,  although  you  do  me  dey. 

"  I  woll  not  serven  Venus  ne  Capide, 
Forsooth  as  yet,  by  no  maner  way." 
"  Now  sens  it  may  none  other  ways  betide'* 
(Quod  Nature)  "  here  is  no  more  to  say. 
Than  would  I  that  these  foulee  were  away, 
Ech  with  his  make,  for  tarying  lenger  here,* 
And  said  hem  thus,  as  ye  shall  after  here. 

"  To  you  speke  I,  ye  tercelets,"  ( quod  Nature) 
"  Beth  of  good  herte,  and  serveth  all  three, 
A  yeare  is  not  so  long  to  endure, 
And  ech  of  you  paine  him  in  his  degree, 
For  to  do  well,  for  God  wote  quit  is  she 
Fro  you  this  year,  what  after  so  befall, 
This  entremes  is  dressed  for  you  alL" 

And  whan  this  werk  brought  was  to  an  end, 
To  every  foule  Nature  yave  his  make, 
By  even  accord,  and  on  hir  way  they  wend, 
And  Lord  the  blisse  and  joy  that  they  make, 
For  ech  of  hem  gan  other  in  his  wings  take, 
And  with  hir  neckes  ech  gan  other  winde, 
Thanking  alway  the  noble  goddess  of  kinde. 

But  first  were  chosen  foules  for  to  sing, 
As  yere  by  yere  was  alway  hir  usaunce, 
To  sing  a  roundel  at  hir  departing, 
To  do  Nature  honour  and  pleasaunce  ; 
The  note  I  trow  maked  was  in  Fraunce, 
The  words  were  such  as  ye  may  here  find, 
The  next  verse,  as  I  now  have  in  mind. 

Qui  bien  ayme  tard  oubl 

"  Now  welcome  summer,  with  thy  sunnes  soft, 
That  hast  this  winter  weathers  overshake, 
Saint  Valentine,  thou  art  full  high  on  loft. 
Which  drivest  away  the  long  nights  blake ; 
Thus  singen  smale  foules  for  thy  sake, 
Well  have  they  cause  for  to  gladen  oft, 
Sens  each  of  hem  recovered  hath  his  make, 
Full  blisful  may  they  sing  whan  they  awake." 

And  with  the  shouting  whan  hir  song  was  do, 
That  the  foules  made  at  hir  flight  away, 
I  woke,  and  other  bookes  took  me  to 
To  rede  upon  and  yet  I  rede  alway, 
I  hope  ywis  to  rede  so  some  day, 
That  I  shall  mete  something  for  to  fare 
The  bet,  and  thus  to  rede  1  nill  not  spare. 

EXPLICIT. 
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THE  IIRAUIE  COMPLAINT  OF  A  KNIGHT,  FOR  THAT  HE  CANNOT  WIN  HIS  LADIES  GRACE. 


V.  1— 


In  May,  whan  Flora  the  fresh  lusty  quene, 
The  soile  hath  cladde  in  grene,  red,  and  whight, 
And  Phebus  gan  to  shede  his  stremes  shene 
Amidde  the  Bulle,  with  all  the  beames  bright, 
And  Lucifer  to  chace  away  the  night, 
Ayen  the  morow  our  orizont  hath  take, 
To  bid  all  lovers  out  of  hir  slepe  awake. 

And  bertes  heavy  for  to  recomfort 
From  drerihed  of  heavy  night  sorowe, 
Nature  bad  hem  rise  and  hem  disport 
Ayen  the  goodly  glad  grey  morowe, 
And  Hope  also,  with  saint  Johan  to  borowe, 
Bad,  in  dispite  of  daunger  and  dispaire, 
For  to  take  the  holsome  lusty  aire. 

And  with  a  sigh,  I  gan  for  to  abreide 
Out  of  my  slumber,  and  sodainly  up  starte, 
As  he  (alas)  that  nigh  for  sorow  deide, 
My  sieknesse  sate  aye  so  nie  my  herte ; 
But  for  to  finde  succour  of  my  smart, 
Or  at  the  least  some  release  of  my  peine, 
That  me  so  sore  halte  in  every  veine. 

I  rose  anone,  and  thought  I  woulde  gone 
Into  the  woods,  to  heare  the  birdes  smg, 
Whan  that  the  misty  vapour  was  agone, 
And  cleare  and  faire  was  the  morning, 
The  dewe  also  like  silver  in  shining 
Upon  the  leaves,  as  any  baume  swete, 
Till  firy  Titan  with  his  persant  hete 

Had  dried  up  the  lusty  licour  new 
Upon  the  herbes  in  the  grene  mede, 
And  that  the  floures  of  many  divers  hew, 
Upon  hir  stalkes  gon  for  to  sprede, 
And  for  to  splay  out  hir  leves  in  brede 
Againe  the  Sunne,  gold  burned  in  his  spere, 
That  donne  to  hem  cast  his  beames  clere. 

And  by  a  river  forth  I  gan  costay, 
Of  water  elere  as  birell  or  cristall, 
TiD  at  the  last,  I  found  a  little  way 
Toward  a  parke,  enclosed  with  a  wall 
In  compaee  rounde,  and  by  a  gate  small 
Who  so  that  would  might  freely  gone 
Into  this  parke,  walled  with  grene  stone. 

And  in  I  went  to  heare  the  birdes  song, 
Which  on  the  braunches,  both  m  plaine  and  vale, 
So  kmd  sane  that  all  the  wood  rong, 
Like  as  it  should  shiver  in  peeces  smale 
And,  as  me  thought,  that  the  nightingale 
With  so  great  might  her  voice  gan  out  wrest, 
Right  as  her  herte  for  love  would  brest. 
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The  soile  was  plaine,  smoth,  and  wonder  soft, 
All  oversprad  with  tapettes  that  Nature 
Had  made  her  selfe  :  covered  eke  aloft 
With  bowes  greene  the  floures  for  to  cure, 
That  in  hir  beauty  they  may  long  endure 
From  all  assaut  of  Phebus  fervent  fere, 
Which  in  his  sphere  so  hote  shone  and  clere. 

The  aire  attempre,  and  the  smothe  wind 
Of  Zepherus,  among  the  blosomea  white, 
So  holsome  was,  and  so  nourishing  by  kind, 
That  smale  buddes  and  round  blosomes  lite 
In  manor  gan  of  hir  brethe  delite, 
To  yeve  us  hope  there  fruite  shall  take 
Ayenst  autumne  redy  for  to  shake. 

I  saw  the  Daphene  closed  under  rinde, 
Greene  laurer,  and  the  holsome  pine, 
The  mirre  also  that  wepeth  ever  of  kinde, 
The  cedres  hie,  upright  as  a  line, 
The  filbert  eke,  that  lowe  doth  encline 
Her  bowes  grene  to  the  earth  adoun, 
Unto  her  knight  called  Demophoun. 

There  sawe  I  eke  the  freshe  hauthorne 
In  white  motley,  that  so  swote  doth  smell, 
Ashe,  firre,  and  oke,  with  many  a  yong  acorn, 
And  many  a  tree  mo  than  I  can  tell, 
And  me  beforne  I  sawe  a  little  well, 
That  had  his  course,  as  I  gan  beholde, 
Under  an  hill,  with  quicke  stremes  colde. 

The  gravel  gold,  the  water  pure  as  glasse, 
The  bankes  round  the  well  environyng, 
And  soft  as  velvet  the  yonge  grasse 
That  thereupon  lustely  came  apringyng, 
The  sute  of  trees  about  compassyng, 
Hir  shadow  cast,  closing  the  well  round, 
And  all  the  herbes  growing  on  the  ground. 

The  water  holsome  was,  and  so  vertuous, 
Through  might  of  herbes  growing  beside, 
Not  like  the  welle  where  as  Narcissus 
Yslaine  was,  through  vengeaunce  of  Cupide, 
Where  so  covertly  he  did  hide 
The  graine  of  death  upon  eche  brinke, 
That  death  mote  folow  who  that  ever  drinke. 

Ne  like  the  pitte  of  the  Pegace, 
Under  Pernaso,  where  poets  slept, 
Nor  like  the  wellc  of  pure  chastite, 
Which  that  Diane  with  her  nimphes  kept 
Whan  she  naked  into  the  water  lepte, 
That  slowe  Acteon  with  her  hondes  fell, 
Onely  for  he  came  so  nigh  the  well. 
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But  this  welle  that  I  here  of  rehearse. 
So  holsome  was,  that  it  would  aswage 
Bollen  hertes,  and  the  venim  pearce 
Of  pensifehed  with  all  the  cruell  rage, 
And  overmore  refresh  the  viage 
Of  hem  that  were  in  any  weriiiesse 
Of  great  labour,  or  fallen  in  distresse. 

And  I  that  had  through  daunger  and  disdain 
So  drye  a  thurst,  thought  I  would  assay 
To  taste  a  draught  of  this  welle  or  twain, 
My  bitter  languor  if  it  might  alay, 
And  on  the  banke  anone  doune  I  lay, 
And  with  mine  hed  unto  the  welle  1  raught, 
And  of  the  water  dranke  I  a  good  draught. 

Wherof  me  thought  I  was  refreshed  wele 
Of  the  brennyng  that  sate  so  nigh  my  herte. 
That,  verily,  anone  I  gan  to  fele 
An  huge  parte  released  of  my  smart. 
And  therewithall,  anone,  up  I  start, 
And  thought  I  would  walke  and  see  more, 
Forth  in  the  parke,  and  in  the  holtes  hore. 

And  through  a  laund  as  I  yede  apace, 

And  gan  about  fast  to  behold, 

I  found  anone  a  delectable  place, 

That  was  beset  with  trees  young  and  old, 

Whose  names  here  for  me  shall  not  be  told, 

Amidde  of  which  stood  an  herber  greene, 

That  benched  was,  with  colours  new  and  clene. 

This  herber  was  full  of  floures  gende, 
Into  the  which,  as  I  beholde  gan, 
Betwixt  an  hulfeere  and  a  woodbende, 
As  I  was  ware,  I  saw  where  lay  a  man 
In  blacke,  and  white  colour  pale  and  wan, 
And  wonder  deadly  also  of  his  hewe, 
Of  hurtes  grene  and  fresh  woundes  new. 

And  overmore,  distrayned  with  sicknesse, 
Beside  all  this,  he  was  full  grevously, 
For  upon  him  he  had  an  bote  accesse, 
That  day  by  day  him  shooke  full  pitously, 
So  that  for  const  ray  ning  of  his  malady 
And  hertely  wo,  thus  lying  alone, 
It  was  a  death  for  to  hear  him  grone. 

Whereof  astonied,  my  fote  I  gan  withdraw, 
Greatly  wondring  what  it  might  be, 
That  he  so  lay,  and  had  no  felaw, 
Ne  that  I  could  no  wight  with  him  see, 
Whereof  1  had  routhe  and  eke  pite, 
And  gan  anone,  so  softly  as  I  coude, 
Among  the  bushes  prively  me  to  shroude. 

I  that  I  might  in  any  wise  aspy 
What  was  the  cause  of  his  deedly  wo, 
Or  why  that  he  so  pitously  gan  cry 
On  his  fortune,  and  on  ure  also, 
With  all  my  might  I  laid  an  eare  to, 
Every  word  to  marke  what  he  said, 
Out  of  his  swough  amonge  as  he  abraid. 

But  first,  if  I  should  make  mencion 

Of  his  person,  and  plainely  him  discrive, 

He  was  in  sothe,  without  excepcion, 

To  speake  of  manhood,  one  the  best  on  live  ; 

There  may  no  man  ayen  trouth  strive, 

For  of  his  tyme,  and  of  his  age  also, 

He  proved  was,  there  men  shuld  have  ado, 


For  one  of  the  best  therto  of  brede  and  length, 
So  well  ymade  by  good  proportion, 
If  he  had  be  in  his  deliver  strength  ; 
But  thought  and  sicknesse  were  occasion 
That  he  thus  lay  in  lamentacion, 
Gruffe  on  the  ground,  in  place  desolate, 
Sole  by  himself e,  awhaped  and  amate. 

And  for  me  seemeth  that  it  is  fitting 
His  wordes  all  to  put  in  remembraunce, 
To  me,  that  heard  all  his  complaining, 
And  all  the  ground  of  his  wofull  chaunce, 
If  there  withall  I  may  you  do  pleasaunce, 
I  woll  to  you,  so  as  I  can,  anone, 
Lyke  as  he  sayd,  rehearce  everichone. 

But  who  shall  helpe  me  now  to  complain, 

Or  who  shall  now  my  stile  gie  or  lede  ! 

0  Niobe,  let  now  thy  teares  rain 

In  to  my  penne  !  and  helpe  eke  in  nede, 

Thou,  wofull  Myrre  !  that  felest  my  herte  blede 

Of  pitous  wo,  and  mine  hand  eke  quake, 

Whan  that  I  write,  for  this  mannes  sake. 

For  unto  wo  accordeth  complayning, 
And  dolefull  chere  unto  heavinesses 
To  sorow  also,  sighing  and  weping, 
And  pitous  mourning  unto  drerinesse, 
And  who  that  shall  write  of  distresse, 
In  party  needeth  to  know  feelingly 
Cause  and  roote  of  all  soch  malady. 

But  I  alas,  that  am  of  witte  but  doll. 

And  have  no  knowing  of  such  matere, 

For  to  discrive,  and  write  at  the  full 

The  wofull  complaint,  which  that  ye  shall  hen, 

But  even  like  as  doth  a  skrivenere, 

That  can  no  more  what  that  he  shall  write, 

But  as  his  maister  beside  doth  endite  ; 

Right  so  fare  I,  that  of  no  sentement 
Say  right  naught  in  conclusion, 
But  as  I  herde  whan  I  was  present, 
This  man  complaine  with  a  pitous  soun, 
For,  even  like,  without  addicioun, 
Or  disencrease,  eyther  more  or  lease, 
For  to  rehearse  anone  I  woll  me  dresse. 

And  if  that  any  now  be  in  this  place, 
That  fele  in  love  brenning  of  fervence, 
Or  hindred  were  to  his  ladies  grace 
With  false  tonges,  that  with  pestilence 
Slee  trewe  men  that  never  did  offence 
In  worde  nor  deed,  ne  in  hir  en  tent, 
If  any  such  be  here  now  present, 

Let  him  of  routh  lay  to  audience, 
With  doleful  chere,  and  sobre  countenaance, 
To  here  this  man,  by  full  hye  sentence, 
His  mortall  wo,  and  his  perturbaunce 
Complayning,  now  lying  in  a  traunce, 
With  lookes  upcast  and  rufull  chere, 
Theffect  of  which  was  as  ye  shall  here. 

"  The  thought  oppressed  with  inward  sighs  sore, 
The  painful  life,  the  body  languishing, 
The  woful  ghost,  the  herte  rent  and  tore, 
The  pitous  chere  pale  in  complayning, 
The  deedly  face,  like  ashes  in  shining, 
The  salte  teares  that  from  mine  eyen  fall, 
Percel  declare  ground  of  my  payees  all. 
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herte  is  ground  to  blede  in  hevinesee, 
;ht  receit  of  wo  and  of  complaint, 
is  chest  of  dole  and  drerinesse, 
eke  so  feeble  and  so  faint, 
;  and  colde  mine  accesse  is  so  maint, 

I  chiver  for  defaut  of  heat, 

as  glede  now  sodainly  I  sweat. 

te  as  fire,  now  colde  as  ashes  deed, 
for  cold,  now  cold  for  heat  againe, 
as  yse,  now  as  coles  reed, 
1  brenne,  and  thus  betwixe  twaine, 
un,  and  all  forecast  in  paine, 
y  heate  plainly  as  I  fele, 
us  colde  is  cause  every  dele. 

the  colde  of  inward  hie  disdain, 
lispite,  and  colde  of  cruell  hate, 
e  colde  that  ever  doth  his  besie  pain 
outh  to  fight  and  debate, 
e  colde  that  the  fire  abate 
meaning,  alas,  the  harde  while, 
e  colde  that  woll  me  begile. 

r  the  better  that  in  trouth  I  ment 
ny  might  faithfully  to  serve, 
te  and  all  to  be  diligent, 
thanke,  alas,  I  can  deserve  : 
my  trouth  danger  doth  me  sterve, 
hat  should  my  death  of  mercy  let, 
le  dispite  new  his  swerde  to  whet 

me,  and  his  arowes  to  file 
engeaunoe  of  wilfull  cruelte  ; 
es  false,  through  hir  sleightly  wile, 
te  a  werre  that  will  not  stinted  be, 
e  Envie,  Wrath  and  Enmite, 
spired  against  all  right  and  law, 
•lice,  that  Trouth  shall  be  slaw. 

tlebouche  gan  first  the  tale  tell, 
der  Trouth  of  indignacion, 
e-reporte  so  loude  range  the  bell 
beleefe  and  False-suspection 
'Uth  brought  to  his  dampnacion, 
las,  wrongfully  he  dieth, 
enesse  now  his  place  occupieth. 

tred  is  in  to  Trouthes  londe, 
thereof  the  full  possession. 

II  God,  that  first  the  trouth  fonde, 
thou  8uffre  soch  oppression, 

theed  should  have  jurisdiction 
ies  right  to  slee  him  {pities  I 
unchise  he  may  not  live  in  pees  ; 

ccused,  and  of  his  fone  forjudged, 

roswere,  while  he  was  absent, 

ed  was,  and  may  not  be  excused, 

Ite  sate  in  judgement 

esse  without  advisement, 

le  Disdaine  do  execute  anone, 

ment  in  presence  of  his  fone. 

ey  may  none  admitted  been 
>  Trouth,  ne  a  worde  to  speke, 
or  othe  the  judge  list  not  seen, 
10  game,  but  he  will  be  wreke  : 
T  trouth,  to  thee  I  call  and  clepe  ! 
thou  see  thus  in  thy  presence, 
nercy  murdred  innocence ! 


"  Now  God,  that  art  of  trouth  soveraine, 

And  seest  how  I  lie  for  trouth  bound, 

So  sore  knit  in  loves  fine  chaine, 

Even  at  the  death  through  girte  with  many  a  wound, 

That  likely  are  never  for  to  sound, 

And  for  my  trouth  am  dampned  to  the  death, 

And  not  abide,  but  draw  along  the  breath : 

"  Consider  and  see  in  thine  eternal  right, 
How  that  mine  herte  professed  whilom  was, 
For  to  be  trewe  with  all  my  full  might, 
Onely  to  one  the  which  now,  alas, 
Of  volunte,  without  any  trespas, 
My  accusours  hath  taken  unto  grace, 
And  cherisheth  hem  my  death  to  purchace. 

"  What  meaneth  this  t  what  is  this  wonder  ure 

Of  purveyaunce  if  I  shall  it  call, 

Of  god  of  love,  that  false  hem  so  assure, 

And  trewe,  alas,  downe  of  the  whele  ben  fall, 

And  yet,  in  sothe,  this  is  the  worst  of  all, 

That  Falshed  wrongfully  of  Troth  hath  the  name, 

And  Trouth  ayen ward  of  Falshed  beareth  the  blame. 

M  This  blind  chaunoe,  this  stormy  a  venture, 

In  love  hath  most  his  experience, 

For  who  that  doth  with  trouth  most  his  cure, 

Shall  for  his  mede  finde  most  offence, 

That  serveth  love  with  all  his  diligence  : 

For  who  can  faine  under  lowlyhede, 

Ne  fayleth  not  to  finde  grace  and  spedeu 

"  For  I  loved  one,  full  long  sith  agone, 
With  all  mine  herte,  body,  and  full  might, 
And  to  be  deed  my  herte  can  not  gone 
From  his  heste,  but  hold  that  he  hath  hight, 
Though  I  be  banished  out  of  her  sight, 
And  by  her  mouth  dampned  that  I  shall  dey, 
Unto  my  hest  yet  I  will  ever  obey. 

"  For  ever  sith  that  the  world  began, 

Who  so  liste  looke,  and  in  story  rede, 

He  shall  aye  find  that  the  trewe  man 

Was  put  abacke,  whereas  the  falshede 

Y furthered  was  :  for  Love  taketh  none  hede 

To  slee  the  trew,  and  hath  of  hem  no  charge, 

Where  as  the  false  goeth  frely  at  hir  large. 

"  I  take  record  of  Palamides, 

The  trewe  man,  the  noble  worthy  knight, 

That  ever  loved,  and  of  his  paine  no  relets, 

Notwithstanding  his  manhood  and  his  might, 

Love  unto  him  did  full  great  unright, 

For  aye  the  bet  he  did  in  chevalrie, 

The  more  he  was  hindred  by  envie. 

'  w  And  aye  the  better  he  did  in  every  place, 
Through  his  knighthood  and  busie  payne, 

1  The  ferder  was  he  from  his  ladies  grace, 
For  to  her  mercy  might  he  never  attayne, 
And  to  his  death  he  coud  it  not  refrayne 
For  no  daungere,  but  aye  obey  and  serve, 
As  he  best  coude,  plainly  till  he  sterve. 

"  What  was  the  fine  also  of  Hercules, 

For  all  his  conquest  and  his  wortliinesse, 

That  was  of  strength  alone  pecrles, 

For  like  as  bookes  of  him  list  expresse, 

He  set  pillers  through  his  hie  prowesse, 

Away  at  Gades,  for  to  signifie, 

That  no  man  might  him  passe  in  chevalrie  : 
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*  The  which  pillers  ferre  beyond  Inde, 
Be  set  of  gold  for  a  remembraunce  : 
And  for  all  that  was  he  set  behinde, 
With  hem  that  love  list  feebly  aTaunce, 
For  him  set  last  upon  a  daunce 
Against  whom  helpe  may  no  strife, 
For  all  his  tronth  he  lost  his  life. 

M  Phebus  also,  for  his  pleasannt  light, 
Whan  that  he  went  here  in  earth  lo  we, 
Unto  the  herte  with  Venus  sight 
Y  wounded  was  through  Cupiaes  bo  we, 
'    And  yet  his  lady  list  him  not  to  knowe, 
!    Though  for  her  love  his  herte  did  blede, 
She  let  him  go,  and  toke  of  him  no  hede. 

i    "  What  shall  I  say  of  yonge  Piramus ! 

Of  trewe  Tristram,  for  all  his  hie  renowne, 

Of  Achilles,  or  of  Antonius, 
1    Of  Arcite,  or  of  him  Palemoune, 

What  was  the  end  of  hir  pasaioune, 
!    But  after  sorow  death,  and  then  hir  grave  t 

Lo,  here  the  guerdon  that  these  lovers  have  ! 

"  But  false  Jason  with  his  doublenesse, 
That  was  untrewe  at  Colkos  to  Medee, 
And  Theseus,  roote  of  unkindnesse, 
And  with  these  two  eke  the  false  Enee. 
;    Lo,  thus  the  false  aye  in  one  degree, 
I    Had  in  love  hir  lust  and  all  hir  will, 
i    And^  save  falshood,  there  was  none  other  skill. 

«  Of  Thebes  eke  the  false  Arcite, 
And  Demophon  eke  for  his  slouth, 
They  had  hir  lust  and  all  that  might  delite, 
1    For  all  hir  falshood  and  great  untrouth : 
1    Thus  ever  Love,  alas,  and  that  is  routh, 
His  false  lieges  forthereth  what  he  may, 
|    And  sleeth  the  trewe  ungoodly,  day  by  day. 

I    "  For  trewe  Adon  was  slaine  with  the  bore, 
Amidde  the  forest  in  the  grene  shade, 
For  Venus  love  he  felt  all  the  sore, 
j    But  Vulcan  us  with  her  no  mercy  made, 
|    The  foule  chorle  had  many  nights  glade, 
1    Where  Mars  her  knight  and  her  man, 
To  find  mercy  comfort  none  he  can. 

|    "  Also  the  yonge  fresh  Ipomedes, 
I    So  lustlv  free  as  of  his  corage, 

That  for  to  serve  with  all  his  herte  he  ches 

Athalant,  so  faire  of  her  visage, 

But  Love,  alas,  quite  him  so  his  wage 
',    With  cruell  daunger  plainly  at  the  last, 

That  with  the  death  guerdonlesse  he  past. 

"  Lo,  here  the  fine  of  Loves  service, 
i    Lo,  how  that  Love  can  his  servaunts  quite, 

Lo,  how  he  can  his  faithfull  men  dispise, 

To  slee  the  trewe  men,  and  false  to  respite! 

Lo,  how  he  doth  the  Bwerde  of  sorow  bite 
|    In  hertes,  soch  as  most  his  lust  obey, 
|    To  save  the  false  and  do  the  trewe  dey. 

\    "  For  faith  nor  othe,  worde  ne  assuraunce, 
j    Trewe  meaning,  awaite,  or  businesse, 
|    Still  porte,  ne  faithfull  attendaunce, 
!    Manhood  ne  might  in  armes  worth  inesse, 
Pursute  of  worship  nor  hie  prowesse, 
In  straunge  land  riding  ne  travaile, 
Full  litell  or  nought  in  love  doth  availe. 
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"  Perill  of  death,  nor  in  see  ne  land, 

Hunger  ne  thrust,  sorow  ne  nicknorwr, 

Ne  great  emprises  for  to  take  in  hand, 

Sheding  of  blood,  ne  manfull  hardinesse, 

Ne  oft  wounding  at  sautes  by  distrease, 

Nor  in  parting  of  life  nor  death  also, 

All  is  for  nought,  Love  taketh  no  heed  thereto. 

'<  But  lesings  with  hir  flatterie, 

Through  hir  falshede,  and  with  hir  doablenesse, 

With  tales  new,  and  many  fained  lie, 

By  false  semblaunt,  and  counterfeit  humblease, 

Under  colour  depaint  with  stedfastnesBe, 

With  fraud  covered  under  a  pitous  face, 

Accept  be  now  rathest  unto  grace  : 

u  And  can  himselfe  now  best  magnifie 

With  fained  port  and  presumption, 

They  haunce  hir  cause  with  false  surquedrie, 

Under  meaning  of  double  entention, 

To  thinke  one  m  hir  opinion, 

And  say  another,  to  set  himselfe  aloft, 

And  hinder  trouth,  as  it  is  seene  full  oft. 

"  The  which  thing  I  buy  now  all  too  dears, 
Thanked  be  Venus  and  the  god  Cupide, 
As  it  is  seene  by  mine  oppressed  cheare, 
And  by  his  arrowes  that  sticken  in  my  side, 
That  save  death  I  nothing  abide, 
Fro  day  to  day,  alas,  the  hard  while, 
Whan  ever  his  dart  that  him  list  to  file, 

"  My  wofull  herte  for  to  rive  atwo, 
For  faut  of  mercy  and  lacke  of  pite 
Of  her  that  cause th  all  my  paine  and  wo, 
And  list  not  ones  of  grace  for  to  see 

Unto  my  trouth  through  her  cruelte  ; 
And  most  of  all  I  me  complaine, 
That  she  hath  joy  to  laugh  at  my  paine ; 

'<  And  wilfully  hath  my  death  sworne, 
All  guiltlesse,  and  wote  no  cause  why, 
;  Save  for  the  trouth  that  I  had  aforne 
To  her  alone  to  serve  faithfully. 

0  god  of  love,  unto  thee  I  cry, 
And  to  thy  blind  double  deite, 

Of  this  great  wrong  I  complaine  me  ! 

"  And  unto  thy  stormy  wilfull  variatmce, 
Ymeint  with  change  and  great  unstablenesse, 
Now  up,  now  doun,  sorenning  is  thy  chance, 
That  thee  to  trust  may  be  no  sikernesse, 

1  wite  it  nothing  but  thy  doublenesse, 
And  who  that  is  an  archer,  and  is  blend, 
Marketh  nothing,  but  shooteth  by  wend. 

j  u  And  for  that  he  hath  no  discretion, 
!  Without  advise  he  let  his  arrow  go, 
For  lacke  of  sight,  and  also  of  reason, 
In  his  shooting  it  happeth  ofte  so, 
To  hurt  his  friend  rather  than  his  fo, 
So  doth  this  god  with  his  sharpe  flone, 
The  trew  sleeth,  and  letteth  the  false  gone. 

"  And  of  his  wounding  this  is  the  worst  of  all) 
Whan  he  hurt  doeth  to  so  cruel]  wretch, 
And  maketh  the  sicke  for  to  cry  and  call 
Unto  his  foe  for  to  be  his  leche, 
And  hard  it  is  for  a  man  to  seene 
Upon  the  point  of  death  in  jeoperdie, 
Unto  his  foe  to  find  a  remedie. 
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•th  it  now  even  by  me, 
foe  that  gave  my  herte  a  wound, 
grace,  mercy,  and  pite, 
y  there  where  none  may  be  found, 
y  sore  my  leche  will  confound, 
kind  so  hath  set  mine  ure, 
e  to  have  my  wound  in  cure. 

while,  now  that  I  was  borne, 
vcr  saw  the  bright  Sonne  ! 
see  that  full  long  aforne, 
Drne,  my  desteny  was  sponne 
sisterne,  to  slee  me  if  they  conne, 
iy  death  shopen  or  my  shert, 
outh,  I  may  it  not  astert 

ty  goddesse,  also,  of  Nature, 
•  God  hath  the  governaunce 
things  committed  to  her  cure, 
ave  through  her  wise  purveiance, 
lady  so  much  suffisaunce 
ie8,  and  there withall  purvide 
Trouth,  hath  take  Danger  to  gide. 

te,  beaute,  shape,  and  seemelihede, 
9r\ty  passingly  fairenesse, 
rt,  glad  chere,  with  lowlihede, 
ede  right  plenteous  largenesse, 
in  her  fully  emprcsse, 
her  wrought,  and  alderlast  Disdain, 
Trouth,  she  made  her  chamberlain. 

istrust  also,  and  False-suspection, 

eleve  she  made  for  to  be 

ounsaile  to  this  conclusion, 

e  Trouth,  and  eke  Pite, 

court  to  make  Mercy  flee, 

pite  now  holdeth  forth  her  reigne, 

hsty  bileve  of  tales  that  men  feigne. 

I  am  for  my  trouth,  alas, 
id  slain  with  words  sharp  and  kene, 
God  wote,  of  all  trespas, 
1  blede  upon  this  cold  grene, 
'  Bwetc,  mercy  my  lives  quene, 
r  grace  of  mercy  yet  I  prey, 
■vice  that  your  man  may  dey. 

be  that  I  shall  die  algate, 
shall  none  other  mercy  have, 
death  let  this  been  the  date, 
ur  wil  I  was  broght  to  my  grave, 
if  that  you  list  me  save, 
wounds  that  ake  so  and  blede, 
harme,  and  also  of  womanhede. 

r  charme,  plainly,  is  there  none, 
lercy  to  helpe  in  this  case, 
i  my  wounds  bleed  ever  in  one, 
f  death,  standeth  in  your  grace, 
ti  my  guilt  be  nothing,  alas, 
cy  in  all  my  best  cntent, 
ie,  if  that  ye  assent 

>  against  shall  I  never  strive 

>  werke,  plainely  I  ne  may, 
[  have  than  to  be  alive, 
hly,  and  it  be  to  her  pay, 

i  it  be  this  same  day, 
lat  ever  her  list  to  devise, 
ie  to  die  in  your  servise. 


"  And  God,  that  kno west  the  thought  of  every  wight, 

Right  as  it  is,  in  every  thing  thou  maist  see, 

Yet  ere  I  die,  with  all  my  full  might, 

Lowly  I  pray  to  graunt  unto  mee, 

That  ve  goodly,  faire,  fresh,  and  free, 

Which  onely  tie  me  for  default  of  routh, 

Or  that  I  die,  ye  may  know  my  trouth. 

w  For  that  in  sooth  suffice  th  me, 

And  she  it  know  in  every  circumstaunce, 

And  after  I  am  well  paid  that  she, 

If  that  her  list,  of  death  to  do  vengeaunce 

Unto  me,  that  am  under  her  ligeaunce, 

It  sit  me  not  her  doome  to  disobey, 

But  at  her  lust  wilfully  to  dey. 

M  Without  grutching  or  rebellion 

In  will  or  word,  holy  I  assent, 
j  Or  any  manner  contradiction, 
1  Fully  to  be  at  her  commaundement, 
|  And,  if  I  die,  in  my  testament 

My  herte  I  send,  and  my  spirit  also, 

What  so  ever  she  list  with  hem  to  do. 


"  And  alderlast,  to  her  womanhede, 
And  to  her  mercy  me  I  recommaund, 
That  lie  now  here  betwixe  hope  and  drede, 
Abiding  plainly  what  she  list  commaund, 
For  utterly  this  n'is  no  demaund 
Welcome  to  me  while  me  lasteth  breath, 
Right  at  her  choice,  where  it  be  life  or  death. 

"  In  this  matter  more  what  might  I  saine, 

Sith  in  her  hand,  and  in  her  wul  is  all, 

But  life  and  death,  my  joy,  and  all  my  paine, 

And  finally  my  best  hold  I  shall, 

Till  my  spirit  by  desteny  fatall, 

Whan  that  her  list  fro  my  body  wend, 

Have  here  my  trouth,  and  thus  I  make  an  end." 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  sigh  as  sore, 
Like  as  his  herte  rive  would  atwaine, 
And  held  his  peace,  and  spake  no  word  more, 
But  for  to  see  his  wo  and  mortal  paine, 
The  teares  gonne  fro  mine  eyen  raine 
Full  pitously,  for  very  inward  routh, 
That  I  him  saw  so  long  wishing  for  trouth. 

And  all  tins  while  my  sclfe  I  kepte  close 
Among  the  bowes,  and  my  selfe  gonne  hide, 
Till  at  the  last  the  wofull  man  arose, 
And  to  a  lodge  went  there  beside, 
Where  all  the  May  his  custome  was  t'abide, 
Sole  to  complaine  of  his  paines  kene, 
From  yere  to  yere,  under  the  bowes  grene ; 

And  for  bicause  that  it  drew  to  the  night, 

And  that  the  Sunne  his  arke  diurnal 

Y passed  was,  so  that  his  persaunt  light, 

His  bright  beams  and  his  streams  all 

Were  in  the  waves  of  the  water  fall, 

Under  the  bordure  of  our  occian, 

His  chaire  of  gold,  his  course  so  swiftly  ran  : 

And  while  the  twilight  and  the  rowes  rede 
Of  Phebus  light  were  deaurate  a  lite, 
A  penne  I  tooke,  and  gan  me  fast  apede 
The  wofull  plaint  of  this  man  to  write, 
Word  by  word,  as  he  did  endite, 
Like  as  I  heard,  and  eoud  hem  tho  report, 
I  have  hero  set,  your  hertes  to  disport 
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If  ought  be  mime,  lay  the  wite  on  me, 

For  f  am  worthy  for  to  beare  the  blame, 

If  any  thing  mime  reported  be, 

To  make  this  ditie  for  to  seeme  lame, 

Through  mine  unconning,  bnt  for  to  sain  the  same, 

Like  as  this  manne  his  complaint  did  express*, 

I  aske  mercy  and  forgiveness©. 

And  as  I  wrote,  me  thought  I  saw  aferre, 

Ferre  in  the  west  lustely  appere 

Esperus  the  goodly  bright  sterre, 

So  glad,  so  faire,  so  persaunt  eke  of  chere, 

I  mean  Venus  with  her  beames  clere, 

That  heavy  hertes  only  to  releve, 

Is  wont  of  custome  for  to  shew  at  ere. 

And  I  as  fast  fell  adown  on  my  knee, 
And  even  thus  to  her  gan  I  to  prey  : 

"  0  lady  Venus,  so  faire  upon  to  see, 
Let  not  this  man  for  his  trouth  dey  ! 
For  that  joy  thou  haddest  whan  thou  Icy 
With  Mars  thy  knight,  whan  Vulcanus  fond, 
And  with  a  chaine  unvisible  you  bond 

M  Togider  both  tway  in  the  same  while, 
That  all  the  court  above  celestiall, 
At  your  shame  gan  laugh  and  smile : 
Ah,  faire  lady,  willy  fond  at  all, 
Comfort  to  carefull,  0  goddesse  immortall, 
Be  helping  now,  and  do  thy  diligence 
To  let  the  streames  of  thine  influence 

"  Descend  downe  in  forthering  of  the  trouth, 

Namely  of  hem  that  lie  in  sorrow  bound, 

Shew  now  thou  might,  and  on  hir  wo  have  routh, 

Erf  false  daunger  slee  hem  and  confound  : 

And  specially  let  thy  might  be  found 

Fur  so  to  cover,  what  so  that  thou  may, 

The  true  man  that  in  the  herber  lay  ; 

"  And  all  true  forther  for  his  sake, 
0  glad  sterre,  O  lady  Venus  mine, 
And  cause  his  lady  him  to  grace  take, 
Her  herte  of  stele  to  mercy  so  encline, 
Ere  that  thy  bemes  go  up  to  decline, 


And  ere  that  thou  now  go  fro  us  adoun, 
For  that  love  thou  haddest  to  Adoun." 

And  whan  she  was  gone  to  her  rest, 
I  rose  anone,  and  home  to  bed  went, 
Forweary,  me  thought  it  for  the  best, 
Praying  thus  in  all  my  best  entent, 
That  all  trew,  that  be  with  daunger  shent, 
With  mercy  may  in  release  of  hir  paine, 
Recured  be,  ere  May  come  efte  againe. 

And  for  that  I  ne  may  no  lenger  wake, 
Farewell  ye  lovers  all  that  be  trew, 
Praying  to  God,  and  thus  my  leve  I  take, 
That  ere  the  Sunne  to  morrow  be  risen  new, 
And  ere  he  have  ayen  rosen  hew, 
That  each  of  you  may  have  such  a  grace, 
His  owne  lady  in  armea  to  embrace. 

I  meane  thus,  in  all  honesty, 

Without  more  ye  may  togider  speake 

What  so  ye  list  at  good  liberty, 

That  each  may  to  other  hir  herte  broke, 

On  jelousies  onely  to  be  wreke, 

That  hath  so  long  of  his  mallioe  and  envy 

Werred  trouth  with  his  tiranny. 

LENVOYE. 

Princesse,  pleaseth  it  to  your  benignitie 
This  little  ditie  to  have  in  mind, 
Of  womanhede  also  for  to  see, 
Your  man  may  your  mercy  find, 
And  pity  eke,  that  long  hath  be  behind, 
Let  him  againe  be  provoked  to  grace, 
For  by  my  trouth  it  is  against  land 
False  daunger  to  occupy  his  place. 

Go  little  quaire  unto  my  lives  queene 
And  my  very  hertes  soveraine, 
And  be  right  glad  for  she  shall  thee  seene, 
Such  is  thy  grace,  but  I  alas,  in  paine 
Am  left  behind,  and  n'ot  to  whom  to  plains, 
For  mercy,  ruth,  grace,  and  eke  pite 
Exiled  be,  that  I  may  not  attaine 
Recure  to  find  of  mine  adversite. 
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itt  and  all  merciable  queene, 
>m  nil  thus  world  fleeth  for  succour 
e  release  of  sinne,  of  sorrow,  of  tene, 
is  Virgiiie  of  all  flouris  flour  1 
e  I  flee,  confounded  in  errour, 
and  releeve,  almighty  debonaire  ! 
nercy  of  mine  perUlous  langour  ! 
ist  me  hath  my  cruell  adversaire. 

B. 

r  so  fixe  hath  in  my  herte  his  tent, 
rell  I  wote  thou  will  my  succour  be, 
tanst  not  warn  that  with  good  entent, 
thine  helpe,  thine  herte  is  aye  so  free : 
irt  largesse  of  plaine  felicite, 
and  refute  of  quiete  and  of  rest ; 
w  that  thevis  seven  ehasen  me  1 
lady  bright,  or  that  mine  ship  to  brest  1 


Flying,  I  flee  for  succour  to  thine  tent, 

Me  for  to  hide  fro  tempest  full  of  drede, 

Beseking  you,  that  ye  you  not  absent, 

Though  I  be  wicke  :  0  help  vet  at  this  nede  ! 

All  have  I  been  a  beast  in  wit  and  dede, 

Yet  lady,  thou  mee  close  in  with  thine  own  grace  ! 

Thine  enemy  and  mine,  lady  take  hede, 

Unto  mine  death  in  point  is  me  to  chase. 

G. 

Gracious  maid  and  modir,  which  that  never 
Were  bitter  nor  in  earth  nor  in  see, 
But  full  of  sweetnesse  and  of  mercy  ever, 
Help,  that  mine  fader  be  not  wroth  with  me  ! 
Speake  thou,  for  I  ne  dare  him  not  see, 
So  have  I  done  in  earth,  alas  the  while, 
That  certes  but  if  thou  mine  succour  be, 
To  sinke  eterne  he  will  mine  ghost  exile. 


C. 

rt  is  none,  but  in  you,  lady  dere, 

,  mine  sinne  and  mine  confusioun, 

i  ought  not  in  thine  presence  for  to  apere, 

hken  on  me  a  greevous  actioun, 

ay  right  and  disperatioun, 

is  by  right,  they  mighten  well  sustene 

.  were  worthy  mine  damnatioun, 

nercy  of  you,  blisfull  quene  ! 

D. 

s  there  none,  queen  of  misericord, 
hou  n*art  cause  of  grace  and  mercy  here, 
imchedsafe  through  thee  with  us  to  accord : 
irtis,  Christ  is  blisful  modir  dere, 
now  the  bow  bent  in  swiche  manere, 
»as  first  of  justice  and  of  ire, 
ghtfull  God  would  of  no  mercy  here : 
trough  thee  han  we  grace  as  we  desire. 


H. 

He  vouchedesafe,  tell  him,  as  was  his  will, 

Become  a  man  as  for  our  alliaunce, 

And  with  his  blood  he  wrote  that  blisfull  bill 

Upon  the  crosse,  as  generall  acquitaunce 

To  every  penitent  in  full  criaunce : 

And,  therefore,  lady  bright,  thou  for  us  prey, 

Than  shalt  thou  stent  all  his  greevaunce, 

And  maken  our  foe  to  failen  of  his  prey. 

I. 

I  wote  well  thou  wilt  been  our  succour, 
Thou  art  so  full  of  bounty  in  certaine, 
For  whan  a  soule  falleth  in  errour, 
Thine  pity  goeth,  and  haleth  I  lira  againe, 
Than  maketh  thou  his  peace  with  his  soverain, 
And  bringest  him  out  of  the  crooked  strete : 
Who  so  thee  loveth  shall  not  love  in  vaine, 
That  shall  he  find,  as  he  the  life  shall  lete. 


lath  mine  hope  of  refute  in  thee  be  : 
are  beforne  full  oft,  in  many  a  wise, 
nercy  hast  thou  received*  me, 
ercy,  lady,  at  the  great  assise, 
we  shall  come  before  the  high  justise, 
(e  frute  shall  than  in  me  ben  found, 
rat  thou  or  that  day  correct  me, 
j  right  mine  werk  will  me  confound. 


K. 

Kalenderis  enlumined  been  they, 
That  in  this  world  been  lighted  with  thine  name, 
And  who  so  goeth  with  thee  the  right  wey, 
Him  that  not  drede  in  soule  to  been  lame. 
Now,  queen  of  comfort,  nth  thou  art  the  same 
To  whom  I  seech  for  my  medicine, 
Let  not  mine  fo  no  more  mine  wound  entame, 
Mine  hele  into  thine  bond  all  1 1 
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L. 

Lady,  thine  sorrow  can  I  not  portrey 
Under  that  crosse,  ne  his  grevoos  pennaunce : 
But  for  your  both  is  peine,  I  you  prey, 
Let  not  our  alder  fo  make  his  bostaunce, 
That  he  hath  in  his  lestis  with  mischaunce, 
Convict  that  ye  both  han  bought  so  dere : 
As  I  said  erst,  thou  ground  of  subetaunoe, 
Continue  on  us  thine  pitous  eyen  clere  ! 

M. 

Moyses  that  saw  the  bosh  of  flambis  rede 
Brenning,  of  which  than  never  a  sticke  brend, 
Was  sign  of  thine  unwemmed  maidenhede, 
Thou  art  the  bosh,  on  which  there  can  descend 
The  Holyghost,  which  that  Moyses  weend 
Had  been  on  fire :  and  this  was  in  figure. 
Now  lady,  from  the  fire  us  defend, 
Which  that  in  Hell  eternally  shall  dure  1 

N. 

Noble  princesse,  that  never  haddest  pere, 

Certes  if  any  comfort  in  us  bee, 

That  commeth  of  thee,  Christis  moder  dere, 

We  han  none  other  melody  ne  glee, 

Us  to  rejoyce  in  our  adversite, 

Ne  advocat  none,  that  will  and  dare  so  prey 

For  us,  and  that  for  as  little  hire  as  ye, 

That  helpen  for  an  Avemary  or  twey. 

0. 

0  very  light  of  eyen  tho  been  blind, 
U  very  lust  of  labour  and  distresse, 
O  treasorere  of  bounty  to  mankind, 
The  whom  God  chese  to  moder  for  humblesse, 
From  his  ancello  he  made  thee  maistresse 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth,  our  bill  up  to  bede, 
This  world  awaiteth  ever  on  thine  goodnes, 
For  thou  ne  failedest  never  wight  at  nede. 

P. 

Purpose  I  have,  sometime,  for  to  enquere 
Wherefore  and  why  the  Holyghost  thee  sought, 
Whan  Gabrielis  voice  come  to  thine  ere  ; 
He  not  to  werre  us  swich  a  wonder  wrought, 
But  for  to  save  us,  that  sithen  bought : 
Than  needeth  us  no  weapon  us  to  save, 
But  onely  there  we  did  not  as  us  ought, 
Do  penitence,  and  mercy  aske  and  have. 

Queen  of  comfort,  right  whan  I  me  bethink, 
That  I  agilt  have  both  him  and  thee, 
And  that  mine  soule  is  worthy  for  to  sinke, 
Alas,  I  caitife,  wheder  shall  I  flee ! 
Who  shall  unto  thine  sonne  mine  mean  be  ! 
Who,  but  thine  selfe,  that  art  of  pity  well ! 
Thou  hast  more  routh  on  our  adversitie, 
Than  in  this  world  might  any  tongue  tell. 

R. 

Redresse  me  moder,  and  eke  me  chastise, 
For  certainly  my  faders  chastising 
Ne  dare  I  not  abiden  in  no  wise, 
So  hideous  is  his  full  reckening ; 


Moder  of  whom  our  joy  gan  to  spring, 
Be  ye  mine  judge,  and  eke  my  soules  leech  ! 
For  ever  in  you  is  pity  abounding, 
To  each  that  of  pity  will  you  beseech. 

S. 

Sooth  is,  he  ne  graunteth  no  pity 
Without  thee  :  for  God  of  his  goodnesse 
Forgiveth  none,  but  it  like  unto  thee : 
He  hath  thee  made  vicaire  and  maistresse 
Of  all  this  world,  and  eke  governeresse 
Of  Heaven :  and  represseth  his  justice 
After  thine  will ;  and,  therefore,  in  witnesse 
He  hath  thee  crowned  in  so  royal  wise. 

T. 

Temple  devout,  ther  God  chese  his  wonning, 
For  which  these  misbeleeved  deprived  been, 
To  you  mine  soule  penitent  I  bring, 
Receive  me,  for  I  can  no  f either  fleen. 
With  thorn  is  venemous,  Heaven  queen, 
For  which  the  erth  accursed  was  ful  sore, 
I  am  so  wounded,  as  ye  may  well  seene, 
That  I  am  lost  almost,  it  smert  so  sore. 

V. 

Yirgine,  that  art  so  noble  of  apparafle, 
That  leadest  us  into  the  high  toure 
Of  Paradise,  thou  me  wish  and  counsaile, 
How  I  may  have  thy  grace  and  thy  succour ! 
All  have  I  been  in  filth  and  in  errour : 
Lady,  on  that  countrev  thou  me  adjourne, 
That  cleaped  is  thine  bench  of  fresh  flour, 
There  as  that  mercy  ever  shall  sojourne. 

X. 

Xen  thine  sonne,  that  in  this  world  alight 
Upon  a  crosse  to  suffer  his  passioun, 
Aud  suffred  eke  that  Longeus  his  hart  pight, 
And  made  his  hcrte  blood  renne  adoun, 
And  all  this  was  for  my  salvatioun : 
And  1  to  him  am  fals  and  eke  unkind, 
And  yet  ho  will  not  mine  dampnatioun : 
This  thanke  I  you,  succour  of  all  mankind ! 

Y. 

Ysaac  was  figure  of  his  death  certaine, 
That  so  ferre  forth  his  fader  would  obev, 
That  him  ne  rought  nothing  for  to  be  slain : 
Right  so  thy  sonne  list  a  lambe  to  dey : 
Now,  lady  full  of  mercy,  I  you  prey, 
Sith  he  his  mercy  sured  me  so  large, 
Be  ye  not  sc»nt,  for  all  we  sing  or  say, 
That  ye  been  fro  vengeaunce  aye  our  targe. 

Z 

Zacharie  you  clepith  the  open  well 
That  wisht  sinfull  soule  out  of  his  guilt, 
Therefore  this  lesson  out  I  will  to  tell,  ^ 
That  nere  thy  tender  heart  we  were  spilt. 
Now,  lady  bright,  sith  thou  canst  and  wilt 
Been  to  the  seed  of  Adam  merciable, 
Bring  us  to  that  paleis  that  is  built 
To  penitentis,  that  ben  to  mercie  able. 
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I  rats  [peat  wonder  by  this'light, 

How  I  live,  for  day  ne  night 

I  may  not  sleepe  welnigh  nought ; 

I  hare  so  many  an  idle  thought, 

Purely  for  default  of  sleepe, 

That,  by  my  trouth,  I  take  no  keepe 

Of  nothing,  how  it  commeth  or  gothe. 

To  me  n'is  nothing  lefe  nor  lothe, 

All  is  yliche  good  to  me, 

Joy  or  sorrow,  where  so  it  be  : 

For  1  have  feeling  in  nothing, 

But  as  it  were  a  mased  thing, 

All  day  in  point  to  fall  adoun, 

For  sorrowfull  imaginaieoun 

Is  alway  wholly  in  my  minde. 

And  well  ye  wote,  against  Idnde 
It  were  to  liven  in  this  wise, 
For  nature  would  not  suffise 
To  none  earthly  creature, 
Not  long  time  to  endure 
Without  sleepe,  and  be  in  sorrow  : 
And  I  ne  may,  ne  night  ne  morrow, 
Sleepe,  and  this  melancolie 
And  drede  I  have  for  to  die, 
Defiant  of  sleepe  and  heavinesse 
Hath  slaine  my  spirit  of  quickenesse, 
That  I  have  lost  all  lustvhead  ; 
Such  fantasies  ben  in  mine  head, 
So  I  n'ot  what  is  best  to  do  : 
But  men  might  aske  me  why  so 
I  may  not  sleepe,  and  what  me  is  t 

But  nathelease,  who  aske  this, 
Leseth  his  asking  truely, 
My  selven  cannot  tell  why 
The  sooth,  but  truly  as  I  geese, 
I  hold  it  be  a  sickenesse 
That  I  have  suffred  this  eight  yere, 
And  vet  mj  boot  is  never  the  nere : 
For  there  is  phisicien  but  one, 
That  may  me  heale,  but  that  is  done  : 
Passe  we  over  untill  efte, 
That  will  not  be  mote  needs  be  lefte  ; 
Our  first  matter  is  good  to  keepe. 

So  whan  I  saw  I  might  not  sleepe, 
Now  of  late  this  other  night 
Upon  mv  bed  I  sate  upright, 
And  bade  one  reach  me  a  booke, 
A  rotnannce,  and  he  it  me  tooke 
To  rede,  and  drive  the  night  away  : 
For  me  thought  it  better  play, 


Than  either  at  chesse  or  tables. 

And  in  this  booke  were  written  fables, 
That  clerkes  had  in  old  time, 
And  other  poets  put  in  rime, 
To  rede,  and  for  to  be  in  mind, 
While  men  loved  the  law  of  Kinde. 
This  booke  ne  spake  but  of  such  things, 
Of  queenes  lives,  and  of  kings, 
And  many  other  things  smale. 
Among  all  this  I  found  a  tale, 
That  me  thought  a  wonder  thing. 

This  was  the  tale  :  There  was  a  king 
That  hight  Seys,  and  had  a  wife, 
The  best  that  might  beare  life, 
And  this  queene  night  Alcione. 
So  it  befell,  thereafter  soone 
This  king  woll  wenden  over  see  : 
To  tellen  shortly,  whan  that  he 
Was  in  the  see,  thus  in  this  wise. 
Such  a  tempest  gan  to  rise, 
That  brake  her  mast,  and  made  it  fall, 
And  cleft  her  ship,  and  dreint  hem  all, 
That  never  was  found,  as  it  tels, 
Bord,  ne  man,  ne  nothing  els. 
Right  thus  this  king  Seys  lost  his  life. 

Now  for  to  speake  of  Alcione  his  wife : 
This  lady  that  was  left  at  home, 
Hath  wonder  that  the  king  ne  come 
Home,  for  it  was  a  long  terme  : 
Anon  her  herte  began  to  yerne, 
And  for  that  her  thought  evermo 
It  was  not  wele,  her  thought  so, 
She  longed  so  after  the  king, 
That  certes  it  were  a  pitous  thing 
To  tell  her  heartely  sorrowfull  life, 
That  she  had,  thi3  noble  wife, 
For  him,  alas !  she  loved  alderbest, 
Anon  she  sent  both  east  and  west 
To  seeke  him,  but  they  found  him  nought. 

"Alas,"  (quod  she)  u  that  I  was  wrought, 
Whether  my  lord  my  love  be  dead, 
Certes  I  nil!  never  eat  bread, 
I  make  a  vow  to  my  God  here, 
But  I  mowe  of  my  lord  here." 

Such  sorrow  this  lady  to  her  tooke. 
That  truly  I  that  made  this  booke, 
|     Had  such  pitie  and  such  routh 

To  rede  her  sorrow,  that  by  my  trouth, 
I  farde  the  worse  all  the  morrow 
,     After,  to  thinken  on  her  sorrow. 


364  THE  BOOKE  OF  THE  DUTCHESSE.  v.  101-* 


So  whan  this  lady  coud  here  no  word 
That  no  man  might  find  her  lord, 
Full  oft  she  swowned,  and  said  "  Alas  1" 
For  sorrow  full  nigh  wood  she  was, 
Ne  she  coud  no  rede  but  one, 
But  downe  on  knees  she  sate  anone, 
And  wept,  that  pitie  were  to  here. 

"  A  mercy,  sweet  lady  dere  !" 
(Quod  she)  to  Juno  her  goddesse, 
u  Helpe  me  out  of  this  distresse, 
And  yeve  me  grace  my  lord  to  see 
Soone,  or  wete  where  so  he  bee, 
Or  how  he  fareth  or  in  what  wise, 
And  I  shall  make  you  sacrifice, 
And  holy  yours  become  I  shall, 
With  good  will,  body,  herte,  and  all ; 
And  but  thou  wolt  this,  lady  swete, 
Send  me  grace  to  slepe  and  mete 
In  my  sleepe  some  certain  sweven, 
Where  through  that  I  may  know  even 
Whether  my  lord  be  quicke  or  dead." 

With  that  word  she  hing  downe  the  head, 
And  fell  in  a  swowne,  as  cold  as  stone ; 
Her  women  caught  her  up  anone, 
And  brought  her  in  bed  all  naked, 
And  she,  forweped  and  forwaked, 
Was  weary,  and  thus  the  dead  sleepe 
Fell  on  her  or  she  tooke  keepe, 
Through  Juno,  that  had  heard  her  boone, 
That  made  her  to  sleepe  soone  ; 
For  as  she  praide,  right  so  was  done 
Indeed,  for  Juno  right  anone 
Called  thus  her  messengere 
To  do  her  errand,  and  he  come  nere  ; 
Whan  he  was  come  she  bad  him  thus  : 

«  Go  bet"  (quod  Juno)  "to  Morpheus, 
"  Thou  knowest  him  well,  the  god  of  sleepe, 
Now  understand  well,  and  take  keepe  ; 
Say  thus  on  my  halfe,  that  hee 
Go  fast  into  the  great  see, 
And  bid  him  that  on  all  thing 
He  take  up  Seys  body  the  king, 
That  lieth  full  pale,  and  nothing  rody, 
Bid  him  creepe  into  the  body, 
And  do  it  gone  to  Alcione, 
The  queene,  there  she  lieth  alone, 
And  shew  her  shortly,  it  is  no  nay, 
How  it  was  dreint  this  other  day, 
And  do  the  body  speake  right  so, 
Right  as  it  was  wonted  to  do, 
The  whiles  that  it  was  alive ; 
Go  now  fast,  and  hye  thee  blive." 

This  messenger  took  leve  and  went 
Upon  his  way,  and  never  he  stent 
Till  he  came  to  the  darke  valley 
That  stant  betweene  rockes  twey, 
There  never  yet  grew  corne  ne  gras, 
Ne  tree,  ne  naught  that  aught  was, 
Beast  ne  man,  ne  naught  els, 
Save  that  there  were  a  few  wels 
Came  renning  fro  the  cliffes  adowne, 
That  made  a  deadly  sleeping  sowne, 
And  rennen  downe  right  by  a  cave, 
That  was  under  a  rocke  ygrave 
Amid  the  valley  wonder  deepe, 
There  these  goddes  lay  asleepe, 
Morpheus  and  Eclympasteire, 
That  was  the  god  of  sleepes  heire, 
That  slept,  and  did  none  other  werkc. 

This  cave  was  also  as  derke 


As  Hell  pitte,  over  all  about 
They  had  good  leyser  for  to  rout. 
To  vye  who  might  sleepe  best, 
Some  hing  hir  chin  upon  hir  brest, 
And  slept  upright  hir  head  yhed, 
And  some  lay  naked  in  hir  bed, 
And  slept  whiles  their  daiea  last. 

This  messenger  come  renning  fast, 
And  cried  "  Ho,  ho,  awake  anone  1 " 
It  was  for  nought,  there  heard  him  none. 
«  Awake  ! "  (quod  he)  •*  who  lieth  there P 
And  blew  his  home  right  in  hir  ear, 
And  cried  "  Awaketh  !"  wonder  hye. 

This  god  of  sleepe,  with  his  one  eye, 
Cast  up,  and  asked  «  Who  clepeth  there P 
"  It  am  I,"  (quod  this  messengere) 
"  Juno  bade  thou  shouldest  gone," 
And  told  him  what  he  should  done, 
As  I  have  told  you  here  before, 
It  is  no  need  rehearse  it  more, 
And  went  his  way  whan  he  had  saide : 
Anone,  this  god  of  slepe  abraide 
Out  of  his  sleepe  and  gan  to  go, 
And  did  as  he  had  bidde  him  do  ; 
Tooke  up  the  dead  body  soone, 
And  bare  it  forth  to  Alcyone, 
His  wife  the  queene,  there  as  she  lay, 
Right  even  a  quarter  before  day. 
And  stood  right  at  her  beds  fete, 
And  called  her  right  as  she  hete 
By  name,  and  said, "  My  swete  wife, 
Awake  !  let  be  your  sorrowfull  life, 
For  in  your  sorrow  there  lyeth  no  rede, 
For  certes,  sweet  love,  I  am  bnt  dede, 
Ye  shall  me  never  on  live  ysee. 
But,  good  sweet  herte,  looke  that  yee 
Bury  my  body,  for  such  a  tide 
Ye  roowe  it  find  the  see  beside, 
And  farewell  sweet,  my  worlds  blisse, 
I  pray  God  your  sorrow  lisse  ; 
Too  little  while  our  blisse  lasteth." 

With  that  her  eyen  up  she  casteth, 
And  saw  naught : "  Alas !"  (quod  she)  for  aorro* 
And  died  within  the  third  morrow. 

But  what  she  said  more  in  that  swowe, 
I  may  not  tell  it  you  as  now, 
It  were  too  long  for  to  dwell ; 
My  first  mattere  I  will  you  tell, 
Wherefore  I  have  told  you  this  thing, 
Of  Alcione,  and  Seis  the  king. 

For  thus  much  dare  I  say  wele, 
I  had  be  dolven  every  dele, 
And  dead,  right  through  defaut  of  sleepe, 
If  I  ne  had  red,  and  take  kepe 
Of  this  tale  next  before, 
And  I  will  tell  you  wherefore, 
For  I  ne  might  for  bote  ne  bale 
Sleepe,  or  1  had  redde  this  tale 
Of  this  dreint  Seis  the  king, 
And  of  the  gods  of  sleeping. 

Whan  I  had  red  this  tale  wele, 
And  overlooked  it  everydele, 
Me  thought  wonder  if  it  were  so, 
For  I  had  never  heard  speake  or  tho 
Of  no  gods,  that  coud  make 
Men  to  sleepe,  ne  for  to  wake, 
For  I  ne  knew  never  God  but  one, 
And  in  my  game  I  said  anone, 
And  yet  me  list  right  evill  to  ploy, 
Rather  than  that  I  should  dey 
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ti  defaut  of  sleeping  thus, 

give  tbilke  Morpheus, 

goddesse  dame  Juno, 

9  wight  els,  I  ne  rought  who, 

e  me  slepe  and  have  some  rest, 

ive  him  the  alther  best 

at  ever  he  abode  his  live, 

re  onward,  right  now  as  blive, 

)U  make  me  slecpe  alite, 

le  of  pure  doves  white, 

eve  him  a  featherbed, 

rith  gold,  and  right  well  cled, 

blacke  sattin  d'outremere, 

,ny  a  pillow,  and  every  bere, 

of  raines  to  slepe  on  soft, 
»re  not  need  to  turne  oft, 
roll  yeve  him  al  that  fals 
-hamber  and  to  his  hals, 

0  paint  with  pure  gold, 
ite  hem  full  manyfold, 
iute  this  shall  he  have 

t  where  were  his  cave, 
n  make  me  sleepe  Boone, 
the  goddesse  queene  Alcyone, 
is  this  ilke  god  Morpheus 

1  of  me  mo  fees  thus 

er  he  wan  :  and  to  Juno, 
his  goddesse,  I  shall  so  do, 
that  she  shall  hold  her  paid, 
unneth  that  word  ysaid, 
lus  as  I  have  told  you, 
ddainly  I  n'ist  how, 
lust  anone  me  tooke 
>e,  that  right  upon  my  booke 
sleepe,  and  therewith  even 
te  so  inly  such  a  sweven, 
lerfall,  that  never  yet 
no  man  had  the  wit 
ie  well  my  sweven  rede. 
,ot  Joseph  without  drede 
>t,  he  that  rad  so 
ges  meting,  Pharao, 
e  than  coud  the  least  of  us. 
it  scarcely  Macrobeus, 
wrote  all  the  avision 
•  mette  of  king  Scipion, 
»le  man,  the  Affrican, 
ervailes  fortuned  than, 
irede  my  dreames  even, 
s  it  was,  this  was  my  sweven. 
lought  thus,  that  it  was  May, 
the  dawning  there  I  lay, 
te  thus  in  my  bed  all  naked, 
»ked  forth  lor  I  was  waked, 
nale  foules  a  great  hepe, 
id  afraied  me  out  of  my  slepe, 
h  noise  and  sweetnesse  of  hir  song, 
me  mette,  they  sat  among 
ly  chamber  roofe  without 
ie  tyles  over  all  about, 
eriche  song  in  his  wise 
et  solemne  servise 
J,  that  ever  man  I  trow 
ard,  for  some  of  hem  sung  low, 
igh,  and  all  of  one  accord, 
shortly  at  o  word, 
rver  heard  so  sweet  steven, 
lad  be  a  thing  of  Heven, 
ry  a  sowne,  so  sweet  entunes, 
Ttes  for  the  towne  of  Tewnes 


I  n'olde  but  I  had  heard  hem  sing, 
For  all  my  chamber  gan  to  ring, 
Through  singing  of  hir  ermony, 
For  instrument  nor  melody 
Was  no  where  heard  yet  halfe  so  swete, 
Nor  of  accord  halfe  so  mete, 
For  there  was  none  of  hem  that  fained 
To  sing,  for  ech  of  hem  him  pained 
To  find  out  many  crafty  notes, 
They  ne  spared  nat  hir  throtes  ; 
And,  sooth  to  saine,  my  chamber  was 
Full  well  depainted,  and  with  glas 
Were  all  the  windowes  well  yglased 
Full  clere,  and  nat  an  hole  ycrased, 
That  to  behold  it  was  great  joy, 
For  holy  all  the  story  of  Troy 
Was  in  the  glaising  ywrought  thus, 
Of  Hector,  and  of  king  Priamus, 
Of  Achilles,  and  of  king  Laomedon, 
And  eke  of  Medea  and  Jason, 
Of  Paris,  Heleine,  and  of  Lavine, 
And  all  the  wals  with  colours  fine 
Were  paint,  both  text  and  glose, 
And  all  the  Romaunt  of  the  Rose  ; 
My  windowes  weren  shit  echone, 
And  through  the  glasse  the  Sunne  shone 
Upon  my  bed  with  bright  hemes, 
With  many  glad  glidy  stremes, 
And  eke  the  welkin  was  so  faire, 
Blew,  bright,  clere  was  the  aire, 
And  full  attempre,  for  sooth  it  was, 
For  neyther  too  cold  ne  hote  it  n'as, 
Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud. 

And  as  1  lay  thus,  wonder  loud 
Me  thought  I  heard  a  hunte  blow 
T'assay  his  great  home,  and  for  to  know 
Whether  it  was  clere,  or  horse  of  sowne. 

And  I  heard  going  both  up  and  downe 
Men,  horse,  hounds,  and  other  thing, 
And  all  men  speake  of  hunting, 
How  they  would  slee  the  hart  with  strength, 
And  how  the  hart  had  upon  length 
So  much  enbosed,  I  n'ot  now  what. 

Anon  right  whan  I  heard  that, 
How  that  they  would  on  hunting  gone, 
1  was  right  glad,  and  up  anone, 
Tooke  my  horse,  and  forth  I  went 
Out  of  my  chamber,  I  never  stent 
Till  I  come  to  the  field  without, 
There  overtooke  I  a  great  rout 
Of  hunters  and  eke  forresters. 
And  many  relaies  and  timers. 
And  highed  hem  to  the  Forrest  last, 
And  I  with  hem,  so  at  the  last 
I  asked  one  lad,  a  lymere, 
"  Say,  fellow,  who  shall  hunte  here  I" 
(Quod  I)  and  he  answered  ayen, 
u  Sir,  the  emperour  Octavien  " 
(Quod  he)  "and  is  here  fast  by." 

«  A  goddes  halfe,  in  good  time,"  (quod  I) 
Go  we  fast,  and  gan  to  ride  ; 
Whan  we  come  to  the  forrest  side, 
Every  man  did  right  soone, 
As  to  hunting  fell  to  done. 

The  maister  hunte,  anone,  fote  hote 
With  his  home  blew  three  mote 
At  the  uncoupling  of  his  houndis, 
Within  a  while  the  hart  found  is, 
Y  hallowed,  and  rechased  fast 
Long  time,  and  so,  at  the  last. 
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This  hart  rouzed  and  stale  away 
Fro  all  the  hounds  a  previe  way. 

The  hounds  had  overshot  him  all, 
And  were  upon  a  default  yfall, 
Therewith  the  hunte  wonder  fast 
Blew  a  forloyn  at  the  last ; 
I  was  go  walked  fro  my  tree, 
And  as  I  went,  there  came  by  me 
A  whelpe,  that  fawned  me  as  I  stood, 
That  had  yfollowed,  and  eoud  no  good, 
It  came  and  crept  to  me  as  low, 
Right  as  it  had  me  yknow, 
Held  downe  his  head,  and  joyned  his  eares, 
And  laid  all  smooth  downe  his  heares. 

I  would  have  caught  it  anone, 
It  fled  and  was  fro  me  gone, 
As  I  him  followed,  and  it  forth  went 
Downe  by  a  floury  grene  it  went 
Full  thicke  of  grasse,  full  soft  and  sweet, 
With  floures  fele,  faire  under  feet, 
And  little  used,  it  seemed  thus, 
For  both  Flora  and  Zepherus, 
They  two,  that  make  floures  grow, 
Had  made  hir  dwelling  there  I  trow, 
For  it  was  on  to  behold, 
As  though  the  earth  envye  wold 
To  be  gayer  than  the  heven, 
To  have  mo  floures  such  seven 
As  in  the  welkin  sterres  be, 
It  had  forgot  the  poverte 
That  winter,  through  his  cold  morrowes, 
Had  made  it  suffer,  and  his  sorrowes  ; 
All  was  foryeten,  and  that  was  seene, 
For  all  the  wood  was  woxen  greene, 
Sweetnesse  of  dewe  had  made  it  waxe. 

It  is  no  need  eke  for  to  axe 
Where  there  were  many  greene  greves, 
Or  thicke  of  trees  so  full  of  leves, 
And  every  tree  stood  by  himselve 
Fro  other,  well  tenne  foot  or  twelve, 
So  great  trees,  so  huge  of  strength, 
Of  fortie  or  fiftie  fadome  length, 
Cleane  without  bowe  or  sticke, 
With  croppes  brode,  and  eke  as  thicke, 
They  were  not  an  inch  asunder, 
That  it  was  shadde  over  all  under, 
And  many  an  hart  and  many  an  hind 
Was  both  before  me  and  behind, 
Of  fawnes,  sowers,  buckes,  does, 
Was  full  the  wood,  and  many  roes, 
And  many  squirrels,  that  sete, 
Full  high  upon  the  trees  and  etc, 
And  in  hir  manner  made  feasts  : 
Shortly,  it  was  so  full  of  beasts, 
That  though  Argus,  the  noble  countour, 
Sate  to  recken  in  his  countour, 
And  recken  with  his  figures  ten, 
For  by  tho  figures  newe  all  ken 
If  they  be  craftie,  recken  and  nombre, 
And  tell  of  every  thing  the  nombre, 
Yet  should  he  faile  to  recken  even 
The  wonders  me  met  in  my  8 woven  : 
But  forth  I  romed  right  wonder  fast 
Downe  the  wood,  so  at  the  last 
1  was  ware  of  a  man  in  blacke, 
That  sate,  and  had  yturned  his  backe 
To  an  oke,  an  huge  tree  : 
"  Lord,"  thought  I,  "  who  may  that  bee  ? 
What  eyleth  him  to  sitten  here  P 
Anon  right  I  went  nere, 


Than  found  I  aitte,  even  upright, 
A  wonder  welfaring  knight, 
By  the  manner  me  thought  so, 
Of  good  mokel,  and  right  yonqe  thereto, 
Of  the  age  of  foure  and  twentoe  yeere, 
Upon  his  beard  but  little  heere, 
And  he  was  clothed  all  in  blacke. 
I  stalked  even  unto  his  backe, 
And  there  I  stood  as  still  as  ought, 
The  sooth  to  say,  he  saw  me  nought, 
For  why  he  hing  his  head  adowne, 
And  with  a  deadly  sorrowfull  sowne, 
He  made  of  rime  ten  verses  or  twelve, 
Of  a  complaint  to  himselve, 
The  most  pitie,  the  most  ronth, 
That  ever  I  heard,  for,  by  my  trouth, 
It  was  great  wonder  that  nature 
Might  suffer  any  creature 
To  have  such  sorrow,  and  he  not  ded: 
Full  pitous  pale,  and  nothing  red, 
He  said  a  lay,  a  manner  song, 
Without  note,  without  song 
And  was  this,  for  full  well  I  can 
Rehearse  it,  right  thus  it  began. 

"  I  have  of  sorrow  so  great  wone, 
That  joy  get  I  never  none, 
Now  that  I  see  my  lady  bright, 
Which  I  have  loved  with  au  my  might, 
I     Is  fro  me  dead,  and  is  agone, 
And  thus  in  sorrow  left  me  alone. 
Alas,  Death,  what  eyleth  thee, 
J     That  thou  n'oldest  have  taken  me, 

Whan  that  thou  tooke  my  lady  swete ! 
I     Of  all  goodnesse  she  had  none  mete, 
j     That  was  so  faire,  so  fresh,  so  free, 
So  good,  that  men  may  well  see." 

Whan  he  had  made  thus  his  complaint, 
!     His  sorrowfull  herte  gan  fast  faint, 

And  his  spirits  wexen  dead, 
j     The  blood  was  fled  for  pure  dread 
'     Down  to  his  herte,  to  maken  him  warme, 

For  well  it  feeled  the  herte  had  harme, 
!     To  wete  eke  why  it  was  adrad 
By  kinde,  and  for  to  make  it  glad, 
For  it  is  member  principall 
Of  the  body,  and  that  made  all 
His  hewe  chaunge,  and  wexe  grene 
And  pale,  for  there  no  blood  is  seene 
In  no  manner  limme  of  his. 

Anon,  therewith,  whan  I  saw  this, 
He  farde  thus  evill  there  he  sete, 
!     I  went  and  stood  right  at  his  fete, 
And  grette  hira,  but  he  spake  nought 
But  argued  with  his  owne  thought, 
|     And  in  his  wit  disputed  fast, 

Why,  and  how  his  life  might  last, 
Him  thought  his  sorrowes  were  so  smart, 
I     And  lay  so  cold  upon  his  herte. 

So,  through  his  sorrow,  and  holy  thought, 
I     Made  him  that  he  heard  me  nought, 
<     For  he  had  welnigh  lost  his  minde, 
I     Though  Pan,  that  men  clepeth  god  of  kinde, 
'     Were  for  his  sorrowes  never  so  wtoOl 
But  at  the  last,  to  faine  right  sooth, 
|     He  was  ware  of  me,  how  I  stood 
1     Before  him  and  did  off  my  hood, 
!     And  had  ygret  him,  as  I  best  coud 
Debonairly,  and  nothing  loud, 
He  said,  M I  pray  thee,  be  not  wroth, 
I     I  heard  thee  not,  to  saine  the  sooth, 
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r  the  not,  sir,  truly." 
good  sir,  no  force/*  (quod  I) 
ght  sorry,  if  I  have  ought 
led  you  out  of  your  thought, 
me,  if  1  have  misse-take." 
thamends  is  light  to  make  " 
»)  "  for  there  lithe  none  thereto, 
nothing  mis-saide,  nor  do." 
w  goodly  spake  this  knight, 
1  be  another  wight, 
le  it  neyther  tough  ne  queint, 
iw  that,  and  gan  me  acqueint 
o,  and  found  him  so  tretable, 
mder  skilfull  and  reasonable, 
lought,  for  all  his  bale, 
;ht  I  gan  find  a  tale 
to  looke  where  I  might  ought 
»re  knowledging  of  his  thought, 
(quod  I ) M  this  game  is  done, 
hat  this  hart  be  gone,  i 
intes  can  him  no  where  see." 
no  force  thereof,"  (quod  he) 
»ught  is  thereon  never  adele." 

•  lord,"  (quod  I)  a  I  trow  you  wele, 

me  thinketh  by  your  chere,  1 

0  thing  woil  ye  here,  I 
eth  in  great  sorrow  I  you  see,  | 
as,  sir,  if  that  ye  j 
ught  discovre  me  your  wo, 

as  wise  God  helpe  me  so,  I 
t,  if  I  can  or  may,  | 
?  prove  it  by  assay,  | 
ny  trouth,  to  make  you  hole,  | 
»  all  my  power  whole,  | 
>th  me  of  your  sorrowes  smart, 
t  it  may  ease  your  hertc,  1 
leth  full  sicke  under  your  side."  1 
hat  he  looked  on  me  aside,  i 
taith  nay,  that  n'ill  not  be.  ! 
mt  mercy,  good  friend,"  (quod  he) 
te  thee  that  thou  wouldcst  so, 
ay  never  the  rather  be  do, 
may  my  sorrow  glade,  ' 
keth  my  hew  to  fall  and  fade, 

1  my  understanding  lorne, 
is  wo  that  I  was  borne, 
ght  make  my  sorrowes  slide, 
be  remedies  of  Ovide, 

eus,  god  of  melodic,  1 
lus  with  his  playes  slie,  ' 
me  may  no  phisicien,  1 
[pocras,  ne  G alien, 
>  that  I  live  houres  twelve, 
so  woll  assay  hemselve,  1 

•  his  herte  can  have  pite 

>rrow  let  him  see  me,  I 
that  death  hath  made  all  naked 
i  blisse  that  ever  was  maked, 
rente  of  all  wights, 
e  my  dayes  and  my  nights, 
my  lustes,  be  me  loth, 
ire  and  1  be  wroth,  j 
;  death  is  so  full  my  fo, 
ould  die,  it  will  not  so,  ! 
a  I  follow  it,  it  will  flie,  | 
have  him,  it  n'ill  not  me, 
tin  without  reed, 
ring,  and  be  not  deed, 
iphus,  that  lieth  in  Hell, 
of  more  sorrow  tell :  | 


And  who  so  wist  all,  by  my  trouth, 
My  sorrow,  but  he  had  routh 
And  pitie  of  my  sorrows  smart, 
That  man  hath  a  fiendly  herte  : 
For  whoso  seeth  me  first  on  morrow, 
May  saine  he  hath  met  with  sorrow, 
For  I  am  sorrow,  and  sorrow  is  1, 
Alas,  and  1  will  tell  thee  why, 
My  sorrow  is  tourned  to  plaining, 
And  all  my  laughter  to  weeping, 
My  glad  thoughts  to  heavinesse, 
In  travaile  is  mine  idlenesse, 
And  eke  my  rest,  my  wele  is  wo, 
My  good  is  harme,  and  evermo 
In  wrath  is  tourned  my  playing, 
And  my  delite  into  sorrowing, 
Mine  heale  is  tourned  into  sicknesse, 
In  dred  is  all  my  sikernesse, 
To  derke  is  turned  all  my  light, 
My  witte  is  foly,  my  day  is  night, 
My  love  is  hate,  my  slepe  wakyng, 
My  mirth  and  meales  is  fastyng, 
My  countenaunce  is  nicete, 
And  all  aba  wed,  where  so  I  be, 
My  peace  pleding,  and  in  werre 
Alas,  how  might  I  fare  werre ! 

"  My  boldnesse  is  turned  to  shame, 
For  false  Fortune  hath  played  a  game 
At  the  chesse  with  me,  alas  the  while, 
The  trayteresse  false,  and  full  of  gile, 
That  al  behoteth,  and  nothing  halte, 
She  gothe  upright,  and  yet  she  halte, 
That  baggeth  foule,  and  loketh  fayre, 
The  dispitous  debonaire, 
That  Bcorneth  many  a  creature, 
An  ydole  of  false  purtraiture 
Is  she,  for  she  woll  sone  wryen, 
She  is  the  monstres  heed  y  wryen, 
As  filth  over  ystrowed  with  floures, 
Her  most  worship  and  her  floures 
To  Wen,  for  that  is  her  nature, 
Without  faith,  lawe,  or  mesure, 
She  false  is,  and  ever  laughing 
With  one  eye,  and  that  other  weping, 
That  is  brought  up,  she  set  al  downe  : 
I  liken  her  to  the  scorpiowne, 
That  is  a  false  flattering  beest, 
For  with  his  head  he  maketh  feest, 
But  all  amid  his  flatering, 
With  his  taile  he  will  sting 
And  envenim,  and  so  will  she  : 
She  is  the  envious  Charite, 
That  is  aye  false,  and  semeth  wele, 
So  turneth  she  her  false  whele 
About,  for  it  is  nothing  stable, 
Now  by  the  fire,  now  at  table, 
Full  many  one  hath  she  thus  yblent, 
She  is  play  of  enchauntment, 
That  seemeth  one,  and  is  not  so, 
The  false  thefe,  what  hath  she  do, 
Trowest  thou  1  by  our  Lord,  I  will  thee  say  ; 
At  the  chesse  with  me  she  gan  to  play, 
With  her  false  draughtes  full  divers 
She  stale  on  me,  and  toke  my  fers, 
And  whan  I  sawe  my  fers  away, 
Alas,  I  couth  no  lenger  play, 
But  said, u  Farewell  sweet  ywis, 
And  farewell  all  that  ever  there  is : " 
Therewith  Fortune  said,  "Checke  here," 
And  mate  in  the  mid  point  of  the  checker*, 
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With  a  paune  errant,  alas, 
Full  craftier  to  play  she  was 
Than  Athalus,  that  made  the  game 
First  of  the  cheese,  so  was  his  name  : 
But  God  wolde  I  had  ones  or  twise, 
Yconde,  and  know  the  jeoperdise, 
That  coude  the  Greke  Pythagores, 
1  shulde  have  plaide  the  bet  at  ches, 
And  kept  my  fers  the  bet  thereby. 
And  though  whereto,  for  trcwly, 
I  holde  that  wishe  not  worthe  a  atre, 
It  had  be  never  the  bet  for  me, 
For  Fortune  can  so  many  a  wyle, 
There  be  but  few  can  her  begile, 
And  eke  she  is  the  lasse  to  blame, 
My  selfe  I  wolde  have  do  the  same, 
Before  God,  had  I  been  as  she, 
She  ought  the  more  excused  be, 
For  this  I  say  yet  more  thereto, 
Had  I  be  God,  and  might  have  do, 
My  will,  whan  she  my  fers  caught, 
I  wold  have  drawe  the  same  draught : 
For  also  wise,  God  give  me  reste, 
I  dare  well  swere,  she  toke  the  best, 
But  through  that  draught  I  have  lorne 
My  blisse,  alas,  that  I  was  borne  1 
For  evermore,  I  trowe  trewly, 
For  all  my  will,  my  lust  wholly 
Is  turned,  but  ye,  what  to  done, 
By  our  Lorde  it  is  to  die  sone  : 
For  nothing  I  leave  it  nought, 
But  live  and  die,  right  in  wis  thought. 
For  there  n'is  planet  in  firmament, 
Ne  in  ayre  ne  m  erth  none  element, 
That  they  ne  yeve  me  a  yeft  echoue, 
Of  weping  whan  I  am  alone  : 
For  whan  that  I  advise  me  wele, 
And  bethinke  me  everydele, 
How  that  there  lieth  in  rekening, 
In  my  sorrow  for  nothing, 
And  how  there  liveth  no  gladnesse 
May  glad  me  of  my  distrcssc, 
And  how  I  have  lost  suffisaunce, 
And  thereto  I  have  no  pleasaunce, 
Than  may  I  say,  I  have  right  nought ; 
And  whan  al  this  falleth  in  my  thought, 
Alas,  than  am  I  overcome, 
For  that  is  done,  is  not  to  come  ; 
I  have  more  sorrow  than  Tantale." 

And  I  herde  him  tell  this  tale 
Thus  pitously,  as  I  you  tell, 
Unneth  might  I  lenger  dwell  : 
It  did  mine  herte  so  much  wo. 

u  A  good  sir,"  (quod  I) u  say  nat  so, 
Have  some  pitie  on  your  nature, 
That  fourmed  you  to  creature, 
Kemembreth  you  of  Socrates, 
For  he  counted  not  three  strees 
Of  nought  that  Fortune  coude  do." 

"  No,"  (quod  he)  "  I  can  not  so." 
"  Why,  good  sir,  yes  parde,"  (quod  I) 
"  Ne  say  not  so  for  truely, 
Though  ye  had  lost  the  feerses  twelve 
And  ye  for  sorrow  murdred  your  selve, 
Ye  should  be  dampned  in  this  cas, 
By  as  good  right  as  Medea  was, 
That  slough  her  children  for  Jason, 
And  Phyllis  also  for  Demophon 
Hing  her  selfe,  so  welaway, 
For  he  had  broke  his  terme  day 


To  come  to  her :  another  rage 
Had  Dido,  the  quene  eke  of  Cartage, 
That  slough  her  selfe  for  Eneas 
Was  false,  which  a  foole  she  was  : 
And  Ecquo  died  for  Narcissus 
N'olde  nat  love  her,  and  right  thus 
Hath  many  another  folly  done, 
And  for  Dalida  died  Sampsone, 
That  slough  himselfe  with  a  pillere, 
But  there  is  no  man  alive  here 
Would  for  hir  fers  make  this  wo." 

«  Why  so  T  (quod  he)  M  it  k  not  so, 
Thou  wotest  full  little  what  thou  meneet, 
I  have  lost  more  than  thou  wenest 
u  How  may  that  be"  (quod  I) 
«  Good  sir,  tell  me  all  holy, 
In  what  wise,  how,  why  and  wherefore, 
That  ye  have  thus  your  blisse  lore !" 

"  Blithely,"  (quod  he)  «  come  ait  doun, 
I  tell  thee  upon  a  conditioun, 
That  thou  shalt  holy  with  all  thy  wit 
Doe  thine  entent  to  hearken  it." 

"Yes  sir :"— «  Swere  thy  trouth  thereto, 
Gladly  do,  than  hold  here  to." 
"  I  shall  right  blithely,  so  God  me  save, 
Holy  with  all  the  wit  I  have, 
Here  you  as  well  as  I  can 
"  A  goddes  halfe,"  (quod  he)  and  began. 

"  Sir,"  (quod  he)  «  sith  first  I  couth 
Have  any  manner  wit  fro  youth, 
Or  kindly  understanding, 
To  comprehend  in  any  thing 
What  Love  was,  in  mine  owne  wit, 
Dredelesse  I  have  ever  yet 
Be  tributaries,  and  yeve  rent 
To  Love  holy,  with  good  entent. 
And  through  pleasaunce  become  his  thrall, 
With  good  will,  body,  herte,  and  all, 
All  this  I  put  in  his  servage, 
As  to  my  lord,  and  did  homage, 
And  full  devoutly  I  praide  him  tho, 
He  should  beset  mine  herte  so, 
That  it  pleasaunce  to  him  were, 
And  worship  to  my  lady  dere. 

"  And  this  was  long,  and  many  a  yere 
(Ere  that  mine  herte  was  set  o  where) 
That  I  did  thus,  and  n'ist  why, 
I  trowe  it  came  me  kindely, 
Paraunter  I  was  thereto  most  able, 
As  a  white  wall,  or  a  table, 
For  it  is  ready  to  catch  and  take 
All  that  men  will  therein  make, 
Whether  so  men  will  portrey  or  paint, 
Be  the  werkes  never  so  queint. 

"  And  thilke  time  I  fared  right  so, 
I  was  able  to  have  learned  tho, 
And  to  have  conde  as  well  or  better 
Paraunter  either  art  or  letter, 
But  for  love  came  first  in  my  thought, 
Therefore  I  forgate  it  naught, 
I  chees  love  to  my  first  craft, 
Therefore  it  is  with  me  laft, 
For  why,  I  tooke  it  of  so  yong  age, 
That  malice  had  my  courage  ; 
Not  that  time  turned  to  nothing, 
Through  too  moke  11  knowledging, 
For  that  time  youth  my  maistresse 
Governed  me  in  idlenesse, 
For  it  was  in  my  first  youth, 
And  tho  full  little  good  I  couth, 
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r  werkes  were  flitting 
and  all  my  thought  varying, 
9  me  yliche  good, 

•  I  tho,  but  thus  it  stood, 
ped  that  I  came  on  a  day 
:e,  there  that  I  sey 
fairest  companie 

that  ever  man  with  eie 
togither  in  o  place, 
pe  it  hap  either  grace, 
ght  me  there  ?  not  but  Fortune, 
lien  full  commune, 
tratieresse  perverse, 
I  I  could  clepe  her  werse, 
he  worcheth  me  full  wo, 
1  tell  soone  why  so. 
ge  these  ladies  thus  echono, 
line,  I  saw  one 
like  none  of  the  rout, 
e  swere,  without  dout, 
e  summers  Sunne  bright 
•lerer,  and  hath  more  light 
other  planet  in  Heven,  j 
e,  or  the  sterres  seven, 
;  world  so  had  she 
?n  hem  all  of  beaute, 
and  of  comlinesse, 
,  and  of  well  set  gladnesse, 
heed,  and  so  wel  besey, 
lat  shall  I  more  sey  t 
id  by  his  halowes  twelve, 
swete,  right  all  her  selve, 
>  stedfast  countenaunce, 
orte,  and  maintenaunce  : 
,  that  well  harde  my  bone, 
i  me  thus  sone, 
nil  soone  in  my  thought, 
ne  God,  so  was  I  cought 
y,  that  I  ne  toke 
counsaile,  but  at  her  loke, 
ne  herte,  for  why  her  eyen 
I  trowe  mine  herte  seyne, 
ly  tho,  mine  owne  thought, 
;re  better  serve  her  for  nought, 
another  to  be  wele, 
a  soth,  for  every  dele, 
oe  right  tell  thee  why. 
i  her  daunce  so  comely, 
sing  so  swetely, 
d  play  so  womanly, 
so  debonairly, 
speke  and  so  freendly, 
»  I  trowe  that  evermore, 
jo  blisfull  a  tresore : 
heer  on  her  heed, 
ay,  it  was  not  reed, 
r  yelowe  ne  browne  it  nas, 
it  most  like  gold  it  was, 
i  eyen  my  lady  had, 
,  good,  glad,  and  sad,  I 
good  mokel,  not  to  wide,  | 
er  loke  nas  not  aside,  ; 
hart,  but  beset  so  wele, 
iud  tooke  up  everydele 
l  her  gan  behold, 
semed  anone  she  wold 
cy,  folly  wenden  so, 
.  never  the  rather  do, 
counierfeted  thing, 

•  owne  pure  loking,  | 


That  the  goddesse,  dame  Nature, 

Had  made  hem  open  by  measure, 

And  close,  for  were  she  never  so  glad, 

Her  looking  was  not  folish  sprad, 

Ne  wildely,  though  that  she  plaid. 

But  ever  me  thought,  her  eyen  said, 

By  God  my  wrath  is  al  foryeve. 

Therewith  her  list  so  well  to  live. 

That  dulnesse  was  of  her  adrad, 

She  n*as  to  sobre  ne  to  glad, 

In  all  things  more  measure, 

Had  never  I  trowe  creature, 

But  many  one  with  her  loke  she  herte, 

And  that  sate  her  full  litel  at  herte  : 

For  she  knew  nothing  of  hir  thought, 

But  whether  she  knew,  or  knew  it  nought, 

Algate  she  ne  rought  of  hem  a  stree, 

To  get  her  love  no  nere  n'as  he 

That  woned  at  home,  than  he  in  Inde, 

The  formest  was  alway  behinde  ; 

But  good  folke  over  all  other, 

She  loved  as  man  may  his  brother. 

Of  which  love  she  was  wonder  large, 

In  skilfull  places  that  bere  charge  : 

But  which  a  visage  had  she  thereto, 

Alas,  my  herte  is  wonder  wo, 

That  I  ne  can  discriven  it ; 

Me  lacketh  both  English  and  wit,  ' 

For  to  undo  it  at  the  full, 

And  eke  my  spirites  bene  so  dull 

So  great  a  thing  for  to  devise, 

I  have  not  wit  that  can  suffise 

To  comprehend  her  beaute, 

But  thus  much  I  dare  sain,  that  she 

Was  white,  rody,  fresh,  and  lifely  hewed, 

And  every  day  her  beaute  newed, 

And  nigh  her  face  was  alderbest, 

For  certes  Nature  had  soch  lest 

To  make  that  faire,  that  truly  she 

Was  her  chiefe  patron  of  beaute, 

And  chiefe  ensample  of  all  her  werke 

And  monster :  for  be  it  never  so  derke, 

Me  thinketh  I  see  her  ever  mo, 

And  yet  more  over,  though  all  tho 

That  ever  lived  were  now  a  live, 

Ne  would  have  found  to  discrive 

In  all  her  face  a  wicked  signe, 

For  it  was  sad,  simple,  and  benigne. 

"  And  soch  a  goodly  swete  speech, 
Had  that  swete,  my  lives  leech, 
So  frendely,  and  so  well  y grounded 
Upon  all  reason,  so  well  yfounded, 
And  so  tre table  to  all  good, 
That  I  dare  swere  well  by  the  rood, 
Of  eloquence  was  never  fonde 
So  swete  a  souning  faconde, 
Ne  trewer  tonged,  ne  scorned  lasse, 
Ne  bet  coude  heale,  that  by  the  ma«sc, 
I  durst  sweare  though  the  pope  it  songe, 
That  there  was  never  yet  through  her  tonge, 
Man  ne  woman  greatly  harmid, 
As  for  her,  was  all  harme  hid : 
Ne  lasse  flattering  in  her  worde, 
That  purely  her  simple  recorde, 
Was  found  as  trewe  as  any  bond, 
Or  trouth  of  any  mans  bond. 

"  Ne  chide  she  could  never  a  dele, 
That  knowetli  all  the  world  ful  wele. 
But  such  a  fairt'iicMte  of  a  necke, 
Had  that  swete,  that  bone  nor  brecke 


370 


THE  BOOKE  OF  THE  DUTCHESSE. 


Nas  there  none  seen  that  mis-eatte, 

It  was  white,  smoth,  streight,  and  pore  flatte, 

Without  hole  or  eanel  bone, 

And  by  seining,  she  had  none. 

u  Her  throte,  as  I  have  now  memoire, 
Semed  as  a  round  toure  of  y  voire, 
Of  good  greatnesse,  and  not  to  grete, 
And  faire  white  she  hete, 
That  was  my  ladies  name  right, 
She  was  thereto  faire  and  bright, 
She  had  not  her  name  wrong, 
Right  faire  shoulders,  and  body  long 
She  had,  and  armes  ever  lith 
Fattish,  fleshy,  nat  great  therewith, 
Right  white  hands,  and  nailes  rede, 
Round  brestes,  and  of  good  brede 
Her  lippes  were,  a  streight  flatte  backe, 
I  knew  on  her  none  other  lacke, 
That  all  her  limmes  n'ere  pure  sewing, 
In  as  ferre  as  I  had  knowing  ; 
Thereto  she  could  so  well  play 
What  that  her  list,  that  I  dare  say 
That  was  like  to  torch  bright, 
That  every  man  may  take  of  light 
Ynough,  and  it  hath  never  the  lease 
Of  maner  and  of  comelinesse. 

"  Right  so  farde  my  lady  dere, 
For  every  wight  of  her  manere 
Mought  catche  vnough,  if  that  he  wold 
If  he  had  eyen  ner  to  behold, 
For  I  dare  sweare  well,  if  that  she 
Had  among  tenne  thousand  be, 
She  wolde  nave  be  at  the  beste, 
A  chefe  myrrour  of  all  the  feste, 
Though  they  had  stonde  in  a  rowe, 
To  mens  eyen,  that  could  have  knowe, 
For  where  so  men  had  plaide  or  waked, 
Me  thought  the  felowship  as  naked 
Without  her,  that  I  saw  ones, 
As  a  crowne  without  stones, 
Trewly,  she  was  to  mine  eye, 
The  solein  fenix  of  Arabie, 
For  there  liveth  never  but  one, 
Ne  such  as  she  ne  know  I  none  : 
To  speake  of  goodnesse,  trewly  she 
Had  as  moch  debonair  te 
As  ever  had  Hester  in  the  Bible, 
And  more,  if  more  were  possible, 
And  soth  to  sayne,  therewithall 
She  had  a  witte  so  general!, 
So  whole  enclined  to  all  good, 
That  al  her  witte  was  sette  by  the  rood, 
Without  malice  upon  gladnesse, 
And  thereto  I  sawe  never  yet  a  lesse 
Harmefull  than  she  was  in  doyng, 
I  say  not  that  she  ne  had  knowyng 
What  harme  was,  or  els  she 
Had  coulde  no  good,  so  thinketh  me, 
And  trewly,  for  to  speake  of  trouth, 
But  she  had  had,  it  had  be  routh  ; 
Thereof  she  had  so  moch  her  dele, 
And  I  dare  saine,  and  swore  it  wele. 
That  Trouth  himselfe,  over  al  and  al, 
Had  chose  his  maner  principal  I 
In  her,  that  was  his  resting  place, 
Thereto  she  had  the  most  grace. 
To  have  stedfast  perseveraunce, 
And  easy  attempre  governaunee, 
That  ever  I  knew,  or  wist  yet, 
So  pure  suifraunt  was  her  wit, 


And  reason  gladly  she  understood, 
It  folowed  wei,  she  coulde  good, 
She  used  gladly  to  do  wele, 
These  were  her  maners  every  dele. 

"  Therewith  she  loved  so  wel  right, 
She  wrong  do  would  to  no  wight, 
No  wight  might  do  her  no  shame, 
She  loved  so  wel  her  own  name. 

u  Her  lust  to  hold  no  wight  in  hood, 
Ne  be  thou  siker,  she  wold  not  fond, 
To  holde  no  wight  in  halannoe, 
By  halfe  word  ne  by  countenaunee, 
But  if  men  wold  upon  her  lye, 
Ne  sende  men  into  Walakie, 
To  Praise,  and  to  Tartaric, 
To  Alisaundrie,  ne  into  Turkie, 
And  bidde  him  last,  anone  that  he 
Go  hoodlesse  into  the  drie  see, 
And  come  home  by  the  Carrenare. 

"  And  sir,  be  now  right  ware, 
That  I  may  of  you  here  amine, 
Worship,  or  that  ye  come  againe. 

"  She  ne  used  no  soch  knackes  smale, 
But  therfore  that  I  tell  my  tale, 
Right  on  this  same  I  have  amid, 
Was  wholly  all  my  love  laid, 
For  certes  she  was  that  swete  wife, 
My  sufnsaunce,  my  lust,  my  life, 
Mine  hope,  mine  heale,  and  all  blesse, 
My  worlds  welfare,  and  my  goddease, 
And  I  wholy  hers,  and  every  dele." 

u  By  our  Lorde,"  (quod  1)  «*  I  trowe  job  wel 
Hardly,  your  love  was  wel  beset, 
I  n'ot  how  it  might  have  do  bet." 

u  Bet,  ne  not  so  wel,"  (quod  he) 
« I  trowe  sir,"  (quod  I)  «  parde/ 

«  Nay,  leve  it  well : «  Sir,  so  do  I, 
I  leve  you  wel,  that  trewly 
You  thought  that  she  was  the  best, 
And  to  behold  the  alderfairest, 
Who  so  had  loked  her  with  your  eyen." 

"  With  mine  ?  nay,  all  that  her  seven, 
Said  and  swore  it  was  so, 
And  though  they  ne  had,  I  would  tho 
Have  loved  best  my  lady  free, 
Though  I  had  had  al  the  beaute 
That  over  had  Alcibiades, 
And  al  the  strength  of  Hercules, 
And  thereto  had  the  worthineese 
Of  Alisaunder,  and  all  the  richesse 
That  ever  was  in  Babiloine, 
In  Cartage,  or  in  Macedoine, 
Or  in  Rome,  or  in  Ninive, 
And  thereto  also  hardy  he 
As  was  Hector,  so  have  1  joy, 
That  Achilles  slough  at  Troy, 
(And  therefore  was  he  slayne  also 
In  a  temple,  for  both  two 
Were  slaine,  he  and  Antilegtus, 
And  so  saith  Dares  Frigius 
For  love  of  Polixena), 
Or  ben  as  wis«e  as  Minerva, 
I  would  ever,  without  drede, 
Have  loved  her,  for  I  must  nede. 

u  Nede  !  Nay,  trewly  I  gabbe  now, 
Nought  nede,  and  I  woll  tellen  how, 
For  of  good  will  mine  herte  it  wold, 
And  eke  to  love  her,  I  was  holde, 
As  for  tiie  fayrest  and  the  best, 
She  was  as  good,  so  have  I  rest, 
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-  was  Penelope  of  Greece, 
he  noble  wife  Lucrece, 
as  the  best,  he  telleth  thus 
imaine,  Titus  Livius, 
s  as  good,  and  nothing  like, 
i  hir  stories  be  autentike, 
she  was  as  trewe  as  she. 
t  wherefore  that  I  tell  thee ! 
[  first  my  lady  sey, 
ight  yong,  soth  to  sey, 
II  great  need  I  had  to  lerne, 
nine  herte  wolde  yerne, 

it  was  a  great  emprise, 
my  wit  wolde  best  suffise, 
ly  yong  childely  wit, 
t  drede  I  beset  it, 

her  in  my  best  wise 
ler  worship  and  the  servise 
coude  tho,  by  my  trouth, 
t  faining,  eyther  slouth, 
nder  fame  I  wolde  her  see, 
ell  it  amended  mee, 
ban  I  sawe  her  amorowe 
rarished  of  all  my  sorowe 
ay  after,  till  it  were  eve, 
tight  nothing  might  me  greve, 
ay  sorowes  never  so  smert, 
t  she  set  so  in  mine  herte, 
r  my  tronth,  I  n'old  nought 
this  world,  out  of  my  thought 
ny  lady,  no  trewly." 
v,  by  my  tronth,  sir,"  (quod  I) 
tinketh  ye  hare  such  a  chaunce, 
ft,  without  repentannce." 
>entaunce,  nay  fie  1"  (quod  he) 

I  now  repent  me 
,  nay  certes,  than  were  I  well 
than  was  Achitofell, 
•nor,  so  hare  I  joy, 
itour  that  betrayed  Troy : 
false  Ganellion, 

purchased  the  trayson 
land  and  of  Olivere  : 
tiile  I  am  alive  here, 
aryet  her  never  mo." 
w  good  sir,"  (quod  I  tho) 
e  well  told  me  here  before, 

need  to  reherse  it  more, 

saw  her  first,  and  where, 
uld  ye  tell  me  the  mane  re, 
which  was  your  first  spectre, 
f  I  would  you  beseche, 
w  she  knew  first  your  thought, 
>r  ye  loved  her  or  nought, 
leth  me  eke,  what  ye  have  lore, 

you  tell  here  before, 
,  'thou  n'otest  what  thou  meanest, 
lost  more  than  thou  wee  nest : ' 
Dese  is  that !  n  (quod  I  tho) 
he  not  love  you,  is  it  so  ? 
i  ye  ought  done  amis, 
le  hath  lefte  you,  is  it  this  ! 
ddes  love  tell  me  all." 
ore  God,"  (quod  he)  «  and  1  shall, 
ight  as  I  have  said, 

was  all  my  love  laid, 

t  she  n'ist  it  not  never  a  dele, 

ge  time,  leve  it  wele, 

right  siker,  I  durst  nought 

this  world  tell  her  my  thought, 


Ne  I  wolde  have  trothod  her  trewly, 
For  wost  thou  why,  she  was  lady 
Of  the  body  that  had  the  herte, 
And  whoso  hath  that  may  not  asterte. 

"  But  for  to  keepe  me  fro  ydlenease, 
Trewly  I  did  my  businesse 
To  make  songes,  as  I  best  coude, 
And  oft  time  I  song  hem  loude, 
And  made  songes,  this  a  great  dele, 
Although  I  coude  nat  make  so  wele 
Songes,  ne  knew  the  arte  al, 
As  coude  Lamekes  son,  Tubal, 
That  found  out  first  the  arte  of  songe, 
For  as  his  brothers  hammers  rouge, 
Upon  his  anvelt,  up  and  downe, 
Thereof  he  toke  the  first  sowne. 

"  But  Grekes  saine  of  Pithagoras, 
That  he  the  first  finder  was 
Of  the  art,  Aurora  telleth  so, 
But  thereof  no  force  of  hem  two  : 
Algates  songes  thus  I  made, 
Of  my  feling,  mine  herte  to  glade  ; 
And  lo,  this  was  alt  her  first, 
I  n'ot  where  it  were  the  went. 

Lord,  it  maketh  mine  herte  light, 
Whan  I  thinke  on  that  swete  wight, 
That  is  so  semely  one  to  se, 
And  wish  to  God  it  might  so  be 
That  she  wold  hold  me  for  her  knight, 
My  lady,  that  is  so  fayre  and  bright/ 
"  Now  have  I  told  thee,  soth  to  say 
My  first  song :  upon  a  day, 
1  bethought  me  what  wo 
And  sorowe  that  I  suffred  tho, 
For  her,  and  yet  she  wist  it  nought, 
Ne  tell  her  durst  I  not  my  thought : 
Alas,  thought  I,  I  can  no  rede, 
And  but  I  tell  her  I  am  but  dede. 
And  if  I  tel  her,  to  say  right  soth, 
I  am  adradde  she  woil  be  wroth, 
Alas,  what  shal  I  than  do  t 
In  this  debate  I  was  so  wo, 
Me  thought  mine  herte  brast  atwain, 
So  at  the  last,  sothe  for  to  saine, 
I  bethought  me  that  Nature 
Ne  formed  never  in  creature 
So  much  beauty,  trewly. 
And  bounty  without  mercy. 

"  In  hope  of  that,  my  tale  I  tolde, 
With  sorowe,  as  that  I  never  sholde. 
For  nedes,  and  maugre  mine  heed 
I  must  have  tolde  her,  or  be  deed  : 
I  n'ot  well  how  that  I  began, 
Full  yvell  reherce  it  I  can, 
And  eke,  as  helpe  me  God  withall, 
I  trow  it  was  in  the  dismal  I, 
That  was  the  ten  woundes  of  Egipt, 
For  many  a  word  I  overskipt 
In  my  tale  for  pure  fere, 
Lest  my  wordes  mis-set  were, 

i     With  sorowfull  herte  and  woundes  dede, 

I     Soft  and  quaking  for  pure  drede, 
And  shame,  and  stinting  in  my  tale, 

|     For  ferde,  and  mine  hew  al  pale, 
Full  oft  I  wexte  both  pale  and  red, 

!     Bowing  to  her  I  hing  the  hed, 

'     I  durst  not  ones  loke  her  on, 

I     For  wit,  manner,  and  all  was  gone  ; 
I  said,  'Mercy,'  and  no  more, 

!     It  n'as  no  game,  it  sate  me  sore. 
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"  So  at  the  last,  soth  to  saine, 
Whan  that  mine  herte  was  com  againe, 
To  tell  shortly  all  my  speech, 
With  hole  herte  I  gan  her  beseech 
That  she  wolde  be  my  lady  swete, 
And  swore,  and  hertely  gan  her  hete, 
Ever  to  be  stedfast  and  trewe, 
I       And  love  her  alway  freshly  newe, 
i       And  never  other  lady  have, 
i       And  all  her  worship  for  to  save, 
i       As  I  best  coude,  I  sware  her  this, 
I       '  For  yours  is  all  that  ever  there  is, 
I       For  evermore,  mine  herte  swete, 
I       And  never  to  false  yon,  but  I  mete 
j       1  nil,  as  wise  God  helpe  me  so.' 
i  "  And  whan  I  had  my  tale  ydo, 

God  wote,  she  acompted  not  a  stre 
Of  all  my  tale,  so  thought  me, 
To  tell  shortly  right  as  it  is, 
Trewly  her  answere  it  was  this, 
I  can  not  now  well  countrefete 
Her  wordes,  but  this  was  the  grete 
Of  her  answere,  she  said  nay 
All  utterly:  alas  that  day! 
The  sorow  I  suffered  and  the  wo, 
That  trewly  Cassandra  that  so 
Bewayled  the  destruction 
Of  Troy,  and  of  Illion, 
Had  never  such  sorow  as  I  tho  ; 
I  durst  no  more  say  thereto 
For  pure  feare,  but  stale  away, 
j        And  thus  I  lived  full  many  a  day, 
.        That  trewly,  I  had  no  need, 
I        Ferther  than  my  beddes  heed, 
|        Never  a  day  to  seche  sorrow, 
I        I  found  it  ready  every  morrow, 
j        For  why  I  loved  in  no  gere. 
|  u  So  it  befell  another  ye  re, 

j        I  thought  ones  I  would  fonde, 
\        To  doe  her  know  and  understonde 
My  wo,  and  she  well  understood, 
That  I  ne  wilned  thing  but  good, 
And  worship,  and  to  keepe  her  name, 
Over  all  things,  and  drede  her  shame, 
And  was  so  busie  her  to  serve, 
And  pitie  were  that  I  should  sterve, 
Sith  that  I  wilned  no  harme  ywis. 

u  So  whan  my  lady  knew  all  this, 
My  lady  yave  rae  all  holy, 
The  noble  yeft  of  her  mercy, 
Saving  her  worship  by  all  ways, 
Dredelesse,  I  uiene  none  other  ways, 
And  therewith  she  yave  me  a  ring, 
I  trowe  it  was  the  first  thing, 
But  if  mine  herte  was  y  waxe 
Glad  that  it  is  no  need  to  axe. 

u  As  helpe  me  God,  I  was  as  blive 
Raised,  as  fro  death  to  live, 


Of  all  happes  the  alderbeat, 

The  gladdest  and  the  most  at  rest, 

For  truely  that  swete  wight, 

Whan  I  had  wrong,  and  she  the  right, 

She  would  alway  so  goodly 

Foryeve  me  so  debonairly, 

j     In  all  my  youth,  in  all  chaunce, 

!     She  tooke  in  her  governaunce, 
Therewith  she  was  alway  so  true, 
Our  ioy  was  ever  yliche  newe. 
Our  hertes  were  so  even  a  paire, 
That  never  n'as  that  one  contrarie 
To  that  other,  for  no  wo 
For  soth  yliche  they  suffred  tho. 

0  bliase,  and  eke  o  sorow  bo  the, 
Yliche  they  were  both  glad  and  wrotbe, 
All  was  us  one,  without  were, 

And  thus  we  lived  full  many  a  yere, 
So  well,  I  can  not  tell  how." 

«  Sir,"  (quod  I)  « where  is  she  now  ln 
M  Now  I "  (quod  he)  and  stinte  anone, 
Therewith  he  woxe  as  dedde  as  stone, 
And  saied, «  Alas,  that  I  was  bore  ! 
I     That  was  the  losse,  that  herebefore 

1  tolde  thee  that  I  had  lorne. 

"  Bethinke  thee  how  I  said  here  beforne, 
Thou  woste  full  litle  what  thou  menest, 
I  have  loste  more  than  thou  wenest 

«  God  wote  alas,  right  that  was  she.'* 
"  Alas  sir,  how,  what  may  that  be  P  [trout 
«  She  is  dedde       «  Nay  P—  «  Yes.  by 
«  Is  that  your  losse  t  by  God  it  is  routbe/ 

And  with  that  worde  right  anone, 
I     They  gan  to  strake  forth,  all  was  done 
For  that  time,  the  hart  hnntyne. 

With  that  me  thought  that  this  kyng, 
Gan  homeward  for  to  ride 
Unto  a  place  was  there  beside, 
Which  was  from  us  but  a  lite, 
A  long  caste  11  with  walles  white, 
By  sainct  Johan,  on  a  rich  hill, 
As  me  mette,  but  thus  it  fill. 
|        Right  thus  me  mette,  as  I  you  tell, 
That  in  the  castell  there  was  a  bell, 
As  it  had  smitte  houres  twelve, 
Therewith  I  awoke  my  selve, 
And  found  me  lying  in  my  bedde, 
And  the  booke  that  I  had  redde, 
Of  Alcione  and  Seis  the  kyng, 
And  of  the  goddes  of  sleping, 
Yfound  it  in  mine  bond  full  even ; 
Thought  I,  this  is  so  queint  a  sweven, 
That  I  would  by  processe  of  tyme, 
Fonde  to  put  this  sweven  in  ryme, 
As  I  can  best,  and  that  anon, 
This  was  my  sweven,  now  it  is  done. 

txpuar. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  FAME. 


In  thi*  booke  is  shewed  how  the  decdea  of  all  men  and  women,  be  they  good  or  bad,  arts  carried  by  report  to  poster  itio. 


B.  i.  v.  1—108 


God  tourne  us  everjr  dream  to  good, 

For  it  is  wonder  thing,  by  the  rood, 

To  my  wit,  what  causeth  swevens 

On  the  morrow,  or  on  evens, 

And  why  the  effect  followeth  of  some, 

And  of  some  it  shal  never  come, 

Why  that  it  is  an  a  vision, 

And  why  this  is  a  revelation, 

Why  this  a  dreame,  why  that  a  sweven, 

And  not  to  every  man  liche  even  ; 

Why  this  a  fan  tome,  why  that  oracles  ; 

1  n'ot ;  but  whoso  of  these  miracles 

The  causes  know  bet  than  I, 

Define  he,  for  I  oertainely 

Ne  can  hem  not,  ne  never  thinke 

To  busie  my  wit  for  to  swinke 

To  know  of  hir  significations 

The  gendres,  ne  distinctions 

Of  the  times  of  hero,  ne  the  causes, 

Or  why  this  is  more  than  that  is, 

Or  veve  folkes  complexions, 

Make  hem  dreame  of  reflections, 

Or  else  thus,  as  other  saine, 

For  the  great  feeblenesse  of  hir  brain, 

By  fcbetinence,  or  by  sicknesse, 

Prison,  strife,  or  great  distresse, 

Or  els  by  disordinaunce, 

Or  natural  aecustomaunce, 

That  some  men  be  too  curious 

In  studie,  or  melancolious, 

Or  thus,  so  inly  full  of  drede, 

That  no  man  may  him  bote  rede, 

Or  els  that  devotion 

Of  some,  and  contemplation 

Gausen  such  dreames  oft, 

Or  that  the  cruell  life  unsoft 

Of  hem  that  loves  leden, 

Oft  hopen  much  or  dreden, 

That  purely  hir  impressions 

Gausen  hem  to  have  visions, 

Or  if  spirits  han  the  might 

To  mate  folke  to  dreame  on  night, 

Or  if  the  soule  of  proper  kind 

Be  so  perfite  as  men  find, 

That  it  wote  what  is  to  come, 

And  that  he  warneth  all  and  some 

Of  everiche  of  hir  a  ventures, 

By  a  visions,  or  by  figures. 

But  that  our  flesh  hath  no  might 

"o  understand  it  aright, 

For  it  is  warned  too  derkely, 

But  why  the  cause  is,  not  wote  1. 

Well  worth  of  this  thine  clerkes 

That  treaten  of  that  and  of  other  werkes, 


For  I  of  none  opinion 
N'ill  as  now  make  mention, 
But  only  that  the  holy  rood 
Tourne  us  every  dreame  to  good, 
For  never  sith  I  was  borne, 
Ne  no  man  els  me  beforne, 
Mette,  I  trow  stedfastly, 
So  wonderfull  a  dreame  as  I. 

The  tenth  day  now  of  December, 
The  which,  as  I  can  remember, 
1  woll  you  tcllen  everydele, 
But  at  my  beginning,  trusteth  wele, 
I  woll  make  invocation, 
With  a  devout  speciall  devotion, 
Unto  the  sod  of  sleeps  anone, 
That  dweUeth  in  a  cave  of  stone, 
Upon  a  streame  that  commeth  fro  Lete, 
That  is  a  flood  of  Hell  unswete, 
Beside  a  fulke,  that  men  clepe  Cimerie, 
There  slepeth  aye  this  god  unmerie, 
With  his  slepie  thousand  sonnis, 
That  alwav  to  sleepe  hir  wonne  is  ; 
And  to  this  god  that  I  of  rede, 
Pray  I,  that  he  woll  me  spede 
My  sweven  for  to  tell  aright, 
If  every  dreame  stand  in  his  might, 
And  he  that  mover  is  of  all 
That  is  and  was,  and  ever  shall, 
So  give  hem  joy  that  it  here, 
Or  all  that  they  dreame  to  yere, 
And  for  to  stand  all  in  graoe 
Of  hir  loves,  or  in  what  place 
That  hem  were  levest  for  to  stonde, 
And  shield  hem  from  povertie  and  shonde, 
And  from  every  unhappe  and  disease, 
And  send  hem  that  may  hem  please, 
That  taketh  well  and  scorneth  nought, 
Ne  it  misdeme  in  hir  thought, 
Through  malicious  entention, 
And  wno  so  through  presumption, 
Or  hate,  or  scorne,  or  through  envie, 
Dispite,  or  jape,  or  fellonie, 
Misdeme  it,  pray  I  Jesus  good, 
Dreame  he  barefoot,  or  dreame  he  6hood, 
That  every  harme  that  any  man 
Hath  had  sith  the  world  began, 
Befall  him  thereof,  or  he  sterve, 
And  graunt  that  he  may  it  deserve, 

Lo,  with  right  such  a  conclusion, 
As  had  of  his  a  vision 
Cresus,  that  was  king  of  Lide, 
That  high  upon  a  gibbet  dide, 
This  praier  shall  he  have  of  me, 
I  am  no  bette  in  charite. 
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Now  herken,  as  I  have  you  aaied, 
What  that  I  mette  or  I  abraied, 
Of  December  the  tenth  day, 
Whan  it  was  night,  to  alepe  1  lay, 
Right  as  I  was  wont  to  doone, 
And  fell  asleepe  wonder  soone, 
As  he  that  was  weary  forgo 
On  pilgrimage  miles  two 
To  the  corpes  of  saint  Leonard, 
To  maken  lithe  that  erst  was  hard. 

Bnt  as  1  slept,  me  mette  I  was 
Within  a  temple  ymade  of  glaH, 
In  which  there  were  mo  images 
Of  gold,  standing  in  sundry  stages, 
In  mo  rich  tabernacles, 
And  with  perrie  mo  pinacles, 
And  mo  curious  portraitures, 
And  queint  manner  of  figures 
Of  gold  worke  than  I  saw  ever. 

But  certainly  I  n'ist  never 
Where  that  it  was,  but  well  wist  I, 
It  was  of  Venus  redely 
This  temple,  for  in  portreiture 
I  saw  anon  right  her  figure 
Naked,  fleeting  in  a  see, 
And  also  on  her  bead,  parde, 
Her  rose  garland  white  and  red, 
And  her  combe  to  kembe  her  hed, 
Her  doves,  and  dan  Cupido, 
Her  blind  so  line,  and  Vulcano, 
That  in  his  face  was  full  browne. 

But  as  I  romed  up  and  downe, 
I  found  that  on  the  wall  there  was 
Thus  written  on  a  table  of  bras. 

"  I  woll  now  sing,  if  that  I  can, 
The  armes,  and  also  the  man, 
That  first  came  through  his  destinie 
Fugitife  fro  Troy  the  countrie, 
Into  I  tail  e,  with  full  much  pine, 
Unto  the  stronds  of  Lavine  : " 
And  tho  began  the  story  anone, 
As  I  shall  tellen  you  echone. 

First,  saw  I  the  destruction 
Of  Troy,  through  the  Greeke  Sinon, 
With  his  false  untrue  forswearings, 
And  with  his  chere  and  his  lesings 
Made  a  horse  brought  into  Troy, 
By  which  Troyans  Tost  all  hir  joy. 

And  after  this  was  graved,  alas, 
How  I  lions  castle  assailed  was 
And  won,  and  king  Priam  us  slaine, 
And  Polites  his  sonne  certaine, 
Dispitously  of  dan  Pirrus. 

And  next  that  saw  I  how  Venus, 
Whan  that  she  saw  the  castle  brend, 
Downe  from  Heaven  she  gan  discenrf, 
And  bad  her  Sonne  Eneas  to  flee, 
And  how  he  fled,  and  how  that  he 
Escaped  was  from  all  the  prees, 
And  tooke  his  father,  old  Anchises, 
And  bare  him  on  his  backe  away, 
Crying  "  Alas,  and  welaway  ! " 
The  which  Anchises  in  his  hand 
Bare  tho  the  gods  of  the  land, 
Thilke  that  unbrenned  were. 

Than  saw  I  next  all  in  fere, 
How  Crusa,  dan  Eneas  wife, 
Whom  that  he  loved  all  his  life, 
And  her  yong  sonne  lulo, 
And  eke  Ascanius  also, 


Fledden  eke  with  drerie  chere, 
That  it  was  pitie  for  to  here, 
And  in  a  forrest  as  they  went, 
At  a  tourning  of  a  went, 
How  Crusa  was  ylost,  alas ! 
That  rede  not  I,  how  that  it  was, 
How  he  her  sought,  and  how  her  ghost 
Bad  him  flie  the  Greekes  host, 
And  said  he  must  into  I  Utile, 
As  was  his  destinie,  sauns  faile, 

J     That  it  was  pitie  for  to  heare, 

I     Whan  her  spirit  gan  appears, 
The  words  that  she  to  him  saied, 
And  for  to  keepe  her  sonne  him  praied. 

There  saw  I  graven  eke  how  he, 
His  father  eke,  and  his  meine, 
With  his  ships  gan  to  sails 
Toward  the  countrey  of  Itaile, 

:     As  streight  as  they  mighten  go. 

I        There  saw  I  eke  the  ernell  Juno, 

|     That  art  dan  Jupiters  wife, 

I     That  hast  y hated  all  thy  life 

I     All  the  Troyan  blood, 

Ren  and  cry  as  thou  were  wood 

I     On  Eolus,  the  god  of  winds, 
To  blowen  out  of  all  kinds 
So  loud,  that  he  should  drench 
Lord,  lady,  groome,  and  wench 
Of  all  the  Troyans  nation, 
Without  any  of  hir  salvation. 

There  saw  I  such  tempest  arise. 
That  every  herte  might  agrise 
To  see  it  painted  on  the  wall. 

There  saw  I  eke  graven  withall 
Venus,  how  ye  my  lady  dere, 
Weeping  with  full  wofull  chere, 
Praying  Jupiter  on  hie 
To  save  and  keepe  that  navie 
Of  that  Troyan  Eneas, 
Sith  that  he  her  sonne  was. 

There  saw  I  Joves  Venus  kisse, 
And  graunted  was  the  tempest  lisse. 

There  saw  I  how  the  tempest  stent, 
And  how  with  all  pine  he  went, 
And  prively  tooke  a  rivage 
Into  the  countrey  of  Carthage, 
And  on  the  raorow  how  that  he 
And  a  knight  that  height  Achate, 
Metten  with  Venus  that  day, 
Going  in  a  queint  array, 
As  she  had  be  an  hunteresse, 
With  wind  blowing  upon  her  tresse, 
And  how  Eneas  began  to  plaine, 
Whan  he  knew  her,  of  his  paine, 
And  how  his  ships  dreint  were, 
Or  els  ylost,  he  n'ist  where  ; 
How  she  gan  him  comfort  tho, 
And  bade  him  to  Cartage  go, 
And  there  he  should  his  folke  find, 
That  in  the  sea  were  left  behind, 
And  shortly  of  this  thing  to  pace. 
She  made  Eneas  so  in  grace 
Of  Dido,  queene  of  that  countre, 
That  shortly  for  to  tellen,  she 
Became  his  love,  and  let  him  do 
All  that  wedding  longeth  to. 
What  should  I  speake  it  more  quaint, 

I     Or  paine  me  my  words  to  paint  f 

1     To  speake  of  love,  it  woll  not  be, 

|     I  cannot  of  that  faculte : 
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to  iellen  of  the  1 
y  first  acquainted  were, 
i  long  processe  to  tell, 
r  long  for  you  to  dwell, 
saw  I  grave,  how  Eneas 
)ido  everv  caas, 
t  was  tidde  upon  the  see. 
ft  graven  was  how  that  she 
him  shortly  at  a  word, 
her  love,  her  lust,  her  lord, 
to  him  all  reverence, 
on  him  all  the  dispence, 
*  woman  might  do, 
it  had  all  be  so, 
r  swore,  and  hereby  demed 
was  good,  for  he  such  seemed, 
what  harme  doth  apparence, 
is  false  in  existence  ! 
o  her  a  traitour  was, 
re  she  Blow  her  selfe,  alas  I 
w  a  woman  doth  amis 
lim  that  unknowen  is, 
Christ,  lo,  thus  it  fareth, 
all  gold  that  elareth, 
brouke  I  well  mine  head, 
ay  be  under  goodlihead 
many  a  shreud  vice, 
•e,  be  no  wight  so  nice 
a  love  onely  for  chore, 

h,  or  for  friendly  manere, 
shall  every  woman  find, 
le  man  of  his  pure  kind 
»wen  outward  the  fairest, 

ave  caught  that  what  him  lest, 
n  woll  he  causes  find, 
re  how  she  is  unkind, 

or  privie,  or  double  was, 
lay  I  by  Eneas 
o,  and  her  nice  lest, 
ed  all  to  soone  a  guest ; 
•re,  I  woll  say  o  proverbe, 
that  fully  knoweth  the  her  be, 
sly  lay  it  to  his  eie, 
en  drede  this  is  no  lie. 
t  us  speake  of  Eneas, 
betraied  her,  alas, 

her  full  unkindly, 
an  she  saw  all  utterly, 
would  her  of  trouth  faile, 
iden  from  her  into  Itaile, 
to  wring  her  handes  two. 

(quod  she)  "  that  me  is  wo  ! 
Bvery  man  thus  true, 
»ry  yere  woll  have  a  new, 
ong  time  endure, 
iree  paraventure, 
s  of  one  he  woll  have  fame 
ifying  of  his  owne  name, 

for  friendship  sayeth  he, 

there  shall  the  third  be, 

taken  for  delite, 

Is  for  singular  profite  : " 

words  gan  complaine 

ber  great  peine, 

lette  dreaming  readily, 

ner  authour  aUedge  woll  I. 

i,  "  ( quod  she)  *•  my  sweet  herte, 
tie  on  my  sorrowes  smart, 

)  me  not,  go  not  away 
ofull  Dido,  welaway  I " 


(Quod  she)  unto  her  selfe  tho  : 
**  O  Eneas,  what  woll  ye  do  ! 
O  that  your  love  ne  your  bond, 
That  ye  swore  with  your  right  hond, 
Ne  my  cruell  death  "  (quod  she) 
"  May  hold  you  still  here  with  me  ! 

"  O,  have  ye  of  my  death  no  pite  ! 
Ywis  mine  owne  deare  herte  ye 
Know  full  well  that  never  yet, 
As  farre  as  ever  I  had  wit, 
Agilt  you  in  thought  ne  m  dede. 

"  O,  have  ye  men  such  goodlihedo 
In  speech,  and  never  a  dele  of  trouth  I 
Alas,  that  ever  had  routh 
Any  woman  on  a  false  man  ! 

"  Now  I  see  well,  and  tell  can, 
We  wretched  women  can  no  art, 
For  certaine,  for  the  more  part ; 
Thus  we  been  served  everichone  ; 
How  sore  that  ye  men  can  grone, 
Anon,  as  we  have  you  received, 
Certainly  we  been  deceived, 
For  though  your  love  last  a  season, 
Wait  upon  the  conclusion, 
And  eke  how  ye  determine, 
And  for  the  more  part  define, 
O  welaway,  that  I  was  borne  ! 
For  through  you  my  name  is  lorne, 
And  mine  actes  redde  and  song 
Over  all  this  land  in  every  tong. 

"  O  wicked  Fame  !  for  there  n'is 
Nothing  so  swift  lo,  as  she  is, 

0  sooth  is,  every  thing  is  wist, 
Though  it  be  coverde  with  the  mist, 
Eke  though  I  might  duren  ever, 
That  I  have  done  recover  I  never, 
That  it  ne  shall  be  said,  alas, 

1  shamed  was  through  Eneas, 
And  that  I  shall  thus  judged  be  : 

u '  Lo,  right  as  she  hath  done,  now  she 
Woll  done  eftsoones  hardely,* 
Thus  say  the  people  prively." 
But  that  is  done,  n'is  not  to  done, 
But  all  her  complaint  ne  her  nione 
Certaine  availeth  her  not  a  stre, 
And  whan  she  wist  sooth ly  he 
Was  forth  into  his  ship  agone, 
She  into  chamber  went  anone, 
And  called  on  her  sorter  Anne, 
And  gan  her  to  complaine  than, 
And  said,  that  she  cause  was 
That  she  first  loved  him,  alas, 
And  first  counsailed  her  thereto  ■ 
But  what,  whan  this  was  said  and  do, 
She  rofte  her  selven  to  the  herte, 
And  deide  through  the  wounds  smart : 
But  all  the  manner  how  she  deide 
And  all  the  words  how  she  seide, 
Who  so  to  know  it  hath  purpose, 
Rede  Virgile  in  Eneidos, 
Or  the  Pistels  of  Ovide, 
What  that  she  wrote  or  that  she  dide, 
And  nere  it  too  Ions  to  eiidite, 
By  God,  I  would  it  nere  write. 
But  welaway,  the  harme  and  routh 
That  hath  betide  for  such  untrouth, 
As  men  may  oft  in  bookes  rede, 
And  all  day  seene  it  yet  in  dede, 
That  for  to  thinken  it  tene  is. 

Lo,  Demophon,  duke  of  Athenis, 
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How  he  forswore  him  falsely, 

And  'traied  Phillis  wickedly, 

That  kings  doughter  was  of  Thrace, 

And  falsely  gan  his  tearme  pace, 

And  whan  she  wist  that  he  was  false, 

She  hong  her  selfe  right  by  the  halse. 

For  he  had  done  her  such  untrouth, 

Lo,  was  not  this  a  wo  and  routh  ! 

Eke,  looke,  how  false  and  recheles 

Was  to  Briseida  Achilles, 

And  Paris  to  Oenone, 

And  Jason  to  Hipsiphile, 

And  eft  Jason  to  Medea, 

And  Hercules  to  Dianira, 

For  he  left  her  for  lolee, 

That  made  him  take  his  death,  parde. 

How  false  was  eke  Theseus, 
That  as  the  storie  telleth  us, 
How  he  be  traied  Adriane, 
The  devill  be  his  soules  bane, 
For  had  he  laughed  or  yloured, 
He  must  hare  been  all  devoured, 
If  Adriane  ne  had  be, 
And,  for  she  had  of  him  pite, 
She  made  him  fro  the  death  escape, 
And  he  made  her  a  full  false  jape, 
For  after  this  within  a  while, 
He  left  her  sleeping  in  an  isle, 
Desart  alone  right  in  the  see, 
And  stale  away,  and  let  her  bee, 
And  tooke  hir  suster  Phedra  tho 
With  him  and  gan  to  ship  go, 
And  yet  he  had  sworne  to  here, 
On  all  that  ever  he  could  swere, 
That  so  she  saved  him  his  life, 
He  would  taken  her  to  his  wife, 
For  she  desired  nothing  els, 
In  certaine,  as  the  booke  us  tels. 

But  for  to  excuse  this  Eneas 
Fulliche  of  all  his  great  trespas, 
The  booke  saith,  sauns  faile, 
The  gods  bad  him  go  to  Itaile, 
And  leaven  Affrickes  regioun 
And  faire  Dido  and  her  toun. 
Tho  saw  I  grave  how  to  Itaile 
Dan  Eneas  gan  for  to  saile, 
And  how  the  tempest  all  began, 
And  how  he  lost  his  steresman, 
Which  that  the  Sterne,  or  he  tooke  keepe, 
Smote  over  the  bord  as  he  sleepe. 

And  also  saugh  I  how  Sibile 
And  Eneas  beside  an  isle, 
To  Hell  went  for  to  see 
His  father  Anchises  the  free, 
And  how  he  there  found  Palinurus, 
And  also  Dido,  and  Deiphebus, 
And  everiche  tourment  eke  in  Hell 
Saw  he,  which  long  is  for  to  tell, 
Which  pnines  who  so  list  to  know, 
He  must  rede  many  a  row 
In  Vergile  or  in  Claudian, 
Or  Dante,  that  it  tellen  can. 

Tho  saw  I  eke,  all  the  arivaile 
That  Eneas  had  made  in  Itaile, 
And  with  king  Latin  his  treate, 
And  all  the  battailes  that  he 
Was  at  himselfe  and  his  knights, 
Or  he  had  all  ywonne  his  rights, 
And  how  he  Turnua  reft  his  life, 
And  wan  Lavinia  to  his  wife, 


And  all  the  marvellous  signals 
Of  the  gods  celestials. 
How  maugre  Juno,  Eneas, 
For  all  her  sleight  and  her  compas, 
Acheved  all  his  aventure, 
For  Jupiter  tooke  on  him  cure, 
At  the  prayer  of  Venus, 
Which  I  pray  alway  save  us, 
I     And  us  aye  of  our  sorrowes  light. 

Whan  I  had  scene  all  this  sight 
'     In  this  noble  temple  thus, 

"  Hey,  lord,"  thought  I,  "  that  madest  us. 
Vet  saw  I  never  such  noblesse 
Of  images,  nor  such  richesse 
As  I  see  graven  in  this  church, 
But  nought  wote  I  who  did  hem  worclt, 
Ne  where  I  am,  ne  in  what  countree, 
But  now  will  I  out  gone  and  see 
Right  at  the  wicket  if  1  can 
I     Seene  ought  where  sterling  any  man, 
!     That  may  me  tellen  where  I  am." 
|        Whan  I  out  of  the  dore  came, 

I  fast  about  me  beheld, 
|     Than  saw  I  but  a  large  field, 
As  farre  as  ever  I  might  see, 
Without  toune,  house,  or  tree, 
Or  bush,  or  grasse,  or  eared  land. 
For  all  the  field  was  but  of  sand. 
As  small  as  men  may  see  at  eye 
In  the  desart  of  Lybye, 
Ne  no  manner  creature. 
That  is  yformed  by  nature, 
Ne  saw  I,  me  to  rede  or  wisse  : 
I     u  0  Christ,"  thought  I, « that  are  in  Uisse, 
I     From  fantome  and  illusion 
'     Me  save,"  and  with  devotion 
!     Mine  eyen  to  the  Heaven  I  cast, 

Tho  was  I  ware,  lo,  at  the  last, 
I  That  fast  by  the  Sunne  on  hye, 
|     As  kenne  might  I  with  mine  eye, 

Me  thought  I  saw  an  egle  sore, 
I     But  that  it  seemed  much  more 
Than  I  had  any  egle  ysein  ; 
This  is  as  sooth  as  death  certain, 
It  was  of  gold,  and  shone  so  bright, 
I     That  never  saw  men  such  a  sight, 
|     But  if  the  Heaven  had  ywonne 
!     All  new  of  God  another  sonne, 
1     So  shone  the  egles  fethers  bright, 
And  somewhat  downward  gan  it  light. 

EXPLICIT  LIB  BR  PRIMUS. 


LIBER  SECUNDUM 

B.  II.  v.  1 — 10 

Now  hearken  every  manner  man 
That  English  understand  can. 
And  listeth  of  my  dreame  to  here, 
For  nowe  at  erst  shall  ye  lere 
j     So  sely  and  so  dredefull  a  vision, 
I     That  I  say  neither  Scipion, 
'     Ne  king  Nabugodonosore, 
Pharao,  Turnus,  ne  Alcauore, 
Ne  metten  such  a  dreame  as  this, 
Now  faire  blisfull,  O  Cipris, 
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So  be  my  favour  at  this  time, 
That  ye  me  t'endite  and  rime 
Helpeth,  that  in  Pernaao  dwell 
Beside  Elicon  the  clere  well. 

O  thought,  that  wrote  all  that  I  met. 
And  in  the  tresorie  it  set 
Of  my  braine,  now  shall  men  see 
If  any  vertue  in  thee  bee. 
To  tell  all  my  dreame  aright ; 
Now  kithe  thy  engine  and  thy  might I 

This  egle  of  which  1  have  you  told. 
That  with  feathers  shone  all  of  gold, 
Which  that  so  high  gan  to  sore, 
I  gan  behold  more  and  more, 
To  seene  her  beauty  and  the  wonder 
But  never  was  that  dent  of  thunder, 
Ne  that  thing  that  men  call  soudre, 
That  smite  sometime  a  toure  to  poudre, 
And  in  his  swift  comming  brend, 
That  so  swithe  gan  downward  discend, 
As  this  foule,  whan  it  beheld 
That  I  a  roume  was  in  the  field, 
And  with  his  grim  pawes  strong, 
Within  his  sharpe  nailes  long, 
Me  fleyng  at  a  swappe  he  bent, 
And  with  his  sours  againe  up  went, 
Me  carving  in  his  clawes  Starke, 
As  lightly  as  I  had  ben  a  larke, 
How  high  I  cannot  tellen  you, 
For  I  came  up  I  n'ist  never  how, 
For  so  astonied  and  asweved 
Was  every  virtue  in  my  heved, 
What  with  his  sours  and  my  dread, 
That  all  my  feeling  gan  to  dead, 
For  why!  it  was  a  peat  affray. 

Thus  I  long  in  his  clawes  lay, 
Till  at  the  last  he  to  me  spake 
In  mans  voice,  and  said  "  Awake, 
And  be  not  agast  so  for  shame," 
And  called  me  tho  by  my  name, 
And,  for  I  should  better  abraid, 
Me  to  awake  thus  he  said, 
Right  in  the  same  voice  and  stevin, 
That  useth  one  that  I  can  nevin, 
And  with  that  voice,  sooth  to  saine, 
My  mind  came  to  me  again, 
For  it  was  goodly  said  to  me, 
So  nas  it  never  wont  to  be  ; 
And,  herewithal,  I  gan  to  store, 
As  be  me  in  his  feet  bere, 
Till  that  he  felt  that  I  had  heat, 
And  felt  eke  tho  mine  herte  beat, 
And  tho  gan  he  me  to  disport, 
And  with  gentle  wordes  me  comfort, 
And  said  twice, M  Saint  Mary, 
Thou  art  a  noyous  thing  to  cary, 
And  nothing  needeth  it,  parde, 
For  also,  wise  God  helpe  me, 
As  thou  no  harme  shalt  have  of  this, 
And  this  case  that  betiddeth  thee  is 
For  thy  lore  and  for  thy  prow  ; 
Let  see,  darst  thou  looke  yet  now ! 
Be  full  ensured  boldelv, 
I  am  thy  friend  :"  and  therewith  I 
Gan  for  to  wonder  in  my  mind. 

0  God,"  quod  I :  "  that  madest  all  kind, 
Shall  I  none  otherwise  die, 
Whether  Jove  will  me  stellifie, 

Or  what  thing  may  this  signifie  ! 

1  am  neither  Enocke,  ne  Iletie, 


Ne  Romulus,  ne  Ganimede, 

That  were  bore  up,  as  men  rede, 

To  Heaven  with  dan  Jupiter, 

And  made  the  gods  boteler:" 

Lo,  this  was  tho  my  fantasie, 

But  he  that  bare  gan  aspie 

That  I  so  thought,  and  said  this, 

"  Thou  deemeat  of  thy  selfe  amis, 

For  Jove  is  not  thereabout, 

I  dare  thee  put  full  out  of  doubt, 

To  make  of  the  yet  a  sterre, 

But  ere  1  beare  thee  much  ferre, 

I  will  thee  tell  what  I  am, 

And  whider  thou  shalt,  and  why  I  came 

To  do  this,  so  that  thou  take 

Good  herte,  and  not  for  feare  quake." 

«  Gladly,"  quod  I :  "  Now  well,"  quod  he  : 

M  First,  I  that  in  my  feet  have  the, 

Of  whom  thou  hast  feare  and  wonder, 

I  am  dwelling  with  the  god  of  thonder, 

Which  men  callen  Jupiter, 

That  doth  me  flien  full  oft  fer, 

To  do  all  his  commaundement. 

And  for  this  cause  he  hath  me  sent 

To  thee  :  herke  now  by  thy  trouth, 

Certaine  he  hath  of  thee  routh, 

That  thou  hast  so  truely 

Long  served  ententifely 

His  blind  nevew  Cupido, 

And  faire  Venus  also, 

Without  guerdon  ever  yet, 

And  nathelesse  hast  set  thy  wit, 

Although  in  thy  head  full  little  is, 

To  make  bookes,  songs,  and  dities 

In  rime,  or  else  in  cadence, 

As  thou  best  canst,  in  reverence 

Of  Love,  and  of  his  servaunts  eke, 

That  have  his  service  sought  and  seke, 

And  painest  thee  to  praise  his  art, 

Although  thou  haddest  never  part, 

Where!  fore  also,  God  me  blesae, 

Jovis  halt  it  great  humblesae, 

And  vertue  eke,  that  thou  wilt  make 

A  night  full  oft  thine  head  to  ake, 

In  thy  study  so  thou  writest, 

And  evermore  of  Love  enditest, 

In  honour  of  him  and  praisings, 

And  in  his  folkee  further ings, 

And  in  hir  matter  all  devises t, 

And  not  him  ne  his  folke  dispisest, 

Although  thou  maist  go  in  the  da u  nee 

Of  hem  that  him  list  not  avaunce  ; 

Wherefore,  as  I  said  ywis, 

Jupiter  considreth  well  this, 

Aud  also  beausire,  of  other  things, 

That  is,  thou  liaste  no  tidings 

Of  Loves  folke,  if  they  be  glade, 

Ne  of  nothing  else  that  God  made 

And  not  onely  fro  ferre  countree 

That  no  tidings  commen  to  thee, 

Not  of  thy  very  neighbours, 

That  dwellen  almost  at  thy  dorea, 

Thou  nearest  neither  that  ne  this, 

For  whan  thy  labour  all  done  is, 

And  hast  made  all  thy  reckonings, 

In  stead  of  rest  and  of  new  things, 

Thou  goest  home  to  thine  house  anone. 

And  also  dombe  as  a  stone 

Thou  sittest  at  another  booke, 

Till  fully  daaed  is  thy  looke, 
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And  livest  thus  as  an  hermite. 

Although  thine  abstinence  is  lite, 

And  therfore  Jovis,  through  his  grace, 

Will  that  I  beare  thee  to  a  place 

Which  that  hight  the  House  of  Fame, 

And  to  do  the  sport  and  game 

In  some  recompensation 

Of  thy  labour  and  devotion 

That  thou  hast  had,  lo,  causelesse, 

To  god  Cupido  the  rechelesse  ; 

And  thus  this  god  through  his  merite 

Will  with  some  manner  thing  thee  quite, 

So  that  thou  wilt  be  of  good  cbere, 

For  trust  well  that  thou  shalt  here, 

When  we  ben  common  there  as  1  say, 

Mo  wonder  things  dare  1  lay, 

And  of  Loves  folke  mo  tidings, 

Both  soothsawes  and  lesings, 

And  mo  loves  new  begon, 

And  long  served  till  love  is  won, 

And  mo  lovers  casuelly, 

That  ben  betide,  no  man  wote  why, 

But  as  a  blind  man  starteth  an  hare, 

And  more  jolite  and  welfare, 

While  they  find  love  of  stele, 

As  thinke  men,  and  over  all  wele, 

Mo  discords,  and  mo  jealousies, 

Mo  murmures,  and  mo  novelries, 

And  also  mo  dissimulations, 

And  eke  fained  reparations, 

And  mo  berdes  in  two  houres 

Without  rasour  or  sisours 

Ymade,  than  graines  be  of  sands, 

And  eke  mo  holding  in  mo  hands, 

And  also  mo  renovelaunces 

Of  old  forleten  acqueintaunces, 

Mo  love-daies,  and  mo  accords 

Than  on  instruments  ben  cords, 

And  eke  of  love  mo  exchaunges, 

Thau  ever  corne  were  in  graunges, 

Unneth  maiest  thou  trowen  this," 

Quod  he.  "  No,  so  helpe  me  God  as  wis," 

Quod  I.  u  Now  why  !  "  quod  he.  "  For  it 

Were  impossible  to  my  wit, 

Though  Fame  had  all  the  pries 

In  all  a  realme  and  all  aspies, 

How  that  yet  he  should  heare  all  this, 

Or  they  espien  :" — <40  yes,  yes," 

Quod  he,  to  me,  u  that  can  I  preve 

By  reason,  worthy  for  to  leve, 

So  that  thou  give  thine  advertence 

To  understand  my  sentence. 

"  First  shalt  thou  here  where  she  dwelleth, 
Right  so  as  thine  owne  booke  telleth, 
Her  palais  standeth,  as  I  shall  say, 
Right  even  amiddes  of  the  way 
Betweene  Heaven,  Eurth,  and  see, 
That  whatsoever  in  all  these  three 
Is  spoken  in  prive  or  apert, 
The  way  thereto  is  so  overt, 
And  slant  eke  in  so  just  a  place, 
That  every  sowne  mote  to  it  pace, 
Or  what  so  comineth  from  any  toug, 
Be  rownod,  red,  or  song, 
Or  spoken  in  suertie  or  drede, 
Certaiue  it  mote  tinder  nede. 

"  Now  hearken  well,  for  why  ?  I  will 
Tellen  thee  a  proper  skill, 
And  a  worthy  demonstration 
In  mine  imagination* 


"  Geffray,  thou  wotest  well  this, 
That  every  kindely  thing  that  is, 
Hath  a  kindely  stede  there  be 
May  best  in  it  conserved  be, 
Unto  which  place  every  thing, 
Through  his  kindely  enclining, 
Mevetn  for  to  come  to, 
Whan  that  it  is  away  therefro, 
As  thus,  lo,  how  thou  maist  al  day  see, 
Take  any  thing  that  heavie  bee, 
As  stone  or  lead,  or  thing  of  weight, 
And  beare  it  never  so  hie  on  height, 
Let  go  thine  hand,  it  falleth  downe. 
Right  so  say  I  by  fire  or  sowne 
Or  smoke,  or  other  things  light, 
Alway  they  seeke  upward  on  height, 
Light  things  up,  ana  downward  charge. 
While  everich  of  hem  be  at  large, 
And  for  this  cause  thou  maist  well  see, 
That  every  river  unto  the  see 
Enclined  is  to  go  by  kind, 
And  by  these  skilles,  as  I  find, 
Have  fishes  dwelling  in  flood  and  see, 
And  trees  eke  on  the  earth  be ; 
Thus  every  thing  by  his  reason 
Hath  his  own  proper  mansion, 
To  which  he  seeketh  to  repair*, 
There  as  it  should  nat  appaire. 

"  Lo.  this  sentence  is  knowne  couth 
Of  every  philosophers  mouth, 
As  Aristotle  and  dan  Platone, 
And  other  clerkes  many  one. 
And  to  confirme  my  reasoun, 
Thou  wost  well  that  speech  is  soon, 
Or  else  no  man  might  it  here, 
Now  herke  what  I  woll  thee  lere. 

"  Sowne  is  not  but  eyre  ybroken, 
And  every  speech  that  is  spoken, 
Loud  or  prive,  foule  or  faire, 
In  his  subs tau nee  is  but  eyre, 
For  as  flame  is  but  lighted  smoke, 
Right  so  is  sowne  eyre  ybroke, 
But  this  may  be  in  many  wise, 
Of  which  I  will  thee  devise  ; 
As  sowne  commeth  of  pipe  or  harpe 
For  when  a  pipe  is  blowen  sharpe, 
The  eyre  is  twist  with  violence, 
And  rent ;  lo,  this  is  my  sentence  : 
Eke,  whan  men  harpe  strings  smite, 
Wheder  it  be  much  or  lite, 
Lo,  with  a  stroke  the  eyre  it  breketh, 
And  right  so  breaketh  it  whan  men  speaketh, 
Thus,  wost  thou  well,  what  thing  is  speach, 
Now  henceforth,  I  will  thee  teach 
How  everich  speech,  voice,  or  soon, 
Through  his  multiplicatioun, 
Though  it  were  piped  of  a  mouse, 
Mote  needs  come  to  Fames  House ; 
I  prove  it  thus,  take  heed  now 
By  experience,  for  if  that  thou 
Threw  in  a  water  now,  a  stone, 
Well  wost  thou  it  will  make,  anone, 
A  little  roundell  as  a  circle, 
Para  venture  as  broad  as  a  covercle, 
And  right  anone,  thou  shalt  see  wele, 
That  whele  cercle  wil  cause  another  whole, 
And  that  the  third,  and  so  forth  brother, 
Every  cercle  causing  other, 
Broader  than  him  self e  was, 
And  thus  from  roundell  to  compas, 
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•out  other  going, 
b  of  others  storing 
ultiplving  evermo, 
•e  so  utrre  go 

at  both  bnnkes  bee, 
gh  thou  may  it  not  see 
>  yet  gothe  it  alway  under, 
1  thou  thinke  it  a  great  wonder, 
bo  so  saith  of  trouth  I  vary, 
n  prove  the  contrary  ; 
ght  thus  every  word  ywis, 
>ud  or  privie  yspoken  is, 
i  first  an  eyre  about, 

his  moving,  out  of  dout, 
>r  eyre  anone  is  moved  ; 
ave  of  the  water  proved, 
rery  cercle  causeth  other, 
»  of  eyre,  my  leve  brother  ; 
b  eyre  in  other  stereth 
nd  more,  and  speech  up  beareth, 
»  of  noise,  word  or  soun, 
rough  multiplication, 
t>e  at  the  House  of  Fame  ; 
;  in  earnest  or  in  game, 
ave  I  told,  if  thou  have  mind,  < 
>eech  or  sowne,  of  pure  kind 
m1  is  upward  to  meve  ; 
aiest  thou  fele  well  by  preve, 
at  same  stede  ywis, 
rery  thing  encfined  to  is, 
is  kindlicne  stede, 
leweth  it  without  drede, 
indely  the  mansioun 
•ich  speeche  of  every  soun, 
ither  foule  or  faire, 
is  kind  place  in  aire, 
:h  that  every  thing  ywis, 

his  kind  place  ywis, 
l  thider  for  to  go, 
ray  be  therefro, 
ave  before  proved  thee, 
reth  every  soune,  parde, 

I  kindely  to  pace, 
into  his  kind  place  ; 

is  place  of  which  I  tell, 
is  Fame  list  to  dwell, 
»  amiddes  of  these  three, 
i,  Earth,  and  eke  the  see, 
it  conservatife  the  soun  ; 
i  this  the  conclusion, 
irery  speech  of  every  man, 
tee  tell  first  began, 
i  up  on  height  to  pace 
to  Fames  place. 

II  me  this  now  faithfully, 
.  not  proved  thus  simply, 
it  any  subtelte 

«h,  or  great  prolixite 

lies  of  philosophy, 

res  of  poetry, 

mre  of  rhetorike ! 

it  ought  thee  to  like, 

rd  language,  and  hard  matere 

mbrous  for  to  here 

b,  wost  thou  not  well  this !" 

answered  and  said  u  Yes." 

ah,"  quod  he, M  lo,  so  I  can, 

unto  a  lend  man 

and  shew  him  such  skilles, 

e  may  shake  hem  by  the  billes, 


So  palpable  they  shoulden  be  ; 
But  tel  me  this  now  pray  I  thee, 
How  thinketh  thee  my  oouelusioun  I" 

"  A  good  persuasion," 
Quod  I, a  it  is,  and  lyke  to  be, 
Right  so  as  thou  hast  proved  me," 
u  By  God,"  quod  he,  u  and  as  I  leve, 
Thou  shalt  have  it  or  it  be  eve, 
Of  every  word  of  this  sentence, 
A  profe  by  experience, 
And  with  thin§  eares  hearen  well 
Toppe  and  taile,  and  everidell, 
That  every  word  that  spoken  is, 
Commeth  into  Fames  House  ywis, 
As  I  have  said,  what  wilt  thou  more  t " 
And  with  this  word  upper  to  sore, 
He  began  and  said,  "  By  saint  Jame, 
Now  will  we  speake  all  of  game. 
How  farest  thou  now  I"  quod  he,  to  me. 
«  Well,"  quod  I.  «  Now  see,"  quod  he, 
"  By  thy  trouth,  yond  adowne, 
Where  that  thou  knowest  any  towne, 
Or  house,  or  any  other  thins, 
And  whan  thou  hast  of  ought  knowing, 
Look  that  thou  warne  me, 
And  I  anon  shall  tell  thee 
How  Carre  that  thou  art  now  therefro." 

And  I  adowne  gan  to  loken  tho, 
And  beheld  fields  and  plaines, 
Now  hils,  and  now  mountain es, 
Now  valeis,  and  now  forests, 
And  now  unneth  great  beests, 
Now  rivers,  now  citees, 
Now  townes,  now  great  trees, 
Now  shippes  sayling  in  the  see. 

But  thus  soone  in  a  while  hee, 
Was  flowen  fro  the  ground  so  bye, 
That  all  the  world,  as  to  mine  eye, 
No  more  seemed  than  a  pricke, 
Or  else  was  the  eyre  so  thicke 
That  I  might  it  not  discerne : 
With  that  he  spake  to  me  so  yerne, 
And  said  :  M  Seest  thou  any  token, 
Or  ought  that  in  this  world  of  spoken  ! " 

I  said  "Nay."— «  No  wonder  is," 
Quod  he,  "  for  never  halfe  so  hye  as  this, 
N'aa  Alexander  of  Macedon 
King,  ne  of  Rome  dan  Scipion, 
That  saw  in  dreame  at  point  devise, 
Heaven  and  Earth,  Hell  and  Paradise, 
Ne  eke  the  wretch  Dedal  us, 
Ne  bis  childe  nice  Icharus, 
That  flewe  so  hie  that  the  hete 
His  wyngs  molte,  and  he  fell  wete 
In  midde  the  sea,  and  there  he  dreint, 
For  whom  was  made  a  great  complaint. 

"  Now  tourne  upward,"  quod  he,  "  thy  face, 
And  behold  this  large  place, 
This  eyre,  but  looke  that  thou  ne  bee 
Adrad  of  hem  that  thou  shalt  see, 
For  in  this  regioun  certayne, 
Dwelieth  many  a  citezeine, 
Of  which  speaketh  dan  Plato, 
These  ben  the  eyrishe  beests,  lo." 
And  tho  sawe  I  all  the  menie, 
Both  gone  and  also  flie. 

"  Lo,  quod  he,  cast  up  thyne  eye, 
See  yonder  lo,  tho  galaxie, 
The  which  men  clepe  the  milky  way, 
For  it  is  white  :  and  some,  parfiay, 
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Callen  it  Watling  streete, 
That  ones  was  brent  with  the  hete, 
When  the  Sunnes  Bonne  the  rede, 
That  hight  Pheton,  would  lede 
Algate  his  lathers  cart,  and  gie. 

u  The  cart  horse  gan  well  aspie, 
That  he  coud  no  governaunce, 
And  gan  for  to  leape  and  praunce, 
And  beare  him  up,  and  now  doun, 
Till  he  saw  the  Scorpioun, 
Which  that  in  Heaven  a  eigne  is  yet, 
And  he  for  fere  lost  his  wit 
Of  that,  and  let  the  reynes  gone 
Of  his  horse,  and  they  anone, 
Soon  up  to  mount  and  downe  discende, 
Till  both  eyre  and  Earth  brendc, 
Till  Jupiter,  lo,  at  the  last, 
Him  slew  and  fro  the  carte  cast. 

M  Lo,  is  it  not  a  great  mischaunce 
To  let  a  foole  have  governaunce 
Of  things  that  he  cannot  demaine  1" 

And  with  his  word,  sothe  for  to  saine, 
He  gan  alway  upper  to  sore, 
And  gladded  me  than  more  and  more. 
So  faithfully  to  me  spake  he. 

Tho  gan  I  to  looke  under  me, 
And  beheld  the  eyrish  beests, 
Cloudes,  mistes,  and  tempests, 
Snowes,  hayles,  raynes,  and  windes, 
And  than  gendring  in  hir  kindes, 
All  the  way  through  which  I  came  ; 
"  O  God,"  quod  I,  « that  made  Adame, 
Moch  is  thy  might  and  nobles!" 

And  tho  thought  I  upon  Boece, 
That  writeth  a  thought  may  flie  so  hie 
With  fethers  of  philosophy 
To  passen  evericn  element, 
And  when  he  hath  so  far  ywent, 
Than  may  be  seen  behind  his  backe, 
Cloude,  and  earth,  and  all  that  I  of  spake. 

Tho  gan  I  wexe  in  a  were, 
And  said, 4<  1  wote  well  I  am  here, 
But  whether  in  body  or  in  goost, 
I  n'ot  ywis,  but  God  thou  woost 
For  more  clere  entendement, 
N'as  me  never  yet  ysent ; 
And  than  thought  I  on  Marcian, 
And  eke  of  Anticlaudian, 
That  sothe  was  hir  descripcion 
Of  all  the  Heavens  region, 
As  far  as  that  I  saw  the  preve, 
And,  therefore,  I  can  hem  leve. 

With  that  the  egle  gan  to  crie, 
u  Let  be,"  quod  he,  "  thy  fantasie, 
Wilt  thou  learne  of  sterres  ought ! " 

"  Nay  certainly,"  quod  I,  "  right  nought." 
u  And  why  V  quod  he.  u  For  I  am  old." 
"  Or  els  would  I  thee  have  told," 
Quod  he,  "  the  sterres  names,  lo, 
And  all  the  Heavens  signs  to, 
And  which  they  be." — "  No  force,"  quod  1. 

"  Yes,  parde,"  quod  he,  "  wost  thou  why  ? 
For  whan  thou  redest  poetry, 
How  the  goddes  can  stellify 
Birde,  fishe,  or  him,  or  her, 
As  the  ravin  and  other, 
Or  Ariones  harpe  fine, 
Castor,  Polexe,  or  Delphine, 
Or  At  ha  lan  tea  dough  ters  seven, 
How  all  these  are  set  in  Heven, 


For  though  thou  have  hem  ofte  in  hand, 
Yet  n'ost  thou  nat  where  they  stand." 

u  No  force,"  quod  I,  u  it  is  no  need, 
As  well  I  leve,  so  God  me  speed, 
Hem  that  writen  of  this  matere, 
As  though  I  knew  hir  places  here, 
And  eke  they  semen  here  so  bright, 
It  should  shenden  all  my  sight. 
To  look  on  hem  : That  may  well  be," 
Quod  he,  and  so  forth  bare  he  me 
A  while,  and  tho  he  gan  to  cry, 
(That  never  herde  I  thing  so  hie) 
"  Hold  up  thy  thine  heed,  for  all  is  well, 
Saint  Julian,  lo,  bonne  hostel  1, 
See  here  the  House  of  Fame,  lo, 
Mayst  thou  not  here  that  I  do  ?" 

*  What ! "  quod  I.  tt  The  great  sowne  " 
Quod  he,  M  that  rombleth  up  and  downe 
In  Fames  House  full  of  tidings, 
Both  of  fayre  speech  and  chimngs. 
And  of  false  and  sothe  compouned, 
Herken  well,  it  is  not  rowned. 
Herest  thou  not  the  great  ewough !" 
M  Yes,  perde,"  quod  I, u  wel  ynough. 
u  And  what  sowne  is  it  like  !M  quod  he. 

"  Parde,  lyke  the  beating  of  the  see," 
Quod  I,  "  against  the  roches  holow, 
Whan  tempests  done  her  shippes  swolow, 
And  that  a  man  stand  out  of  acute, 
A  myle  thens,  and  here  it  route. 

"  Or  els  lyke  the  humbling 
After  the  clappe  of  a  thundring, 
When  Jovis  hath  the  eyre  ybete, 
But  it  doth  me  for  feare  swete." 

"  Nay,  drede  thee  not  thereof,' '  quod  he, 
u  It  is  nothing  that  will  biten  thee, 
Thou  shalt  have  no  harme  truely." 

And  with  that  worde  both  he  and  1 
As  nigh  the  place  arrived  were, 
As  men  might  cast  with  a  spere, 
I  n'ist  how,  but  in  a  strete 
He  set  me  faire  on  my  feete, 
And  said,  "  Walke  forth  a  pace 
And  telle  thine  adventure  and  case, 
That  thou  shalt  finde  in  Fames  place." 

"  Now,"  quod  I,  u  while  we  have  space 
To  speake,  or  that  I  go  fro  thee, 
For  the  love  of  God  tell  me, 
In  sothe,  that  I  will  of  thee  lere, 
If  this  noyse  that  I  here 
Be  as  I  have  herde  thee  tell, 
Of  folke  that  done  in  earth  dwell, 
And  commeth  here  in  the  same  wise, 
As  I  thee  herd  or  this  devise, 
And  that  here  lives  body  n'is 
In  all  that  house  that  yonder  is, 
That  maketh  all  this  loude  fare." 

«  No,"  quod  he,  "  by  saint  Clare, 
And  also  wisse  God  rede  me, 
But  o  thing  I  will  wame  thee, 
Of  the  which  thou  wilt  have  wonder. 

w  Lo,  to  the  House  of  Fame  yonder, 
Thou  woste  how  commeth  every  speach, 
It  needeth  not  the  efte  to  teach, 
But  understand  now  right  well  this, 
When  any  speach  yeomen  is, 
Up  to  the  palais  anone  right, 
It  wexeth  like  the  same  wight, 
Which  that  the  worde  in  earth  spake, 
Be  he  clothed  in  reed  or  blake. 
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h  so  very  his  likenesse, 

ke  the  worde  that  thou  wilt  gesso, 

:he  same  body  be, 

woman,  he,  or  she. 

lot  this  a  wonder  thing  !  " 

quod  I  tho, «  by  Heaven  king: " 

h  this  worde,  "Farewell/*  quod  he, 

ere  will  I  abide  thee, 

d  of  Heaven  send  thee  grace 

tod  to  learne  in  this  place: " 

f  him  tooke  leave  anone, 

1  forth  to  the  palais  gone. 
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science  and  of  light, 

through  thy  great  might, 

ell  last  booke  now  thou  gie, 

it  I  will  for  maistrie 

t  potonciall  be  shewde, 

the  rime  is  light  and  lewde, 

ke  it  somewhat  agreeable, 

some  verse  fayle  in  a  Billable, 

it  1  do  no  diligence, 

re  crafte,  but  sentence, 

ievine  vertue  thou 

Ipe  me  to  shewe  now, 

my  heed  ymarked  is, 

;  is  for  to  meanen  this, 

use  of  Fame  for  to  discrive, 

talt  see  me  go  as  blive 

e  next  laurer  I  see, 

se  it,  for  it  is  thy  tree  ; 

tre  in  m v  brest,  anone  ! 

i  I  was  from  the  Egle  gone, 

ehold  upon  this  place, 

rtaine,  or  I  further  passe, 

ou  all  the  shape  devise, 

e  and  citee,  and  all  the  wise 

gan  to  this  place  approche, 

iod  upon  so  hie  a  roche, 

indeth  none  in  Spaine  ; 

1  clam  be  with  moch  payne, 

mgh  to  climbe  greved  met*,  j 

ntentife  was  to  see, 

•  to  poren  wondre  low, 

ide  any  wise  vknow 

laner  stone  this  roche  was, 

ras  like  a  limed  glas, 

t  it  shone  full  more  clere, 

rhat  congeled  mate  re 

I  n'iste  redely, 

the  last  espied  I, 

md  that  it  was  everydele, 

>  of  yse  and  not  of  stele  : 

1 1, u  By  saint  Thomas  of  Kent, 

re  a  feeble  foundement 

len  on  a  place  hie, 

ht  him  little  to  glorifie,  | 
Teon  bilte,  God  so  me  save."  | 
tawe  I  all  the  hall  ygrave  | 
jnnufl  folkes  names  f«*le, 
id  been  in  moch  wele, 


And  hir  fames  wide  yblow, 
Hut  well  unneth  might  I  know 
Any  letters  for  to  rede 
Hir  names  by,  for,  out  of  drede, 
They  weren  almost  of  thawed  so, 
That  of  the  letters  one  or  two 
Were  molte  away  of  every  name, 
So  unfamous  was  wexe  her  fame ; 
But  men  say,  what  may  ever  last ! 

Tho  gan  I  in  mine  herte  cast, 
That  they  were  molte  away  for  heate, 
And  not  away  with  stormes  beate, 
For  on  that  other  side  I  soy, 
Of  this  hill,  that  northward  ley, 
How  it  was  written  full  of  names 
Of  folke  that  had  afore  great  fames, 
Of  old  time,  and  vet  they  were 
As  fresh  as  men  had  written  hem  there 
The  self-day,  or  that  hour© 
That  I  on  hem  gan  to  poure, 
But  well  I  wiste  what  it  made, 
It  was  conserved  with  the  shade, 
All  the  writing  that  I  sie, 
Of  a  castell  that  so  stoode  on  hie, 
And  stoode  eke  in  so  cold  a  place 
That  heate  might  it  not  deface. 

Tho  gan  I  on  this  hill  to  gone, 
And  found  on  the  coppe  a  wone. 
That  all  the  men  that  been  on  livo 
Ne  han  the  conning  to  discrive 
The  beaote  of  that  ilke  place, 
Ne  coud  caste  no  com  pace 
S<>ch  another  for  to  make, 
That  might  of  beauty  be  his  make, 
Ne  so  wonderly  y wrought, 
That  it  astonieth  yet  my  thought, 
And  maketh  all  my  witte  to  swinke 
On  this  castell  for  to  thinke, 
So  that  the  great  beautie, 
The  caste,  crafte,  and  curiositie, 
Ne  can  I  not  to  you  devise, 
My  witte  ne  may  me  not  suffise  ; 
But  nathelesse  all  the  substaunce 
I  have  yet  in  mv  remembraunce, 
For  why  !  me  thought,  by  saint  Gile, 
All  was  of  stone  of  berile, 
Both  the  castell  and  the  toure, 
And  eke  the  hall,  and  every  boure, 
Without  peeces  or  joynings, 
But  many  subtell  compassing*, 
As  babeuries  and  pinnacles, 
Imageries  and  tabernacles, 
I  saw,  and  full  eke  of  windowes, 
As  flakes  fallen  in  great  snowes  ; 
And  eke  in  each  of  the  pinnacles 
Weren  sundry  habitacles, 
In  which  stooden,  all  withouten, 
Full  the  castle  all  abouten, 
Of  all  manner  of  minstrales, 
And  jestours,  that  tellen  tales 
Both  of  weeping  and  of  game  ; 
And  of  all  that  longeth  unto  Fame, 
There  heard  I  play  on  an  harpe, 
That  souned  both  well  and  sliarpe, 
Him  Orpheus  full  craftely, 
And  on  this  side,  fast  by, 
Sat  the  harper  Orion, 
And  Gacides  Chirion, 
And  other  harpers  many  one, 
And  the  Briton  Glaskinon, 
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And  smale  harpers  with  hir  glees, 
Sate  under  hem  in  divers  sees, 
And  gone  on  hem  upward  to  gape, 
And  counterfeited  hem  as  an  ape, 
Or  as  craft  counterfeit  kind. 

Tho  saw  I  standen  hem  behind, 
A  farre  from  hem,  all  by  hemselve, 
Many  a  thousand  times  twelve, 
That  made  loud  minstralcies, 
In  oornemuse  and  shalmies, 
And  many  another  pipe, 
That  craftely  began  to  pipe, 
Both  in  douced  and  in  rede, 
That  ben  at  feasts  with  the  brede, 
And  many  a  floyte  and  titling  home, 
And  pipes  made  of  greene  corne, 
As  have  these  little  heerd  gromes. 
That  keepen  beastes  in  the  bromes. 

There  saw  I  than  dan  Citherus, 
And  of  Athene**  dan  Proserus, 
And  Mercia  that  lost  her  skinne, 
Both  in  face,  body,  and  chinne, 
For  that  she  would  envien,  lo, 
To  pipen  bette  than  Apollo. 

There  saw  I  eke  famous  old  and  yong, 
Pipers  of  all  the  Dutch  tong, 
To  learne  love  daunces,  springs, 
Reyes,  and  the  straunge  things. 

Tho  saw  I  in  another  place, 
Standing  in  a  large  space 
Of  hem  that  maken  bloody  soun, 
In  trumpe  beme,  and  clarioun, 
For  in  fight  and  bloodsheddings 
Is  used  gladly  clarionings. 

There  heard  I  trumpe  Messenus, 
Of  whom  that  speaketh  Vergilius. 

There  heard  I  Joab  trumpe  also, 
Theodoraas,  and  other  mo, 
And  all  that  used  clarion, 
In  Casteloigne  and  Aragon, 
That  in  hir  times  famous  were, 
To  learnen  saw  I  trumpen  there. 

There  saw  I  sit  in  other  sees, 
Playing  upon  other  sundry  glees, 
Which  that  I  cannot  neven, 
Mo  than  sterres  ben  in  Heven, 
Of  which  I  n'ill  as  now  not  rime, 
For  ease  of  you,  and  losse  of  time  : 
For  time  ylost,  this  know  ye, 

|        By  no  way  may  recovered  be. 

There  saw  I  playing  jogelours, 
Magiciens,  and  tragetours, 

|        And  phetonisses,  channeresses, 

I        Old  witches,  sorceresses, 

I        That  usen  exorsisations, 
And  eke  subfumigations, 

I        And  clerkes  eke,  which  conne  well 

!        All  this  magike  naturell, 

i        That  craftely  doe  hir  entents 

i        To  maken  in  certaine  ascendents, 

i        Images,  lo,  through  which  magike 

i        To  maken  a  man  ben  hole  or  sike. 
There  saw  I  the  queene  Medea, 

|        And  Circes  eke,  and  Calipsea. 

There  saw  I  Hermes  Ballenus, 

I        Limote,  and  eke  Simon  Magus. 

I  There  saw  I,  and  knew  by  name, 

That  by  such  art  done  men  have  fame. 

There  saw  I  Coll  Tragetour 
Upon  a  table  of  sicamour 


Play  an  uncouth  thing  to  telly 
I  saw  him  carry  a  wind-mell 
Under  a  walnote  shale. 

What  should  I  make  longer  tale  ! 
Of  ail  the  people  that  I  aey, 
I  could  not  tell  till  domiadey. 

Whan  I  had  all  this  folke  behold, 
And  found  me  loose  and  not  hold. 
And  I  amused  a  long  while 
Upon  this  wall  of  berile, 
That  shone  lighter  than  a  gbs 
And  made  well  more  than  it  was, 
As  kinde  thing  of  fame  is, 
And  than  anone,  after  this, 
I  gan  forth  romen  till  I  fonde 
The  castell  yate  on  my  right  honde, 
Which  so  well  corven  was, 
That  never  such  another  n'aa, 
And  yet  it  was  by  aventure 
Y wrought  by  great  and  subtill  cure  ; 
It  needeth  not  you  more  to  tellen 
To  make  you  too  long  dwellen 
Of  these  yates  fiorishings, 
Ne  of  compaces,  ne  of  karvinga, 
Ne  how  the  hacking  in  masonriea, 
As  corbettes,  and  imageries. 

But  Lord,  so  faire  it  was  to  shewe, 
For  it  was  all  with  gold  behewe ; 
But  in  I  went,  and  that  anone, 
There  met  I  crying  many  one, 
"  A  larges,  a  large*,  hold  np  well ! 
God  save  the  lady  of  this  pell, 
Our  owne  gentill  lady  Fame, 
And  hem  that  willen  to  have  a  name 
Of  us  !"  thus  heard  I  crien  all, 
And  fast  commen  ont  of  the  hall, 
And  shoke  nobles  and  starlings, 
And  crowned  were  as  kings, 
With  crownes  wrought  full  of  losinges, 
And  many  ribans,  and  many  fringes 
Wore  on  hir  clothes  truely. 

Tho  at  the  last,  espied  I 
That  pursevauntes  and  heraudes, 
That  crien  riche  folkes  laudes, 
It  weren,  all  and  every  man 
Of  hem,  as  I  you  tell  can, 
Had  on  him  thro  we  a  vesture 
Which  men  clepe  a  coate  armure, 
Embroudred  wonderly  riche, 
As  though  they  were  not  yliche, 
But  nought  will  I,  so  mote  I  thrive, 
Be  about  to  discrive 
All  these  armes  that  there  weren, 
That  they  thus  on  hir  coates  weren, 
For  to  me  were  impossible, 
!     Men  might  make  of  hem  a  bible, 
Twenty  foote  thicke  as  I  trowe, 
For  certain  who  so  coud  know, 
Might  there  all  the  armes  seen 
i     Of  famous  folke  that  had  been 
|     In  Affrike,  Europe,  and  Asie, 
Sith  first  began  chevalrie. 

Lo,  how  should  I  now  tell  all  this ! 
Ne  of  the  hall,  eke  what  need  is 
To  tellon  you  that  every  wall 
;     Of  it,  and  rofe  and  florc  with  all, 
i     Was  plated  halfe  a  foote  thicke 
1     Of  golde,  and  that  n'as  not  wicke, 
|     But  for  to  prove  in  all  wise, 
|     As  fine  as  ducket  in  Venise, 
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Of  which  to  lite  all  in  my  pouche  is, 

And  they  were  set  as  thicke  of  ouches 

Fine,  of  the  finest  stones  faire, 

That  men  reden  in  the  lapidaire, 

Or  as  grasses  growen  in  a  mode, 

Bat  it  were  all  to  long  to  rede 

The  names,  and  therefore  I  pace, 

But  in  this  lustie  and  riche  place, 

That  Fames  hall  called  was, 

Full  moch  prees  of  folke  there  n'aa, 

Ne  crouding,  for  to  moch  prees, 

But  all  on  hie  above  a  dees, 

Satte  in  a  see  imperial], 

That  made  was  of  rubie  royall, 

Which  that  a  carbuncle  is  ycalled, 

I  sawe  perpetually  ystalled, 

A  feminine  creature, 

That  never  formed  by  nature 

Was  such  another  thing  I  saie : 

For  alderfirst,  soth  to  saie, 

Me  thought  that  she  was  so  lite, 

That  the  length  of  a  cubite, 

Was  longer  than  she  seemed  be, 

But  thus  soone  in  a  while  she, 

Her  self  tho  wonderly  streight, 

That  with  her  feet  she  th'erthe  reign  t, 

And  with  her  hedde  she  touched  Heaven, 

There  as  shineth  the  sterres  seven, 

And  thereto  yet,  as  to  my  wit, 

I  saw  a  great  wonder  yet, 

Upon  her  eyen  to  behold, 

But  certainly  I  hem  never  told, 

For  as  fele  eyen  had  she, 

As  f ethers  upon  foules  be, 

Or  weren  on  the  beasts  foure, 

That  Goddee  trone  can  honour, 

As  writeth  John  in  the  Apocalips, 

Her  heer  that  was  oundie  and  crips, 

As  burned  gold  it  shone  to  see. 

And  sothe  to  tellen,  also  shee 
Had  also  fele  up  standing  eares, 
And  tonges,  as  on  beast  been  heares, 
And  on  her  feete  woxen  saw  I, 
Partriche  winges  redily. 

But  Lord  the  perrie  and  the  richesse 
I  saw  sitting  on  the  goddesse, 
And  the  heavenly  melodie 
Of  souses  full  of  armonie 
I  heard  about  her  trone  ysong, 
That  all  the  palais  wall  rong, 
So  song  the  mighty  Muse,  she 
That  cleped  is  Galiope, 
And  her  seven  sisterne  eke, 
That  in  hir  faces  seemen  meke, 
And  evermore  eternally 
They  song  of  Fame,  tho  heard  I, 
•  Heried  be  thou  and  thy  name, 
Goddes  of  renoun  and  of  Fame  IM 

Tho  was  I  ware  at  the  last, 
As  1  mine  eyen  gan  up  cast, 
That  this  ilke  noble  queene, 
On  her  shoulders  gan  sustene 
Both  the  armes  and  the  name 
Of  tho  that  had  large  fame, 
Aliaander,  and  Hercules, 
That  with  a  sherte  his  life  did  lese, 
And  thus  found  I  sitting  this  goddesse, 
In  noble  honour  and  richesse, 
Of  which  I  stinte  a  while  now, 
Other  thing  to  tellen  you. 


Tho  saw  I  stande  on  thother  side, 
Streight  doune  to  the  doores  wide, 
From  the  deis  many  a  pillere 
Of  metall,  that  shone  not  full  clere, 
But  though  ther  were  of  no  richesse, 
Yet  were  they  made  for  great  noblesse, 
And  in  hem  great  sentence, 
And  folke  of  hie  and  digne  reverence, 
Of  which  to  tell  will  1  fonde. 

Upon  a  piller  sawe  I  stonde, 
Alderfirst  there  I  sie, 
Upon  a  piller  stonde  on  hie. 
That  was  of  lede  and  of  iron  fine, 
Him  of  the  secte  Saturnine, 
The  Ebraike  Josephus  the  old, 
That  of  Jewes  gestes  told, 
And  he  bare  on  his  shulders  hie 
The  fame  up  of  the  Jewrie, 
And  by  him  stoden  other  seven, 
Wise  and  worthy  for  to  neven, 
To  helpen  him  beare  up  the  charge, 
It  was  so  heavy  and  so  large, 
And  for  they  written  of  battailes, 
As  well  as  of  other  marvayles, 
Therefore  was  lo,  this  pillere, 
Of  which  I  you  tell  here, 
Of  leade  and  iron  both  y  wis, 
For  iron  Martes  metall  is, 
Which  that  god  is  of  battaile, 
And  the  leade  withouten  faile, 
Is  lo,  the  metall  of  Saturne, 
That  hath  full  Urge  whele  to  turne, 
To  stand  forth  on  either  rowe 
Of  hem,  which  I  could  knowe, 
Though  I  by  order  hem  not  tell, 
To  make  you  to  long  to  dwell. 

These,  of  which  I  gan  rede, 
There  saw  I  stand,  out  of  drede, 
Upon  an  iron  piller  strong, 
That  painted  was  all  endlong 
With  tigres  blood  in  every  place, 
The  Tholason  that  height  Stace, 
That  bare  of  Thebes  up  the  name 
Upon  his  shoulders,  and  the  fame 
Also  of  cruell  Achilles, 
And  by  him  stode,  withouten  lees, 
Full  wonder  hie  upon  a  piller 
Of  iron,  he  the  great  Omer, 
And  with  him  Dares  and  Titus 
Before,  and  eke  he  Lollius, 
And  Guido  eke  the  Colempnis, 
And  English  Galfride  eke  ywis, 
And  ech  of  these,  as  I  have  joy, 
Was  busie  to  beare  up  Troy, 
So  heavy  thereof  was  the  fame, 
That  for  to  beare  it  was  no  game, 
But  yet  I  gan  full  well  espie, 
Betwene  hem  was  a  little  envie, 
One  said  that  Omer  made  lies, 
Feyning  in  his  poetries, 
|     And  was  to  the  Greekes  favourable, 
I     Therefore  held  he  it  but  fable. 
Tho  saw  I  stand  on  a  pillere, 
That  was  of  tinned  iron  clere, 
The  Latine  poete  Virgilc, 
That  hath  bore  up  a  long  whilo 
The  fame  of  pius  Eneas. 

And  next  him  on  a  piller  was, 
Of  copper,  Venus'  clerke,  Ovide, 
That  hath  sowen  wondrous  wide 
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The  great  god  of  lores  fame, 
And  there  he  bare  op  well  his  name, 
Upon  this  piller  also  hie, 
As  I  might  see  it  with  mine  eye  : 
For  why  this  hall  whereof  I  rede, 
Was  woxe  on  height,  length  and  brede, 
Well  more  by  a  thousand  deale 
Than  it  was  erst,  that  saw  I  weale. 

Tho  saw  I  on  a  piller  by, 
Of  iron  wrought  full  sternely, 
The  great  poet  dan  Lucan, 
That  on  his  shoulders  bare  up  than, 
As  hie  as  that  I  might  see, 
The  fame  of  Julius  and  Pompee, 
And  by  him  stoden  all  these  clerkes, 
That  write  of  Romes  mighty  werkes, 
That  if  I  would  hir  names  tell, 
All  to  long  must  I  dwell. 

And  next  him  on  a  piller  stood, 
Of  sulphure,  liche  as  he  were  wood, 
I        Dan  Claudian,  sothe  for  to  tell 
|        That  bare  up  all  the  fame  of  Hell, 
I        Of  Pluto,  and  of  Proserpine, 
I        That  queene  is  of  the  derke  pine, 
What  should  I  more  tell  of  this  ! 
The  hail  was  all  full,  y wis, 
Of  hem  that  written  old  jestes, 
As  been  on  trees  rokes  lies  tea, 
But  it  a  full  confuse  matte  re 
Were  all  these  jestes  for  to  here, 
!        That  they  of  write,  and  how  they  hight. 
But  while  that  I  beheld  this  sight, 

I  herde  a  noise  approchen  blive, 

j        That  fareth  as  bees  done  in  an  hive, 
Ayenst  hir  time  of  out  flying, 
Right  soch  a  maner  murmuring, 
For  all  the  world  it  seemed  raee. 
Tho  gan  I  looke  about  and  see, 

1        That  there  come  entring  into  the  hall 
A  right  great  company  withall, 
And  that  of  sondry  regions, 
Of  all  kind  of  condicions, 
That  dwell  in  yearth  under  the  Moone, 
Poore  and  riche  ;  and  all  so  soone 

i        As  they  were  come  into  the  hall, 
They  gan  on  knees  doune  to  fall, 
Before  this  ilke  noble  queene, 
And  said,  "  Graunt  us  lady  sheene, 
Eche  of  us  of  thy  grace  a  bone," 
And  some  of  hem  she  graunted  sone, 

i        And  some  she  warned  well  and  fa  ire, 
And  some  she  graunted  the  coutraire 
Of  hir  asking  utterly  : 
But  this  I  say  you  truely, 
What  her  grace  was,  I  n'ist, 
For  of  these  folke  full  well  I  wist, 
They  had  good  fame  eche  deserved, 
Although  they  were  diverslv  served, 
Right  as  her  sister,  dame  t  ortune, 
Is  wont  to  serve  in  commune. 
Now  herken  how  she  gan  to  pay 

I I  em  that  gan  her  of  grace  pray, 
And  yet,  lo,  all  this  companie 
Saiden  soth,  and  not  a  lie. 

Madame,"  sayd  they,  w  we  bee 
I        Folke  that  here  besechen  thee, 

That  thou  graunt  us  now  good  fame, 
And  let  our  workes  have  good  name, 
In  full  recompeusacioun 
Of  good  worke,  give  us  good  renotin." 


"  I  warne  it  you,*  quod  she,  a  anone, 
Ye  get  of  me  good  fame  nose, 
By  God,  and  therefore  go  your  way." 

"  Alas,"  quod  they, "  and  welaway  ! 
Tell  us  what  your  cause  may  be." 

"  For  me  list  it  not,''  quod  she, 
"  No  wight  shall  speake  of  yon,  ywia, 
Good  ne  harme,  ne  that  ne  this." 

And  with  that  worde  she  gan  to  call 
Her  messenger  that  was  in  hall. 
And  bad  that  he  should  faste  gone, 
Upon  paine  to  be  blinde  anone, 
For  Eolus  the  god  of  winde, 
|     "In  Trace  there  ye  shall  him  finde, 
And  bid  him  bring  his  clarioun, 
That  is  full  divers  of  his  soon, 
|     And  it  is  cleped  cleare  laude, 
|     With  which  he  wont  is  to  heraude 
Hem  that  me  list  ypraised  bee  ; 
And  also  bid  him  how  that  hee 
|     Bring  eke  his  other  clarioun, 
|     That  height  sclaunder  in  every  toun, 
1     With  which  he  wont  is  to  diffame 
■     Hem  that  me  list,  and  doe  hem  shame." 
I        This  messenger  gan  fast  to  gone, 
!     And  found  where  in  a  cave  of  stone, 
i     In  a  countree  that  height  Trace, 
I     This  Eolus  with  harde  grace, 
1     Helde  the  windes  in  distresse, 
|     And  gan  hem  under  him  to  presse, 
That  they  gonne  as  the  beres  rore, 
He  bound  and  pressed  hem  so  sore. 

This  messenger  gan  fast  crie, 
"  Rise  up,"  quod  he,  "  and  fast  thee  hie, 
Till  thou  at  my  lady  bee, 
And  take  thy  clarions  eke  with  thee, 
And  speed  thee  fast : "  and  he,  anone, 
Tooke  to  one  that  hight  Tritone, 
His  clarions  to  bearen  tho, 
i     And  let  a  certaine  winde  go, 
That  blewe  so  hidously  and  hie, 
That  it  ne  left  not  a  skie 
And  all  the  welkin  long  and  brode. 

This  Eolus  no  where  abode, 
Till  he  was  come  to  Fames  feete, 
|     And  eke  the  man  that  Triton  heete, 
|     And  there  he  stode  as  still  as  stone. 
And  herewithall,  there  came  anone, 
Another  huge  companie 
Of  good  folke  and  gan  to  crie, 

Lady,  graunt  us  now  good  fame 
And  let  our  workes  have  that  name, 
Now  in  honour  of  gentilnesse, 
And  also  God  your  soule  b  lease, 
For  we  han  well  deserved  it, 
Therefore  is  right  that  we  be  quit." 
"  As  thrive  1,"  quod  she,  u  ye  shall  faile, 
Good  workes  shall  you  not  availe, 
To  have  of  me  good  fame  as  now, 
But  wote  ye  what,  I  graunt  you, 
That  ye  shall  have  a  shrewd  name, 
I      And  wicked  loos  and  worse  fame, 

Though  ye  good  loos  have  well  deserved, 
,      Now  goeth  your  way  for  you  been  served  : 
And  iliou  dan  Eolus,"  quod  6he, 
"  Take  forth  thy  trumpe  anone,  let  see, 
That  is  ycleped  sclaunder  light, 
And  blow  hir  loos,  that  every  wight 
Speake  of  hem  harme  and  shreudnesse, 
i      In  stede  of  good  and  worth inesse, 
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i  shalt  trumpe  all  the  contrarie, 
they  have  done  well  and  faire." 
thought  I,  what  aventures 
ese  8ory  creatures, 
sv  among  all  the  pres, 
hus  be  shamed  glides ! 
,t,  it  must  needes  be. 
d  this  Eolus,  but  he 
ut  his  blacke  trumpe  of  bras, 
iler  than  the  Devil  was, 
i  this  trompe  for  to  blow, 
le  world  should  overthrow, 
lout  every  regioun, 
lis  foule  trumpes  soun, 
e  as  a  pellet  out  of  a  gonne, 
re  is  in  the  pouder  ronne, 
h  a  smoke  gan  out  wende, 
tie  foule  trumpes  ende, 
blue,  grenishe,  swartish,  red, 
where  that  man  melte  led, 
•n  hie  from  the  tewell ; 
reto,  one  thing  saw  I  well, 
;  ferther  that  it  ranne, 
ater  wexen  it  beganne, 
the  river  from  a  well, 
tauke  as  the  pitte  of  Hell : 
us  was  hir  shame  yrong, 
tlesse  on  every  tong. 
ame  the  third  companie, 
le  up  to  the  dees  to  hie, 
me  on  knees  they  fell  anone, 
den,  M  We  been  everichone 
lat  han  full  truely 
d  fame  rightfully, 
lyed  you  it  might  be  know, 
i  it  is  and  forth  blow." 
■aunt,"  quod  she,  "  for  now  me  list 
ur  good  workes  shall  be  wist, 
;  ye  shall  have  better  loos, 
i  dispite  of  all  your  foos, 
orthy  is,  and  that  anone  : 
r,"  quod  she,  M  thy  trumpe  gone, 
olus  that  is  so  blacke, 
t  thine  other  trumpe  take 
ght  laude,  and  blow  it  so 
rough  the  world  hir  lame  go, 
tly  and  not  too  fast, 
be  knowen  at  the  last." 
1  gladly,  lady  mine,"  he  saied, 
t  his  trumpe  of  gold  he  braied 
and  set  it  to  his  mouth, 
>we  it  east,  west,  and  south, 
rth,  as  loude  as  any  thonder, 
ery  wight  hath  of  it  wonder, 
le  it  ran  or  that  it  stent, 
rtes,  all  the  breath  that  went 
lis  trumpes  mouth  smelde 
i  a  potte  full  of  baume  helde 
a  basket  full  of  roses, 
four  did  he  to  hir  loses, 
right  with  this  I  gan  espie, 
same  the  fowerth  companie, 
taine  they  were  wonder  fewe, 
one  to  standen  on  a  rewe, 
iden, u  Certes,  lady  bright, 
re  done  well  with  all  our  might, 
ne  keepe  to  have  fame  ; 
it  workes  and  our  name, 
ddes  love,  for  certes  wee 
arely  done  it  for  bountee, 


And  for  no  manner  other  thing." 
"  I  graunt  you  all  your  asking," 

Quod  she,  "let  your  workes  be  dedde." 
With  that  about  I  tourned  my  hedde, 

And  sawe  anone  the  fifth  rout 

That  to  this  lady  gan  lout, 

And  doune  on  knees,  anone,  to  fall, 

And  to  her  tho  besoughten  all, 

To  hiden  hir  good  workes  eke, 

And  said,  they  yeve  not  a  leke 

For  no  fame,  ne  soch  renoun, 

For  they  for  contemplacioun, 

And  Goddes  love  had  it  wrought, 

Ne  of  fame  would  they  nought. 
"  What  !"quod  she,  "  and  be  ye  wood  ! 

And  wene  ye  for  to  do  good. 

And  for  to  have  of  that  no  fame ! 

Have  ye  dispite  to  have  my  name  ! 

Nay,  ye  shall  lien  everichone : 

Blowe  thy  trumpe  and  that  anone." 

Quod  she,  "  thou  Eolus  I  hote, 

And  ring  these  folkes  workes  by  note, 

That  all  the  world  may  of  it  here  :" 

And  he  gan  blowe  hir  loos  so  cleare 

In  his  golden  clarioun, 

Through  the  worlde  went  the  soun, 

Also  kindly,  and  eke  so  soft, 

That  their  fame  was  blowe  aloft. 
Tho  came  the  sixt  companie, 

And  gan  fast  to  Fame  crie, 

Right  verely  in  this  manere, 

They  saiden,  M  Mercy,  lady  dere, 

To  tell  certain  as  it  is, 

We  have  done  neither  that  ne  this, 

But  idell  all  our  life  hath  be, 
But  nathelesse,  yet  pray  we, 
That  we  may  have  as  good  a  fame, 
And  great  renome  and  knowen  name, 
As  they  that  have  do  noble  jestes, 
And  acheved  all  hir  questes, 
As  well  of  love  as  other  thing, 
All  was  us  never  broche  ne  ring, 
Ne  els  what  fro  women  sent, 
Ne  ones  in  hir  herte  yment, 
To  maken  us  onely  frendly  chere, 
But  mought  temen  us  on  bere, 
Yet  let  us  to  the  people  seeme 
Soch  as  the  world  may  of  us  deeme, 
That  women  loven  us  for  wood, 
It  shall  do  us  as  moch  good, 
And  to  our  herte  as  moch  availe, 
The  counterpoise,  ease,  and  travaile, 
As  we  had  won  with  labour, 
For  that  is  dere  bought  honour, 
At  regard  of  our  great  ease  : 
And  yet  ye  must  us  more  please, 
Let  us  be  hold  eke  therto, 
Worthy,  wise,  and  good  also, 
And  rich,  and  happy  unto  love. 
For  Goddes  love  that  sitteth  above, 
Though  we  may  not  the  body  liave 
Of  women,  yet  so  God  me  save, 
Let  men  glewe  on  us  the  name, 
Suffiseth  that  we  have  the  fame." 

u  I  graunt,"  quod  she, "  by  my  trouth, 
Now  Eolus,  withouten  slouth, 
Take  out  thy  trumpe  of  gold,"  quod  she, 
"  And  blowe  as  they  have  asked  me, 
That  every  man  wene  hem  at  ease, 
Though  they  go  in  full  badde  lease." 
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Th  is  Eolus  gan  it  so  blowe, 

That  through  the  world  it  was  yknow. 

Tho  came  the  seventh  route  anoue, 
And  fill  on  knees  everichone, 
And  sayed, "  Lady,  graunt  us  soone 
The  same  thing,  the  same  boone, 
That  this  nexte  folke  have  done." 

aFie  on  you,"  quod  she,  u  everichone, 
Ye  nastie  swine,  ye  idle  wretches, 
Full  of  rotten  slow  tetches, 
What  false  theeves  where  ye  wold, 
Been  famed  good,  and  nothing  n'old 
Deserve  why,  ne  never  thought, 
Men  rather  you  to  hangen  ought, 
For  ye  be  like  the  slepie  cat, 
That  would  have  fish ;  but  wost  thou  what? 
He  woll  nothing  wette  his  clawes  ; 
Evil  thrifte  come  to  your  jawes, 
And  on  mine,  if  I  it  graunt, 
Or  do  favour  you  to  avaunt 

"  Thou  Eolus,  thou  king  of  Thrace, 
Go  blowe  this  folke  a  sorie  grace," 
Quod  she, "  anone,  and  wost  thou  how, 
As  I  shall  tell  thee  right  now, 
Say  these  ben  they  that  would  honour 
Have,  and  do  no  kind  labour, 
Ne  do  no  good,  and  yet  have  laude, 
And  that  men  wende  that  belle  Isaude, 
Ne  coude  hem  not  of  love  werne, 
And  yet  she  that  grint  at  querne, 
Is  all  too  good  to  ease  hir  herte." 

This  Eolus  anone  up  sterte, 
And  with  his  blacke  clarioun 
He  gan  to  blasen  out  a  soun, 
As  loude  as  belleth  winde  in  Hell, 
And  eke  therewith,  sothe  to  tell, 
This  sowne  was  so  full  of  japes 
As  ever  mowes  were  in  apes, 
And  that  went  all  the  world  about, 
That  every  wight  gan  on  hem  shout, 
And  for  to  laugh  as  they  were  wood, 
Such  game  found  they  in  hir  hood. 

Tho  came  another  company, 
That  had  ydone  the  trechery, 
The  harme  and  great  wickednesse, 
That  any  herte  coulden  gesse, 
And  prayed  her  to  have  good  fame, 
And  that  she  n'olde  do  hem  no  shame, 
But  give  hem  loos  and  good  renoun, 
And  do  it  blowe  in  clarioun. 

«*  Nay  wis,"  quod  she,  "  it  were  a  vice, 
Al  be  there  in  me  no  justice, 
Me  list  not  to  do  it  now, 
Ne  this  I  n'ill  graunt  it  you." 

Tho  came  there  leaping  in  a- rout, 
And  gan  clappen  all  about, 
Every  man  upon  the  crowne 
That  all  the  hall  gan  to  sowne, 
And  said,  "  Lady  lefe  and  dere, 
We  ben  soch  folkes  as  ye  may  here, 
To  tell  all  the  tale  aright, 
We  ben  shrewes  every  wight, 
And  have  delitc  in  wickednesse, 
As  good  folke  have  in  good n esse, 
And  joy  to  been  knowen  shrewes, 
And  full  vice  and  wicked  thewes, 
Wherefore  we  pray  you  on  a  rowe, 
That  our  fame  be  such  yknow, 
In  all  things  right  as  it  is." 

"  I  graunt  it  you,1'  quod  she,  "ywis, 


But  what  art  thou  thai  saiest  this  tele, 
That  wearest  on  thy  hose  a  pale, 
And  on  thy  tippet  soch  a  bell I " 

"  Madame,"  quod  he,  "sotbe  to  tell, 
I  am  that  ilke  shrewe  ywis, 
That  brent  the  temple  of  Isidis 
In  Athenes,  lo,that  citee." 
M  And  wherefore  diddest  thou  so  V*  quod  ah< 
"  By  my  trouth,"  quod  he,  a 
I  wolde  faine  have  had  a  name, 
As  other  folke  had  in  the  towne, 
Although  they  were  of  great  renowne 
For  hir  vertue  and  hir  thewes, 
Thought  I,  as  great  fame  have  shrewes, 
(Though  it  be  nought)  for  shrewdnease, 
As  good  folke  have  for  goodnease, 
And  sithen  I  may  not  have  that  one. 
That  other  n'ill  I  not  forgone, 
As  for  to  get  a  fame  here, 
The  temple  set  I  all  on  fire. 

"  Now  done  our  loos  be  blowe  swithe, 
As  wisely  be  thou  ever  blithe." 

«  Gladly,"  quod  she,  « thou  Eolus, 
Herest  thou  not  what  they  prayen  us  f* 
"  Madame  yes,  full  well,"  quod  he, 
**  And  I  will  trumpen  it,  parde 
And  tooke  his  blacke  trumpe  fast, 
And  gan  to  puffen  and  to  blast, 
Till  it  was  at  the  worlds  end. 

With  that  I  gan  about  wend, 
For  one  that  stode  right  at  my  backe, 
Me  thought  full  goodly  to  me  spake, 
And«eaid,  "  Frende,  what  is  thy  name ! 
Arte  thou  come  hider  to  have  lame  t " 

"  Nay  forsothe,  frende,"  quod  I, 
"  I  come  not  hither,  graunt  mercy, 
For  no  soch  cause  by  my  heed, 
Suffiseth  me  as  I  were  deed, 
That  no  wight  have  my  name  in  honde, 
I  wot  my  selfe  best  how  I  stonde, 
For  what  I  drie  or  what  I  thinke, 
I  woll  my  selfe  all  it  drinke, 
Certaine  for  the  more  part, 
As  ferforth  as  I  can  mine  art." 
"  What  dost  thou  here  than  ! "  quod  he  : 
Quod  I,  "  that  woll  1  tell  thee, 
The  cause  why  I  stand  here, 
Some  new  tidings  for  to  lerc, 
Some  new  thing,  I  not  what, 
Tidings  eyther  this  or  that, 
Of  love,  or  such  things  guide, 
For  certainely  he  that  me  made 
To  come  hyder,  said  to  mee 
I  sholde  bothc  heare  and  see, 
I  n  this  place  wonder  things, 
But  these  be  no  soch  tidings 
As  I  meant  of  : " — "  No  t"  quod  he  : 
And  I  answerde  "  No,  parde, 
For  well  I  wote  ever  yet, 
Sith  that  first  I  had  wit, 
That  some  folke  han  desired  fame, 
Diversly,  and  loos  and  name, 
But  certainly  I  n'ist  how, 
Ne  where  that  Fame  dwelled  or  now, 
Ne  eke  of  her  descripcion, 
Ne  also  her  condicion, 
Ne  the  order  of  her  dome, 
Knew  I  not  till  I  hider  come." 

u  Why  than  be,  lo,  these  tidings. 
That  thou  now  hether  brings, 
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u  hast  herde,"  quod  he  to  raee  ; 

w,  no  force,  for  well  I  see 

ou  desirest  for  to  lere, 

*th  and  stande  no  lenger  here, 

oil  thee  without  drede, 

i  another  place  lede, 

ou  shalt  here  many  one." 

in  I  forth  with  him  gone, 

le  ca8tell,  so  the  to  sey. 

iwe  I  stand  in  a  valey, 

le  castell  fast  by, 

b,  that  domus  Dedali, 

xnrintus  ycleped  is, 

le  so  wonderly  ywis, 

so  queintly  ywrought, 

rmo,  as  swift  as  thought, 

int  house  about  went, 

ermo  it  still  stent, 

re  came  out  so  great  a  noise, 

I  it  stonde  upon  Oise, 
;ht  hare  heard  it  easily 
i,  I  trowe  sikerly, 

noise  which  that  I  herde, 
he  world  right  so  it  ferde, 
the  routing  of  the  stone, 
th'engin  is  letyn  gone. 

II  this  house  of  which  I  rede, 
ie  of  twigges,  salow,  rede, 

en  eke,  and  some  were  white, 
men  to  the  cages  twite, 
n  of  these  paniers. 
itches  or  doffers, 
the  swough  and  for  the  twigges, 
se  was  also  full  of  gigges, 
full  eke  of  chirkinges, 
nany  other  workings, 
this  house  hath  of  entrees 
'  as  leves  ben  on  trees, 
ler  whan  they  been  greene, 
ihe  rofe  yet  men  may  seene 
.nd  holes,  and  wel  mo, 
i  the  sowne  out  go, 
lay  in  every  tide 
the  dores  open  wide, 
night  eche  one  unshet, 
it  is  there  none  to  let 
>r  tidings  in  to  pace, 
r  rest  is  in  that  place, 
i'U  filled  full  of  tidings, 
oude  or  of  whisperings, 
r  all  the  houses  angles 
rownings  and  of  jangles, 
«,  of  peace,  of  mariages, 
if  and  of  labour,  of  viages, 

of  death,  and  of  lyfe, 
of  hate,  accord,  of  strife, 
of  lore,  and  of  winnings, 
,  of  sicknesse,  or  of  lesmgn, 
wether,  and  eke  of  tempests, 
ie,  of  folke,  and  of  beests, 
b  transmutacions, 
s  and  eke  of  regions, 
of  drede,  of  jalousie, 
,  of  winning,  of  folie, 
Y,  and  of  great  famine, 

dertb,  and  of  mine, 
or  misgovernment, 
ind  of  divers  accident. 
>,  this  house  of  which  I  write, 
s  ye  it  n'as  not  lite, 


For  it  was  six  tie  mile  of  length, 
Al  was  the  timber  of  no  strength, 
Yet  it  is  founded  to  endure, 
While  that  it  list  to  aventure, 
That  is  the  mother  of  tidings, 
As  the  sea  of  welles  and  springs, 
And  it  was  shaped  lyke  a  cage. 

M  Certes,"  quod  I,  M  in  all  mine  age, 
Ne  saw  I  soch  an  house  as  this." 
And  as  I  wondred  me,  ywis, 
Upon  this  house  tho  ware  was  I 
How  mine  egle,  fast  by, 
Was  perched  hie  upon  a  stone, 
And  1  gan  streight  to  him  gone, 
And  said  thus, "  I  pray  thee, 
That  thou  a  while  abide  mee 
For  goddes  love,  and  let  me  seene 
What  wonders  in  that  place  bene, 
For  yet,  paraunter,  I  may  lere 
Some  good  therein,  or  somewhat  here, 
That  lefe  me  were,  or  that  I  went." 

"  Parde,  that  is  now  mine  entent," 
Quod  he  to  me,  "  therefore  I  dwell, 
But  certaine  one  thing  I  thee  tell, 
That  but  I  bring  thee  therin, 
Ne  shall  thou  never  conne  the  gin 
To  come  into  it  out  of  doubt, 
So  faste  it  whirleth,  lo,  about, 
But  sith  that  Joves  of  his  grace, 
As  I  have  said,  will  the  solace 
Finally  with  these  things, 
Uncouth  sighes  and  tidings, 
To  passe  with  thine  hevinesse, 
Soch  routh  hath  he  of  thy  distresse, 
That  thou  suffredest  debonairly, 
And  woste  they  selven  utterly, 
Desperate  of  all  blisse, 
Sith  that  fortune  hath  made  a  misse, 
The  swete  of  all  thine  hertes  rest, 
Languish  and  eke  in  point  to  brest, 
But  ne  through  his  mighty  merite, 
Wil  do  thee  ease,  al  be  it  lite, 
And  gave  in  expresse  commaundem ent, 
To  which  I  am  obedient, 
To  forther  thee  with  all  my  might, 
And  wish  and  teach  thee  aright, 
Where  thou  maist  most  tidings  here, 
Thou  shalt  here  many  one  lere." 
With  this  word  he  right  anone, 
Hent  me  up  bytwene  his  tone, 
And  at  a  window  in  me  brought, 
That  in  this  house  was  at  me  thought, 
And  therewithal  me  thought  it  stent, 
And  nothing  it  about  went, 
And  me  set  in  the  floors  adoun  ; 
But  such  a  great  congregacioun 
Of  folke  as  I  sawe  rome  about, 
Some  within  and  some  without, 
N'as  never  seene,  ne  shall  be  efte, 
That  certes,  in  this  world  n'is  lefte 
So  many  formed  by  nature, 
Ne  need  so  many  a  creature, 
That  wel  unneth  in  tliat  place 
Had  I  a  foote  brede  of  space  ; 
And  every  wight  that  I  sawe  there, 
Rowned  everich  in  others  eere, 
A  new  tiding  prively, 
Or  els  he  told  it  all  openly 
Right  thus,  and  said,  "  N'ost  nat  thou 
That  is  betidde,  lo,  right  now! " 
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«  No,"  quod  he,  « tell  me  what: " 
And  than  he  told  him  this  and  that, 
And  swore  thereto  that  it  was  soth, 
Thus  hath  he  said,  and  thus  be  doth, 
And  this  shal  be,  and  thus  herde  I  say, 
That  shal  be  found  that  dare  I  lay  : 
That  all  the  folke  that  is  on  live, 
Ne  have  the  conning  to  discrive 
Tho  thinges  that  I  herde  there, 
What  a  loude,  and  what  in  eere; 
But  all  the  wonder  most  was  this, 
Whan  one  had  herd  a  thing  y  wis, 
He  came  straight  to  another  wight 
And  gan  him  tellen  anon  right, 
The  same  that  him  was  told 
Or  it  a  forlong  way  was  old, 
And  gan  somewhat  for  to  echo 
To  this  tiding  in  his  speche, 
More  than  ever  it  spoken  was, 
And  nat  so  sone  departed  n'as 
Tho  fro  him  that  he  ne  mette 
With  the  third,  and  ere  he  lette 
Any  stound  he  told  hyra  alse, 
Where  the  tidings  sothe  or  false, 
Yet  wold  he  tell  it  natheles, 
And  evermore  with  mo  encrees, 
Than  it  was  erst :  thus  north  and  south, 
Went  every  tiding  fro  mouth  to  mouth, 
And  that  encreasing  evermo, 
As  fire  is  wont  to  quicken  and  go 
From  a  sparcle  sprongen  amis, 
Till  a  citie  brent  up  is. 

And  whan  that  was  full  up  sprong, 
And  waxen  more  on  every  tonge 
Than  ever  it  was,  and  went  anoue, 
Up  to  a  window  out  to  gone, 
Or  but  it  might  out  there  passe, 
It  gan  out  crepe  at  some  crevasse, 
And  fie  we  forth  fast  for  the  nones. 

And  sometime  I  saw  there  at  ones, 
A  leasing  and  a  sadde  sothe  sawe, 
That  gonnen  of  aventure  drawe, 
Out  at  a  window  for  to  pace, 
And  whan  they  mettcn  in  that  place, 
They  were  achecked  both  two, 
And  neyther  of  them  might  out  go, 
For  ech  other  they  gonne  so  croude 
Til  ech  of  hem  gan  crien  loude, 
u  Let  me  gone  first  !" — "  nay,  but  let  mee  ! 
And  here  I  woll  ensuren  thee, 
With  vowes  that  thou  wolt  do  so, 
That  I  shall  never  fro  thee  go, 
But  be  thine  owne  sworue  brother, 
We  woll  meddle  us  eche  in  other, 
That  no  man  be  he  never  so  wrothe, 
Shall  have  one  two,  but  bothe 
At  ones,  as  beside  his  leve, 
Come  we  a  morrowe  or  on  eve, 
But  we  cride  or  still  yrowned  :" 
Thus  saw  I  false  and  soth  compowned, 
Togider  flie  for  o  tiding. 
Thus  out  at  holes  gonne  wring, 


Every  tidyng  streight  to  Fame, 

And  she  gan  yeve  eche  his  name, 

After  her  disposicion, 

And  yeve  hem  eke  duracion  ; 

Some  to  wexe  and  wane  soone, 

As  doth  the  faire  white  Moone, 

And  let  hem  gonne,  there  might  I  seen 

Winged  wonders  fast  fleen, 

Twenty  thousand  in  a  route 

As  Eolus  hem  blewe  about*?, 

And  lord  !  this  house  in  all  times 

Was  full  of  shipmen  and  pilgrimes, 

With  scrippes  bret-full  of  leaaings, 

Entermelled  with  tidings, 

And  eke  alone  by  hemselve. 

0  many  thousand  times  twelve 
Saw  I  eke  of  these  pardoners, 
Currours,  and  eke  messaungen, 
With  boxes  crommed  full  of  lies 
As  ever  vessell  was  with  lies. 
And  as  I  alder- fastest  went 
About,  and  did  all  mine  entent, 
Me  for  to  playen  and  for  to  lere, 
And  eke  a  tiding  for  to  here. 
That  I  had  herde  of  some  countree 
That  shall  not  now  be  told  for  mee, 
For  it  no  need  is,  redely 

Folke  can  sing  it  bet  than  I, 
For  al  mote  out  late  or  rathe, 
All  the  sheves  in  the  lathe. 

I  herde  a  great  noise  withall, 
In  a  corner  of  the  hall  ; 
There  men  of  love  tidings  told 
And  I  gan  thitherward  behold, 
For  I  saw  renning  every  wight, 
As  fast  as  that  they  hadden  might, 
And  everich  cride,  "  What  thing  is  that  1" 
And  some  said,  u  I  n'ot  never  what," 
And  whan  they  were  all  on  a  hepe, 
Tho  behind  gone  up  lepe, 
And  clamben  up  on  other  faste, 
And  up  the  noyse  on  highen  caste, 
And  treden  fast  on  others  heles, 
And  stampe  as  men  done  after  eles. 

At  the  last  I  saw  a  man, 
Which  that  I  nought  ne  can, 
But  he  seemed  for  to  be 
A  man  of  great  auctorite. 

And  therewithall  I  abraide 
Out  of  my  slepe  halfe  afraide, 
Remembring  well  what  I  had  sene, 
And  how  hie  and  ferre  I  had  bene 

1  n  my  gost,  and  had  great  wonder 
Of  that  the  god  of  thonder 

Had  let  me  knowen,  and  began  to  write 
Like  as  ye  have  herd  me  endite. 
Wherefore  to  study  and  rede  alway, 
I  purpose  to  do  day  by  day. 

Thus  in  dreaming  and  in  game, 
Endeth  this  litell  booke  of  Fame. 
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Whan  Flora  the  queene  of  pleasaunce, 

Had  whole  achieved  thobeisaunce 

Of  the  fresh  and  new  season, 

Thorow  out  every  region, 

And  with  her  mantle  whole  covert 

That  winter  made  had  discovert 

Of  aventure,  withoute  light, 

In  May,  I  lay  upon  a  night 

Alone,  and  on  my  lady  thought, 

And  how  the  lord  that  her  wrought, 

Couth  well  entaile  in  imagery 

And  shewed  had  great  maistry, 

Whan  he  in  so  little  space 

Made  such  a  body  and  a  face, 

So  great  beaute  with  swiche  features 

More  than  in  other  creatures  ; 

And  in  my  thoughtes  as  I  lay 

In  a  lodge  out  of  the  way, 

Beside  a  well  in  a  forest, 

Where  after  hunting  I  tooke  rest, 

Nature  and  kind  so  in  me  wrought, 

That  halfe  on  sleepe  they  me  brought. 

And  gan  to  dreame  to  my  thinking, 

With  mind  of  knowliche  like  making, 

For  what  1  dreamed,  as  me  thought, 

I  saw  it,  and  I  slept  nought ; 

Wherefore  is  yet  my  full  beleeve, 

That  some  good  spirit  that  eve, 

By  meane  of  some  curious  port, 

Bare  me,  where  I  saw  paine  and  sport ; 

But  whether  it  were  I  woke  or  slept, 

Well  wot  I  of,  I  lough  and  wept, 

Wherefore  I  woll  in  reraembraunce, 

Put  whole  the  paine,  and  the  pleasaunce, 

Which  was  to  me  ax  en  and  hele, 

Would  God  ye  wist  it  every  dele, 

Or  at  the  least,  ye  might  o  night 

Of  such  another  have  a  sight, 

Although  it  were  to  you  a  paine, 

Yet  on  the  morow  ve  would  be  faine, 

And  wish  it  might  longe  dure  ; 

Than  might  ye  say  ye  had  good  cure, 

For  he  that  dreames  and  wenes  he  see, 

Much  the  better  yet  may  hee 

Wite  what,  and  of  whom,  and  where, 

And  eke  the  lasse  it  woll  hindere 

To  tbinke  I  see  this  with  mine  eene, 

Ywis  this  may  not  dreame  kene, 

But  signe  or  signifiaunce 

Of  hasty  thing  souning  pleasaunce, 

For  on  this  wise  upon  a  night. 

As  ye  have  heard,  without  light, 


Not  all  waking,  ne  full  on  sleepe, 
About  such  houre  as  lovers  weepe 
And  cry  after  their  ladies  grace, 
1     Befell  me  this  wonder  cace, 
I     Which  ye  shall  heare  and  all  the  wise, 
So  wholly  as  I  can  devise, 
In  plaine  English  evill  written, 
For  sleepe  writer,  well  ye  witten, 
Excused  is,  though  he  do  mis, 
More  than  one  that  waking  is, 
Wherefore  here  of  your  gentilnesse, 
I  you  require  my  boistousnesse 
i     Ye  let  passe,  as  thinge  rude, 

And  heareth  what  I  woll  conclude  ; 
And  of  the  enditing  taketh  no  heed, 
Ne  of  the  tearmes,  so  God  you  speed, 
But  let  all  passe  as  nothing  were, 
For  thus  befell,  as  you  shall  here. 

Within  an  yle  me  thought  1  was, 
Where  wall  and  yate  was  all  of  glasse, 
And  so  was  closed  round  about 
That  leavelesse  none  come  in  ne  out, 
Uncouth  and  straunge  to  behold, 
For  every  vate  of  fine  gold 
A  thousand  fanes,  aie  turning, 
Entuned  had,  and  briddes  singing, 
Divers,  and  on  each  fane  a  paire, 
With  open  mouth  again  thaire  ; 
And  of  a  sute  were  all  the  toures, 
Subtily  corven  after  floures, 
Of  uncouth  colours  during  aye, 
That  never  been  none  seene  in  May, 
With  many  a  small  turret  hie, 
I     But  man  on  live  could  I  non  sie, 
j     Ne  creatures,  save  ladies  play, 
I     Which  were  such  of  their  array 
!     That,  as  me  thought,  of  goodlihead 
They  passed  en  all  and  womanhead  ; 
For  to  behold  them  daunce  and  sing, 
It  seemed  like  none  earthly  thing, 
1     Such  was  their  uncouth  countinaunce 
|     In  every  play  of  right  usaunce  ; 

And  of  one  age  everichone 
1     Thcv  seemed  all,  save  onely  one, 
1     Which  had  of  yeeres  sunWunco, 
For  she  might  neither  sing  ne  daunce, 
But  yet  her  countenaunce  was  so  glad, 
As  she  so  fewe  yeeres  had  had 
As  any  lady  that  was  there, 
And  as  little  it  did  her  dere 
Of  luatines  to  laugh  and  tale 
As  she  had  full  stuffed  a  male 
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Of  disports  and  new  playes : 
Faire  bad  she  been  in  her  daies, 
And  maistresse  seemed  well  to  be 
Of  all  that  lusty  companie  ; 
And  so  she  might,  I  you  ensure, 
For  one  the  conningest  creature 
She  was,  and  so  said  everichone, 
That  ever  her  knew,  there  failed  none, 
For  she  was  sober  and  well  avised, 
And  from  every  fault  disguised, 
And  nothing  used  but  faith  and  truth  ; 
That  she  n'as  young  it  was  great  ruth, 
For  every  where  and  in  ech  place, 
She  governed  her,  that  in  grace 
She  stode  alway  with  poore  and  riche, 
That,  at  a  word,  was  none  her  liche, 
Ne  halfe  so  able  maistres  to  be 
To  such  a  lusty  companie. 

Befell  me  so,  when  I  avised 
Had  the  yle  that  me  suffised, 
And  whole  the  state  every  where, 
That  in  that  lusty  yle  was  there, 
Which  was  more  wonder  to  devise 
Than  the  ioieux  paradise, 
I  dare  well  say,  for  floure  ne  tree, 
Ne  thing  wherein  pleasaunce  might  bee 
There  failed  none,  for  every  wight 
Had  they  desired,  day  and  night, 
Riches,  heale,  beauty,  and  ease, 
With  every  thing  that  them  might  please, 
Thinke  and  have,  it  cost  no  more  ; 
In  such  a  country  there  before, 
Had  1  not  bene,  ne  heard  tell 
That  lives  creature  might  dwell. 
And  when  I  had  thus  all  about 
The  yle  avised  throughout 
The  state,  and  how  they  were  arayed, 
In  my  heart  I  were  well  payed, 
And  in  my  selfe  I  me  assured 
That  in  my  body  I  was  well  ured, 
Sith  I  might  have  such  a  grace 
To  see  the  ladies  and  the  place, 
Which  were  so  faire,  I  you  ensure, 
That  to  my  dome,  though  that  nature 
Would  ever  strive  and  do  her  paine, 
She  should  not  con  ne  mow  attaine 
The  least  feature  to  amend, 
Though  she  would  all  her  conning  spend, 
That  to  beauty  might  availe, 
It  were  but  paine  and  lost  travaile, 
Such  part  in  their  nativity 
Was  them  alarged  of  beauty, 
And  eke  they  had  a  thing  notable 
Unto  their  death,  ay  durable, 
And  was,  that  their  beauty  should  dure, 
Which  was  never  scene  in  creature, 
Save  onely  there  (as  I  trow) 
It  hath  not  be  wist  ne  know, 
Wherefore  I  praise  with  their  conning, 
That  during  beauty,  rich  thing, 
Had  they  been  of  their  lives  certaine, 
They  had  been  quite  of  every  paine. 

And  when  I  wende  thus  all  have  seene, 
The  state,  tho  riches,  that  might  beene, 
That  me  thought  impossible  were 
To  see  one  thing  more  than  was  there, 
That  to  beauty  or  glad  conning 
Serve  or  availe  might  any  thing  ; 
All  sodainly,  as  I  there  stood, 
This  lady  that  couth  so  much  good, 


I     Unto  me  came  with  smiling  chere, 
And  said,  "  BenediciU,  this  yere 
Saw  I  never  man  here  but  yon, 
Tell  me  how  ye  come  hider  now  ! 
And  your  name,  and  where  ye  dwell  ! 
And  whom  ye  seeke  eke  mote  ye  tell, 
And  how  ye  come  be  to  this  place, 
The  soth  well  told  may  cause  you  grace, 
And  else  ye  mote  prisoner  be 
Unto  the  ladies  here,  and  me, 
That  have  the  governaunce  of  this  yle  f 
And  with  that  word  she  gan  to  smile, 
And  so  did  all  the  lusty  rout 
Of  ladies  that  stood  her  about. 
«  Madame,"  (quod  I)  «  this  night  past, 
Lodged  I  was  and  slept  fast 
In  a  forest  beside  a  well, 
And  now  am  here,  how  should  I  tell ! 
Wot  I  not  by  whose  ordinance. 
But  onely  Fortunes  purveiance, 
Which  puts  many,  as  I  geese, 
To  travaile,  paine,  and  businesse, 
And  lettes  nothing  for  their  truth, 
But  some  sleeth  eke,  and  that  is  ruth, 
Wherefore,  I  doubt  her  brittilnes, 
Her  variance  and  unsteadfastnes, 
So  that  I  am  as  yet  afraid, 
And  of  my  being  here  amaid, 
For  wonder  thing  seemeth  me, 
Thus  many  fresh  ladies  to  see, 
So  faire,  so  cunning,  and  so  yong, 
And  no  man  dwelling  them  among  : 
N'ot  I  not  how  1  hider  come, 
Madame,"  (quod  I)  "  this  all  and  some, 
What  should  I  faine  a  long  processe 
To  you  that  seeme  such  a  princesse ! 
What  please  you  commaund  or  say, 
Here  1  am  you  to  obay, 
To  my  power,  and  all  fulfill, 
And  prisoner  bide  at  your  will, 
Till  you  duly  en  formed  be 
Of  every  thing  ye  aske  me." 

This  lady  there,  right  well  apaid, 
Me  by  the  hand  tooke,  and  said, 
"  Welcome  prisoner  adventurous, 
Right  glad  am  I  ye  have  said  thus, 
And  for  ye  doubt  me  to  displease, 
I  will  assay  to  do  you  ease  :" 
And  with  that  word,  ye  anon, 
She,  and  the  ladies  everichon 
Assembled,  and  to  counsaile  went, 
And  after  that  soone  for  me  sent, 
And  to  me  said  on  this  manere, 
Word  for  word,  as  ye  shall  here. 

"  To  see  you  here  us  thinke  marvaUe, 
And  how  without  bote  or  saile, 
By  any  subtilty  or  wyle, 
Ye  get  have  entre  in  this  yle  ; 
But  not  for  that,  yet  shall  ye  see 
That  we  gentill  women  bee, 
Loth  to  displease  any  wight, 
Notwithstanding  our  great  right, 
And  for  ye  shall  well  understood 
The  old  custome  of  this  lond, 
Which  hath  continued  many  yere, 
Ye  shall  well  wete  that  with  us  here 
Ye  may  not  bide,  for  causes  twaine, 
Which  we  be  purposed  you  to  saine. 

u  Th'one  is  this,  our  ordinance, 
Which  is  of  long  continuance, 
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)t,  sothly  we  you  tell, 
>  man  here  among  us  dwell, 
'ore  ye  mote  needs  retourne, 
rise  may  you  here  sojourne. 
other  is  eke,  that  our  queene 
the  realme,  as  ye  may  seene, 
may  be  to  us  a  charge, 
it  you  goe  here  at  large, 
ich  cause  the  more  we  doubt, 
a  fault  while  she  is  out, 
er  that  may  be  noysaunce, 
our  old  accustomaunce." 
whan  I  had  these  causes  twaine 

0  God  !  what  a  paine 
ainly  about  mine  herte 
3ame  at  ones  and  how  smart, 
ping  soft  as  who  should  steale, 
me  robbe  of  all  mine  heale, 
ade  me  in  my  thought  so  fraid, 

1  courage  I  stode  dismaid. 
uiding  thus,  as  was  my  grace, 
came  more  than  apace, 

uge  prease  her  about, 

Id  how  the  queene  without 

ived  and  would  come  in, 

ere  they  that  thider  might  twin, 

ied  so  they  would  not  abide 

idling  their  horse  to  ride, 

,  by  sixe,  by  two,  by  three, 

was  not  one  abode  with  me, 

eene  to  meet  everichone, 

ent,  and  bode  with  me  not  one  : 

after  a  soft  pase, 

ing  how  to  purchase 

>f  the  queene,  there  to  bide, 

>d  fortune  some  happy  guide 

d  might,  that  would  me  bring 

I  was  borne  to  my  wonning, 
y  ne  foot  knew  I  none, 
herward  I  n'ist  to  gone, 

was  sea  about  the  yle, 
ider  though  me  list  not  smile, 
the  case  uncouth  and  straunge, 

in  like  a  perilous  chaunge  ; 
ing  thus  walking  alone, 
he  ladies  everichone, 

I  might  somwbat  offer, 
fter  that  I  drew  me  nere, 

0  I  was  ware  of  the  queene, 
»w  the  ladies  on  their  kneene, 
oyou8  words,  gladly  advised, 
ilcomed  so  that  it  suffised, 

1  she  princes  hole  had  be 
environed  is  with  see  : 

us  avising,  with  chere  sad, 
ainly  I  was  glad, 
neater  joy,  as  mote  I  thrive, 
had  never  man  on  live, 

tho,  ne  heart  more  light, 
of  my  lady  I  had  sight, 

with  the  queene  come  was  there, 

one  clothing  both  they  were, 
ht  also  there  well  beseene, 
hat  come  was  with  the  queene, 
me  the  ladies  of  that  yle 
lge  wonder  longe  while, 
the  last  right  soberly, 
leene  her  selfe  full  cunningly, 
oft  words  in  good  wise, 

the  ladies  young  and  nise, 


«  My  sisters,  how  it  hath  befall, 

I  trow  ye  know  it  one  and  all, 

That  of  long  time  here  have  I  beene, 

Within  this  yle  biding  as  queene, 

Living  at  ease,  that  never  wight 

More  parfit  joy  have  ne  might, 

And  to  you  been  of  governance, 

Such  as  you  found  in  whole  pleasance, 

In  every  thing  as  ye  know, 

After  our  custome  and  our  low, 

Which  how  they  first  found  were, 

I  trow  ye  wote  all  the  manere, 

And  who  queene  is  of  this  yle, 

As  I  have  been  long  while, 

Ech  seven  yeeres  not  of  usage, 

Visit  the  heavenly  armitage, 

Which  on  a  rocke  so  high  stonds, 

In  strange  sea  out  from  all  londs, 

That  to  make  the  pilgrimage 

Is  called  a  long  perillous  viage, 

For  if  the  wind  be  not  good  frend, 

The  journey  dures  to  the  end 

Of  him  that  it  undertakes, 

Of  twenty  thousand  one  not  scapes  ; 

Upon  which  rock  growth  a  tree, 

That  certaine  yeeres  beares  apples  three, 

Which  three  apples  who  may  have, 

Been  from  all  displeasaunce  save, 

That  in  the  seven  yeere  may  fall, 

This  wote  you  well  one  and  all, 

For  the  first  apple  and  the  hext, 

Which  growth  unto  you  next, 

Hath  three  vertues  notable, 

And  keepeth  youth  aie  durable, 

Beauty  and  looke,  ever  in  one, 

And  is  the  best  in  everichone, 

u  The  second  apple  red  and  grene, 
Onely  with  lookes  of  your  yene, 
You  nourishes  in  pleasaunce 
Better  than  partridge  or  fesaunce, 
And  feeds  every  lives  wight 
Pleasantly  with  the  sight. 

«  The  third  apple  of  the  three, 
Which  groweth  lowest  on  the  tree, 
Who  it  beares  may  not  faile 
That  to  bis  pleasaunce  may  availe. 
So  your  pleasure  and  beauty  rich, 
Your  during  youth  ever  liche, 
Your  truth,  your  cunning,  and  your  weale, 
Hath  aye  floured,  and  your  good  heale, 
Without  sicknes  or  displeasaunce, 
Or  thing  that  to  you  was  noysaunce, 
So  that  you  have  as  goddesses, 
Lived  above  all  princesses  : 
Now  is  befall,  as  ye  may  see  ; 
To  gather  these  said  apples  three, 
I  have  not  failed  againe  the  day, 
Thitherward  to  take  the  way, 
Wening  to  speed  as  I  had  oft, 
But  whan  I  come,  1  find  aloft 
My  sister  which  that  here  stands, 
Having  those  apples  in  her  hands, 
Avising  them  aud  nothing  said, 
But  looked  as  she  were  well  paid  : 
And  as  I  stood  her  to  behold, 
Thinking  how  my  joyes  were  cold, 
Sith  I  those  apples  liave  ne  might. 
Even  with  that  so  came  this  knight, 
And  in  his  armes  of  me  aware, 
Me  tooke,  and  to  his  ship  me  bare, 
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And  said,  though  him  I  never  had  seen, 

Yet  had  I  long  his  lady  been, 

Wherefore  I  should  with  him  wend, 

And  he  would  to  his  lives  end 

My  servant  be,  and  gan  to  sing 

As  one  that  had  wonne  a  rich  thing  ; 

Tho  were  my  spirits  fro  me  gone, 

So  sodainly  everichone, 

That  in  me  appeared  but  death, 

For  I  felt  neither  life  ne  breath, 

Ne  good  ne  harme  none  I  knew, 

The  sodaine  paine  me  was  so  new, 

That  had  not  the  hasty  grace  be 

Of  this  lady,  that  fro  the  tree 

Of  her  gentilnesse  so  hied 

Me  to  comfort,  I  had  died, 

And  of  her  three  apples,  one 

In  mine  hand  there  put  anone, 

Which  brought  againe  mind  and  breath, 

And  me  recovered  from  the  death, 

Wherefore,  to  her  so  am  I  hold, 

That  for  her  all  things  do  I  wold, 

For  she  was  lech  of  all  my  smart, 

And  from  great  paine  so  quite  mine  hart, 

And,  as  God  wote,  right  as  ye  heare, 

Me  to  comfort  with  friendly  cheare 

She  did  her  prowesse  and  her  might, 

And  truly  eke  so  did  this  knight, 

In  that  he  couth,  and  oft  said, 

That  of  my  wo  he  was  ill  paid, 

And  cursed  the  ship  that  them  there  brought 

The  mast,  the  master  that  it  wrought ; 

And  as  ech  thing  mote  have  an  end, 

My  sister  here  your  brother  frend, 

Con  with  her  words  so  womanly 

This  knight  entreat,  and  conningly, 

For  mine  honour  and  his  also, 

And  said  that  with  her  we  should  go 

Both  in  her  ship,  where  she  was  brought, 

Which  was  so  wonderfully  wrought, 

So  cleane,  so  rich,  and  so  araid, 

That  we  were  both  content  and  paid, 

And  me  to  comfort  and  to  please, 

And  mine  herte  to  put  at  ease, 

She  toke  great  paine  in  little  while, 

And  thus  hath  brought  us  to  this  yle, 

As  ye  may  see,  wherefore  echone, 

I  pray  you  thanke  her,  one  and  one, 

As  heartily  as  ye  can  devise, 

Or  imagine  in  any  wise." 

At  once  there  tho  men  might  seen 

A  world  of  ladies  fall  on  kneen 

Before  my  lady,  that  there  about 

Was  left  none  standing  in  the  rout, 

But  altogither  they  went  at  ones 

To  kneele,  they  spared  not  for  the  stones, 

Ne  for  estate,  ne  for  their  blood, 

Well  shewed  there  they  couth  much  good, 

For  to  my  lady  they  made  such  feast, 

With  such  words,  that  the  least, 

So  friendly  and  so  faithfully 

Said  was,  and  so  cunningly, 

That  wonder  was,  seing  their  youth, 

To  here  the  language  they  couth, 

And  wholly  how  they  governed  were. 

In  thanking  of  my  lady  there, 

And  said  by  will  and  maundeinent, 

They  were  at  her  commaundenient, 

Which  was  to  me  as  great  a  joy, 

As  winning  of  the  towiie  of  Troy 


Was  to  the  hardy  Greekes  strong, 

Whan  they  it  wan  with  siege  long, 

To  see  my  lady  in  such  a  place 

So  received  as  she  was  : 

And  whan  they  talked  had  a  while 

Of  this  and  that,  and  of  the  yle, 

My  lady,  and  the  ladies  there. 

Altogether  as  they  were, 

The  queene  her  selfe  began  to  play, 

And  to  the  aged  lady  say  : 

"  Now  seemeth  you  not  good  it  were, 

Sith  we  be  altogither  here, 

To  ordaine  and  deVise  the  beat, 

To  set  this  knight  and  me  at  rest ! 

For  woman  is  a  feble  wight 

To  rere  a  warre  against  a  knight. 

And  sith  he  here  is  in  this  place, 

At  my  list,  danger  or  grace, 

It  were  to  me  great  vwany 

To  do  him  any  tiranny, 

But  faine  I  would,  now  will  ye  here, 

In  his  owne  country  that  he  were, 

And  I  in  peace,  and  he  at  ease, 

This  were  a  way  us  both  to  please, 

If  it  might  be;  I  you  beseech, 

With  him  hereof  you  fall  in  speech." 

This  lady  tho  began  to  smile, 

A  vising  her  a  little  while, 

And  with  glad  cbere  she  said  anone, 

M  Madam,  I  will  unto  him  gone, 

And  with  him  speake,  and  of  him  fele 

What  he  desires  every  dele  : " 

And  soberly  this  lady  tho, 

Her  selfe  and  other  ladies  two 

She  tooke  with  her,  and  with  sad  cbere, 

Said  to  the  knight  on  this  manere, 

w  Sir,  the  princes  of  this  yle, 

Whom  for  your  pleasance  many  mile 

Ye  sought  have,  as  I  understood, 

Till  at  the  last  ye  have  her  fond, 

Me  sent  hath  here,  and  ladies  twaine, 

To  heare  all  thing  that  ye  saine, 

And  for  what  cause  ye  have  her  sought, 

Faine  would  she  wote,  and  whol  your  though 

And  why  you  do  her  all  this  wo, 

And  for  what  cause  you  be  her  fo  ! 

And  why,  of  every  wight  unware, 

By  force  ye  to  your  ship  her  bare, 

That  she  so  nigh  was  agone, 

That  mind  ne  speech  had  she  none, 

But  as  &  painfull  creature, 

Dying,  abode  her  adventure, 

That  her  to  see  in  dure  that  paine, 

Here  well  say  unto  you  plaine, 

Right  on  your  selfe  ye  did  anitsse, 

Seeing  how  she  a  princes  is." 

This  knight,  the  which  couth  his  good, 

Right  of  his  truth  meved  his  blood, 

That  pale  he  woxe  as  any  lead, 

And  lookt  as  he  would  be  dead, 

Blood  was  there  none  in  nother  cheke, 

Wordlesse  he  was  and  semed  sicke, 

And  so  it  proved  well  he  was, 

For  without  moving  any  paas, 

All  sodaine as  thing  dying, 

He  fell  at  once  downe  sowning, 

That  for  his  wo  this  lady  fraid, 

Unto  the  queene  her  hied  and  said, 

"  Cometh  on  anon  as  have  you  blisse, 

But  ye  be  wise,  thing  is  amisse, 
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ght  is  dead  or  will  be  soone, 
re  he  lyeth  in  a  swoone, 
t  word,  or  answering 
1  have  said,  any  thing  : 
ore,  1  doubt  that  the  blame 
e  hindering  to  your  name, 
floored  hath  so  many  yere, 
,  that  for  nothing  here, 
in  no  wise  he  died, 
ore  good  were  that  ye  hied 
to  save  at  the  least, 
er  that  his  wo  be  ceast, 
und  him  void,  or  dwell, 
10  wise  dare  I  more  mell 
j  wherein  such  perill  is, 
is  now  to  fall  of  this." 
eene  right  tho  full  of  great  feare, 
1  the  ladies  present  there, 
e  knight  came  where  he  lay, 
.de  a  lady  to  him  say  : 
>re  the  queene,  awake  for  shame  I 
ill  you  doe,  is  this  good  game  f 
e  you  here,  what  is  your  mind  f 
well  seene  your  wit  is  blind, 
so  many  ladies  here, 
to  make  none  other  chere, 
ye  set  them  all  at  nought; 
or  his  love  that  you  bought :" 
at  she  said,  a  word  not  one 
ce,  ne  answer  gave  her  none, 
fene  of  very  pitty  tho, 
rahip,  and  his  like  also, 
there  she  did  her  paine, 
oke  for  feare,  and  gan  to  same 
e, "  Alas,  what  shall  I  doe  f 
hall  I  say  this  man  unto  1 
e  here,  lost  is  my  name, 
al  I  play  this  perillous  game  f 
hing  be  here  amisse, 
be  said  it  rigour  is, 
>y  my  name  impayre  might, 
e  to  die  eke  is  this  knight : " 
th  that  word  her  hand  she  laid 
is  brest,  and  to  him  said, 
e  my  knight !  lo,  it  am  I 
you  speake,  now  tell  me  why 
i  thus,  and  this  paine  endure, 
ye  be  in  country  sure, 
such  friends  that  would  you  heale, 
ertes  ease  eke  and  your  weale, 
[  wist  what  you  might  ease, 
w  the  thing  that  you  might  please, 
nsure  it  should  not  faile, 
your  heale  you  might  availe  : 
ore,  with  all  my  herte  I  pray 
,  and  let  us  talke  and  play ; 
e!  how  many  ladies  here 
en  for  to  make  good  chere." 
for  nought,  for  still  as  stone 
and  word  spoke  none, 
bile  was  or  he  might  braid, 
all  that  the  queene  had  said, 
;  no  word,  but  at  the  last, 
jr,"  twise  he  cried  fast, 
tty  was  his  voice  to  heare, 
ehold  his  painefull  cheare, 
was  not  fained  well  was  to  sein, 
r  his  visage  and  his  eyn, 
on  the  queene  at  once  he  cast, 
hed  as  lie  would  to  brast, 


And  after  that  he  shright  so 

That  wonder  was  to  see  his  wo, 

For  sith  that  paine  was  first  named, 

Was  never  more  wofull  paine  attained, 

For  with  voice  dead  he  gan  to  plaine, 

And  to  himselfe  these  words  saine, 

"  I  wofull  wight  full  of  malure, 

Am  worse  than  dead,  and  vet  dure, 

Maugre  any  paine  or  death, 

Against  my  will  I  fell  my  breath  : 

Why  n'am  I  dead  sith  I  ne  serve, 

And  sith  my  lady  will  me  sterve  ! 

Where  art  thou  Death,  art  thou  agast ! 

Well,  shall  we  meete  yet  at  the  last, 

Though  thou  thee  hide,  it  is  for  nought, 

For  where  thou  dwelst  thou  shait  be  sought ; 

Mangre  thy  subtill  double  face, 

Here  will  I  die  right  in  this  place, 

To  thy  dishonour  and  mine  ease ; 

Thy  manner  is  no  wight  to  please, 

What  needs  thee,  sith  I  thee  seche, 

So  thee  to  hide  my  paine  to  echef 

And  well  wost  thou  I  will  not  live, 

Who  would  me  all  this  world  here  give, 

For  I  have  with  my  coward  ise, 

Lost  joy,  and  heale,  and  my  servise, 

And  made  my  soveraigne  lady  so, 

That  while  she  lives  I  trow  my  fo 

She  will  be  ever  to  her  end, 

Thus  have  I  neither  joy  ne  frend  ; 

Wote  I  not  whether  hast  or  sloth 

Hath  caused  this  now  by  my  troth, 

For  at  the  hermitage  full  hie, 

Whan  I  her  saw  first  with  mine  eye, 

I  hied  till  I  was  aloft, 

And  made  my  pace  small  and  soft, 

Till  in  mine  armes  I  had  her  fast, 

And  to  my  ship  bare  at  the  last, 

Whereof  she  was  displeased  so, 

That  endlesse  there  seemed  her  wo, 

And  I  thereof  had  so  great  fere, 

That  me  repent  that  I  come  there, 

Which  hast  I  trow  gan  her  displease, 

And  is  the  cause  of  my  disease  : " 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  to  cry, 

"  Now  Death,  Death  !  twy  or  thry, 

And  motred  wot  I  not  what  of  slouth, 

And  even  with  that  the  queene,  of  routh, 

Him  in  her  armes  tooke  and  said, 

u  Now  mine  owne  knight,  be  not  evill  apaid 

That  I  a  lady  to  you  sent 

To  have  knowledge  of  your  entent. 

For,  in  good  faith,  I  meant  but  well, 

And  would  ye  wist  it  every  dele, 

Nor  will  not  do  to  you  ywis  ;" 

And  with  that  word  she  gan  him  kisse, 

And  prayed  him  rise,  and  said  she  would 

His  welfare,  by  her  truth,  and  told 

Him  how  she  was  for  his  disease 

Right  sory,  and  faine  would  him  please, 

His  life  to  save  :  these  words  tho 

She  said  to  him,  and  many  mo 

In  comforting,  for  from  the  paine 

She  would  he  were  delivered  faine. 

The  knight  tho  up  cast  his  een, 

And  whan  he  saw  it  was  the  queen, 

That  to  him  had  these  words  said, 

Right  in  his  wo  he  gan  to  braid, 

And  him  up  dresses  for  to  knelc, 

The  queene  avising  wonder  wele  i 
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But  as  he  rose  he  overthrew, 

Wherefore  the  queene,  yet  eft  anew, 

Him  in  her  armes  anon  tooke, 

And  pitioualy  gan  on  him  looke, 

But  for  all  that  nothing  she  said, 

Ne  spake  not  like  she  were  well  paid, 

Ne  no  chere  made,  nor  sad  ne  light, 

But  all  in  one  to  every  wight 

There  was  seene  conning,  with  estate, 

In  her  without  noise  or  debate, 

For  save  onely  a  looke  piteous, 

Of  womanhead  nndispiteous, 

That  she  showed  in  countenance, 

For  seemed  her  herte  from  obeisance, 

And  not  for  that  she  did  her  reine 

Him  to  recure  from  the  peine, 

And  his  herte  to  put  at  large, 

For  her  entent  was  to  his  barge 

Him  to  bring  against  the  eve, 

With  certaine  ladies  and  take  leve, 

And  pray  him  of  his  gentilnesse, 

To  suffer  her  thenceforth  in  peace, 

As  other  princes  had  before, 

And  from  thenceforth  for  evermore, 

She  would  him  worship  in  all  wise, 

That  gentilnesse  might  devise, 

And  paine  her  wholly  to  fulfill, 

In  honour,  his  pleasure  and  will. 

And  during  thus  this  knights  wo, 

Present  the  queene  and  other  mo, 

My  lady,  and  many  another  wight, 

Ten  thousand  ships  at  a  sight, 

I  saw  come  over  the  wawy  flood, 

With  saile  and  ore,  that  as  I  stood 

Them  to  behold,  I  gan  marvaile 

From  whom  might  come  so  many  a  saile, 

For  sith  the  time  that  I  was  bore, 

Such  a  navy  there  before 

Had  I  not  seene,  ne  so  arayed, 

That  for  the  sight  my  herte  played 

To  and  fro  within  my  brest 

For  joy,  long  was  or  it  would  rest, 

For  there  was  sailes  full  of  floures, 

After  castels  with  huge  toures, 

Seeming  full  of  armes  bright, 

That  wonder  lusty  was  the  sight, 

With  large  toppes,  and  mastes  long, 

Richly  depeint,  and  rear  among 

At  certain  times  gan  repaire 

Small  birds  downe  from  th'aire, 

And  on  the  ships  bounds  about 

Sate  and  song  with  voice  full  out, 

Ballades  and  layes  right  joyously, 

As  they  couth  in  their  harmony, 

That  you  to  write  that  I  there  see, 

Mine  excuse  is  it  may  not  be, 

For  why  ?  the  matter  were  to  long 

To  name  the  birds  and  write  their  song : 

Whereof,  anon,  the  tidings  there 

Unto  the  queene  soone  brought  were, 

With  many  alas,  and  many  a  doubt, 

Shewing  the  ships  there  without. 

Tho  gan  the  aged  lady  weepe, 

And  said,  "  Alas,  our  joy  on  sleepe 

Soone  shall  be  brought,  ye,  long  or  night, 

For  we  descried  been  by  this  knight, 

For  certes,  it  may  none  other  be, 

But  he  is  of  yond  companie, 

And  they  be  come  him  here  to  seche,w 

And  with  that  word  her  failed  speche. 


"  Without  remedy  we  be  destroid," 

Full  oft  said  all,  and  gan  conclude, 

Holy  at  once  at  the  last, 

That  best  was  shit  their  yates  fast, 

And  arme  them  all  in  good  langage, 

As  they  had  done  of  old  usage, 

And  of  faire  wordes  make  their  shot, 

This  was  their  counsaile  and  the  knot, 

And  other  purpose  tooke  they  none, 

But  armed  thus  forth  they  gone 

Toward  the  walks  of  the  yle. 

But  or  they  come  there  long  while, 

They  met  the  great  lord  of  bore, 

That  called  is  the  god  of  love, 

That  them  a  vised  with  such  chere, 

Right  as  he  with  them  angry  were  : 

Availed  them  not  their  walls  of  glasse, 

This  mighty  lord  let  not  to  passe, 

The  shutting  of  their  yates  fast, 

All  they  had  ordaind  was  but  wast, 

For  whan  his  ships  had  found  land, 

This  lord  anon,  with  bow  in  hand, 

Into  this  yle  with  huge  prease  * 

Hied  fast,  and  would  not  cease 

Till  he  came  there  the  knight  lay  ; 

Of  queene  ne  lady  by  the  way 

Tooke  he  no  heed  but  forth  past, 

And  yet  all  followed  at  the  last ; 

And  whan  he  came  where  lay  the  knight, 

Well  shewed  he  he  had  great  might, 

And  forth  the  queene  called  anone, 

And  all  the  ladies  evericbone, 

And  to  them  said, M  Is  not  thus  routh, 

To  see  my  servaunt  for  his  trouth, 

Thus  leane,  thus  sicke,  and  in  this  pains, 

And  wot  not  unto  whom  to  plaine, 

Save  onely  one  without  mo, 

Which  might  him  him  heale  and  is  his  fo  t" 

And  with  that  word  bis  heavy  brow 

He  shewed  the  queene  and  looked  row  ; 

This  mighty  lord  forth  tho  anone, 

With  o  looke  her  faults  ecbone 

He  can  her  shew  in  little  speech, 

Commaunding  her  to  be  bis  leech, 

Withouten  more,  shortly  to  say, 

He  thought  the  queene  soone  should  obay, 

And  in  his  hond  he  slioke  his  bow, 

And  said  right  soone  he  would  be  know, 

And  for  she  had  so  long  refused 

His  service,  and  his  lawes  not  used, 

He  let  her  wit  that  he  was  wroth, 

And  bent  his  bow  and  forth  he  goth 

A  pace  or  two,  and  even  there 

A  large  draught,  up  to  his  eare, 

He  drew,  and  with  an  arrow  ground 

Sharpe  and  new,  the  queene  a  wound 

He  gave,  that  piersed  unto  the  herte, 

Which  afterward  full  sore  gan  smart, 

And  was  not  whole  of  many  a  yeare  ; 

And  even  with  that,    "  Be  of  good  cheare, 

My  knight,"  (quod  he)  M  I  will  thee  hele, 

And  thee  restore  to  parfite  wele, 

And  for  each  paine  thou  hast  endured, 

To  have  two  joys  thou  art  cured  : n 

And  forth  he  past  by  the  rout, 

With  sober  cheare  walking  about, 

And  what  he  said  I  thought  to  heare. 

Well  wist  he  which  his  servaunts  were, 

And  as  he  passed  anon  he  fond, 

My  lady,  and  her  tooke  by  the  hond, 


14 


CHAUCER'S  DREAM. 


39ft 


de  her  chere  as  a  goddes, 
beaute  called  her  princes, 
te  eke  gave  her  the  name, 
d  there  was  nothing  blame 
but  she  was  vertuous, 
die  would  no  pity  use, 
vas  the  cause  that  he  her  sought, 
hat  far  out  of  her  thought, 
1  she  had  whole  richesse 
inhead,  and  friendlinesse, 
it  was  nothing  fitting 
pity  his  owne  legging, 
i  her  preach  and  with  her  play, 
ler  beauty  told  her  aie, 
i  she  was  a  creature 
a  the  name  should  endure, 
bookes  full  of  pleasaunce 
"or  ever  in  remembraunce, 
me  thought,  more  friendly 
f  lady,  and  goodlely 
e,  than  any  that  was  there, 
th*  apples  I  trow  it  were, 
)  had  in  possession; 
>re,  long  in  procession, 
pace,  arme  under  other, 
e,  and  so  did  with  none  other, 
it  he  would  commaund  or  say, 
th  needs  all  must  obay, 
at  he  desired  at  the  lest, 
idy,  was  by  request ; 
Eui  they  long  together  had  beene, 
ght  my  lady  to  the  queene, 
tier  said,  tt  So  God  you  speed, 
ace,  consent,  that  is  need." 
tho,  full  conningly, 
ell  avised  and  womanly 
gan  to  kneele  upon  the  floures, 
\pril  nourished  had  with  shoures, 
:liis  mighty  lord  gan  say, 
tleaseth  you,  1  woll  obay, 
restraine  from  other  thought, 
oil  all  thing  shall  be  wrought." 
h  that  word  kneeling  she  quoke; 
ghty  lord  in  armes  her  tooke, 
1,  fc  You  have  a  servaunt  one, 
ter  living  is  there  none, 
>re,  good  were,  seeing  his  trouth, 
bis  paines  ye  had  routh, 
rpose  you  to  heare  his  speech, 
iaed  him  to  leech, 
•ne  thyng  ye  may  be  sure, 
be  yours  while  he  may  dure.*' 
h  that  word,  right  on  his  game, 
ight  he  lough,  and  told  my  name, 
was  to  me  marvaile  and  fere, 
tat  to  do  I  n'ist  there, 
ther  was  me  bet  or  none, 
>  abide,  or  thus  to  gone, 
1  wend  1  ray  lady  wold 
or  deme  that  I  had  told 
isaile  whole,  or  made  complaint 
at  lord,  that  mighty  saint, 
y  each  thing  unsought 
,  as  he  had  knowne  my  thought, 
i  my  trouth  and  mine  unease 
l  I  couth  have  for  mine  ease, 
I  had  studied  all  a  weeke, 
Bt  that  lord  that  1  was  seeke, 
uld  be  leched  wonder  fame, 
me  blame,  mine  was  the  paine  : 


And  whan  this  lord  had  all  said, 
And  long  with  my  lady  plaid, 
She  gan  to  smile  with  spirit  glade, 
This  was  the  answere  that  she  made, 
Which  put  me  there  in  double  peine, 
That  what  to  do,  ne  what  to  seme 
Wist  I  not,  ne  what  was  the  best, 
Ferre  was  my  herte  than  fro  his  rest, 
For,  as  I  thought,  that  smiling  signe 
Was  token  that  the  herte  encline 
Would  to  requests  reasonable, 
Because  smiling  is  favorable 
To  every  thing  that  shall  thrive, 
So  thought  I  tho  ;  anon,  blive, 
That  worldlesse  answere  in  no  toun 
Was  tane  for  obligatioun, 
Ne  called  surety  in  no  wise, 
Amongst  them  that  called  been  wise. 
Thus  was  I  in  a  joyous  dout, 
Sure  and  unsurest  of  that  rout, 
Right  as  mine  herte  thought  it  were, 
So  more  or  lesse  wexe  my  fere, 
That  if  one  thought  made  it  wele 
Another  shent  it  every  dele, 
Till,  at  the  last,  I  couth  no  more, 
But  purposed,  as  I  did  before, 
To  serve  truly  my  lives  space, 
Awaiting  ever  the  yeare  of  grace, 
Which  may  fall  yet  or  I  sterve, 
If  it  please  her  that  I  serve, 
And  served  have,  and  woll  do  ever, 
For  thing  is  none  that  me  is  lever 
Than  her  service,  whose  presence 
Mine  Heaven  is  whole,  and  her  absence 
An  Hell,  fall' of  divers  paines, 
Which  to  the  death  full  oft  me  straines. 
Thus  in  my  thoughts  as  1  stood, 
That  unneth  felt  I  harme  ne  good, 
I  saw  the  queene  a  little  paas 
Come  where  this  mighty  lord  was, 
And  kneeled  downe  m  presence  there 
Of  all  the  ladies  that  there  were, 
With  sober  countenaunce  avised, 
In  few  words  that  well  suffised, 
And  to  this  lord,  anon,  present 
A  bill,  wherein  whole  her  entent 
Was  written,  and  how  she  besought, 
As  he  knew  every  will  and  thought, 
That  of  his  godhead  and  his  grace 
He  would  forgive  all  old  trespace, 
And  undispleased  be  of  time  past, 
For  she  would  ever  be  stedfast, 
And  in  his  service  to  the  death 
Use  every  thought  while  she  had  breath  ; 
And  sight  and  wept,  and  said  no  more  ; 
Within  was  written  all  the  sore, 
At  which  bill  the  lord  gan  smile, 
And  said  he  would  within  that  yle 
Be  lord  and  sire,  both  east  and  west, 
And  cald  it  there  his  new  conquest, 
And  in  great  councell  tooke  the  queene, 
Long  were  the  tales  them  betweene, 
And  over  her  bill  he  read  thrise, 
And  wonder  gladly  gan  devise 
Her  features  faire  and  her  visage, 
And  bad  good  thrift  on  that  ima^e, 
And  sayd  he  trowed  her  complemt 
Should  after  cause  her  be  coraeiut, 
And  in  his  sleeve  he  put  the  bill. 
Was  there  none  that  knew  his  will, 
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And  forth  he  walke  apace  about 

Beholding  all  the  lusty  rout, 

Halfe  in  a  thought  with  smiling  chere, 

Till  at  the  last,  as  ye  shall  here, 

He  turned  unto  the  queene  ageine, 

And  said,  "  To  morne,  here  in  this  pleine, 

I  woll  ye  be,  and  all  yours, 

That  purposed  ben  to  weare  flours, 

Or  of  my  lusty  colour  use, 

It  may  not  be  to  you  excuse, 

Ne  none  of  yours  in  no  wise, 

That  able  be  to  my  servise, 

For  as  I  said  have  here  before, 

I  will  be  lord  for  evermore 

Of  you,  and  of  this  yle,  and  all, 

And  of  all  yours,  that  have  shall 

Joy,  peace,  ease,  or  in  pleasaunce 

Your  lives  use  without  noysaunce  ; 

Here  will  I  in  state  be  seene," 

And  turned  his  visage  to  the  queene, 

**  And  you  give  knowledge  of  ray  will, 

And  a  full  answere  of  your  bill." 

Was  there  no  nay,  ne  words  none, 

But  very  obeisaunt  seemed  echone, 

Queene  and  other  that  were  there, 

Well  seemed  it  they  had  great  fere, 

And  there  tooke  lodging  every  night, 

Was  none  departed  of  that  night, 

And  some  to  read  old  romances, 

Them  occupied  for  their  pleasanees, 

Some  to  make  verelaies  and  laies, 

And  some  to  other  diverse  plaies : 

And  I  to  me  a  romance  tooke, 

And  as  I  reading  was  the  booke, 

Me  thought  the  sphere  had  so  run, 

That  it  was  rising  of  the  Sun, 

And  such  a  prees  into  the  plaine 

Assemble  gone,  that  with  great  paine 

One  might  for  other  go  ne  stand, 

Ne  none  take  other  by  the  hand, 

Withouten  they  distourbed  were, 

So  huge  and  great  the  prees  was  there. 

And  after  that  within  two  hourcs, 
This  mighty  lord  all  in  floures 
Of  divers  colours  many  a  paire, 
In  his  estate  up  in  the  aire, 
Well  two  fathom,  as  his  hi^ht, 
He  set  him  there  in  all  their  sight, 
And  for  the  queene  and  for  the  knight, 
And  for  my  lady,  and  every  wight 
In  hast  he  sent,  so  that  never  one 
Was  there  absent,  but  come  echone  : 
And  whan  they  thus  assembled  were, 
As  ye  have  heard  me  say  you  here, 
Without  more  tarrying,  on  hight, 
There  to  be  seene  of  every  wight, 
Up  stood  among  the  prees  above 
A  counsayler,  servaunt  of  Love, 
Which  seemed  well  of  great  estate, 
And  shewed  there  how  no  debate 
Owe  ne  goodly  might  be  used 
In  gentilnesse,  and  be  excused, 
Wherefore,  he  said,  his  lordes  will 
Was  every  wight  there  should  be  still, 
And  in  pees,  and  one  accord, 
And  thus  comniaunded  at  a  word, 
And  can  his  tongue  to  swiche  language 
Turne,  that  yet  in  ail  mine  age 
Heard  I  never  so  conningly 
Man  speake,  ne  halfe  so  faithfully, 


For  every  thing  he  said  there 

Seemed  as  it  insealed  were, 

Or  approved  for  very  trew  : 

Swiche  was  his  cunning  language  new. 

And  well  according  to  his  chere, 

That  where  I  be,  me  thinke  I  here 

Him  yet  alway,  whan  I  mine  one 

In  any  place  may  be  alone  : 

First  con  he  of  the  lusty  yle 

All  th'astate  in  little  while 

Rehearse,  and  wholly  every  thing 

That  caused  there  his  lordes  comming, 

And  every  wele  and  every  wo. 

And  for  what  cause  ech  thin£  was  so, 

Well  shewed  he  there  in  easie  speech, 

And  how  the  sicke  had  need  of  leech  : 

And  that  whole  was,  and  in  grace, 

He  told  plainly  why  each  thing  was, 

And  at  the  last  he  con  conclude, 

Voided  every  language  rude. 

And  said,  "  That  prince,  that  mighty  lord, 

Or  his  departing,  would  accord 

All  the  parties  there  present. 

And  was  the  fine  of  his  entent, 

Witnesse  his  presence  in  your  sight, 

Which  sits  among  you  in  his  might 

And  kneeled  downe  withouten  more, 

And  not  o  word  spake  he  more. 

Tho  gan  this  mighty  lord  him  dresse, 
With  cheare  avised,  to  do  largesse, 
And  said  unto  this  knight  and  me, 
"  Ye  shall  to  joy  restored  be, 
And  for  ye  have  ben  true,  ye  twaine, 
I  graunt  you  here  for  every  paine 
A  thousand  joys  every  weeke, 
And  looke  ye  be  no  lenger  seeke. 
And  both  your  ladies,  lo,  hem  here 
Take  ech  his  own,  beeth  of  good  chere, 
Your  happy  day  is  new  begun, 
Sith  it  was  rising  of  the  Sun, 
And  to  all  other  in  this  place 
I  graunt  wholly  to  stand  in  grace, 
That  serveth  truely,  without  slouth, 
And  to  avaunced  be  by  trouth." 
|      Tho  can  this  knight  and  I  downe  kneele, 
Wening  to  doe  wonder  wele, 
"  Seeing,  O  Lord,  your  great  mercy, 
Us  hath  enriched  so  openly, 
That  we  deserve  may  never  more 
The  least  part,  but  evermore 
With  soule  and  body  truely  serve 
You  and  yours  till  we  sterve." 
And  to  their  ladies  there  they  stood, 
This  knight  that  couth  so  mikel  good, 
Went  in  hast,  and  I  also, 
Joyous,  and  glad  were  we  tho, 
And  also  rich  in  every  thought, 
As  he  that  all  hath  and  ought  nought, 
And  them  besought  iu  humble  wise, 
Us  t'accept  to  their  service, 
And  shew  U9  of  their  friendly  cheares, 
Which  in  their  treasure  many  yeares, 
They  kept  had,  us  to  great  paine, 
And  told  how  their  servants  twaine, 
Were  and  would  be,  and  so  bad  ever, 
And  to  the  death  chaunge  would  we  never, 
Ne  doe  offence,  ne  thinke  like  ill, 
But  fill  their  ordinance  and  will : 
And  made  our  othes  fresh  new, 
Our  old  service  to  renew, 


1224 


CHAUCER'S  DREAM. 


387 


lolly  theirs  for  evermore, 
re  become,  what  might  we  more  ! 
11  awaiting,  that  in  slouth 
de  ne  fault,  ne  in  our  trouth, 
lght  not  do,  I  you  ensure, 
ir  will,  where  we  may  dure, 
season  past,  againe  an  eve, 
*d  of  the  queene  tooke  leve, 
d  he  would  hastely  returne, 
good  leisure  there  sojourn e, 
r  his  honour  and  for  his  ease, 
unding  fast  the  knight  to  please, 
ve  his  statutes  in  papers, 
lent  divers  officers, 
Ih  to  ship  the  same  night 
t,  and  soone  was  out  of  sight, 
the  morrow,  whan  the  aire 
red  was  and  wonder  faire, 
t  rising  of  the  Sun, 
le  night  away  was  run, 
us  on  the  rivage, 
f  spake  of  her  voyage, 
d  she  made  small  journies, 
Id  her  in  straunge  countries, 
•thwith  to  the  queene  went, 
»wed  her  wholly  her  entent, 
»ke  her  leave  with  cheare  weeping, 
tty  was  to  see  that  parting : 
he  queene  it  was  a  paine, 
martyr  new  yslaine, 
r  her  woe,  and  she  so  tender, 
eepe  oft  whan  I  remember ; 
rd  there  to  resigne, 
lady  eight  times  or  nine, 
te,  the  yle,  shortly  to  tell, 
ght  please  her  there  to  dwell, 
d  for  ever  her  linage 
to  my  lady  doe  homage, 
rs  be  hole  withouten  more, 
.  all  theirs  for  evermore : 
God  forbid,"  ray  lady  oft, 
any  conning  word  and  soft, 
hat  ever  such  thing  should  beene, 
consent  should,  that  a  queene 
estate,  and  so  well  named, 
wise  should  be  attained  ; 
lid  be  faine  with  all  my  herte, 
)  befell,  or  how  me  smert, 
thing  that  you  might  please, 
wise,  or  be  your  ease  : " 
eed  there,  and  bad  good  night, 
ich  leve  wept  many  a  wight ; 
night  men  here  my  lady  praised, 
:h  a  name  of  her  araised, 
f  cunning  and  friend  1  in  esse, 
f  beauty  with  gentilnesse, 
f  glad  and  friendly  cheares, 
e  used  in  all  her  yeares, 
>nder  was  here  every  wight, 
well  how  they  did  their  might ; 
:h  a  prees,  upon  the  morrow, 
her  brought,  and  what  a  sorrow 
ade,  whan  she  should  under  saile, 
ad  ye  wist,  ye  would  mervaile. 
oeth  the  ship,  out  goeth  the  sond, 
kS  a  wood  man  unbond, 
ibt  to  be  behind  there, 
e  sea  withouten  fere, 
ran,  till  with  a  waw, 
inly  I  was  overthraw, 


And  with  the  water  to  and  fro, 

Backward  and  forward  travailed  bo, 

That  mind  and  breath  nigh  was  gone 

For  good  ne  harme  knew  I  none, 

Til  at  the  last  with  hookes  tweine, 

Men  of  the  ship  with  mikel  peine, 

To  save  my  life,  did  such  travaile, 

That,  and  ye  wist,  ye  would  mervaile, 

And  in  the  ship  me  drew  on  hie, 

And  saiden  all  that  I  would  die, 

And  laid  me  long  downe  by  the  mast, 

And  of  their  clothes  on  me  cast, 

And  there  I  made  my  testament. 

And  wist  my  selfe  not  what  I  ment, 

But  whan  I  said  had  what  I  would, 

And  to  the  mast  my  wo  all  told, 

And  tane  my  leave  of  every  wight, 

And  closed  mine  eyen,  and  lost  my  sight, 

A  vised  to  die,  without  more  speech, 

Or  any  remedy  to  seech 

Of  grace  new,  as  was  great  need  : 

My  lady  of  my  paine  tooke  heed, 

And  her  bethought  how  that  for  trouth 

To  see  me  die  it  were  great  routh, 

And  to  me  came  in  sober  wise, 

And  softly  said,  M I  pray  you  rise, 

Come  on  with  me,  let  be  this  fare, 

All  shall  be  wel,  have  ye  no  care, 

I  will  obey  ye  and  fulfill 

Holy  in  all  that  lords  will, 

That  you  and  me  not  long  ago, 

After  his  list  commaunded  so, 

That  there  againe  no  resistence 

May  be  without  great  offence, 

And,  therefore,  now  loke  what  I  say, 

I  am  and  will  be  friendly  aye, 

Rise  up,  behold  this  avauntage, 

I  graunt  you  inheritable, 

Peaceably  without  strive, 

During  the  daies  of  your  live." 

And  of  her  apples  in  my  sieve 

One  she  put,  and  took  her  leve 

In  words  few  and  said,  "  Good  hele, 

He  that  all  made,  you  send  and  wele 

Wherewith  my  paines,  all  at  ones, 

Tooke  such  leave,  that  all  my  bones, 

For  the  new  duranse  pleasaunce, 

So  as  they  couth,  desired  to  daunce, 

And  I  as  whole  as  any  wight, 

Up  rose,  with  joyous  herte  and  light, 

Hole  and  unsicke,  right  wele  at  ease, 

And  all  forget  had  my  disease, 

And  to  my  lady,  where  she  plaid, 

I  went  anone,  and  to  her  said  : 

"  He  that  all  ioies  persons  to  please 

First  ordained  with  partite  ease, 

And  every  pleasure  can  depart, 

Send  you  madame,  as  large  a  part, 

And  of  his  goods  such  plenty, 

As  he  has  done  you  of  beauty, 

With  hele  and  all  that  may  be  thought, 

He  send  you  all  as  he  all  wrought : 

Madame,"  (auoth  I)  "your  servaunt  trew, 

Have  I  ben  long,  and  yet  will  new, 

Without  chaunge  or  repentaunce, 

In  any  wise  or  variaunce, 

And  so  will  do,  as  thrive  I  ever, 

For  thing  is  none  that  me  is  lever 

Than  you  to  please,  how  ever  I  fare, 

Mine  hertes  lady  and  my  welfare, 
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My  life,  mine  hele,  my  lech  also, 

Of  every  thing  that  doth  me  wo, 

My  helpe  at  need,  and  my  surete 

Of  every  joy  that  longs  to  me, 

My  succours  whole  in  all  wise, 

That  may  be  thought  or  man  devise, 

Your  grace,  madame,  such  have  I  found, 

Now  in  my  need  that  I  am  bound 

To  you  for  ever,  so  Christ  me  save, 

For  heale  and  live  of  you  I  have, 

Wherefore  is  reasoun  I  you  serve, 

With  due  obeisaunce  till  I  sterve, 

And  dead  and  quicke  be  ever  yours, 

Late,  early,  and  at  all  hours." 

Tho  came  my  lady  small  alite, 

And  in  plaine  English  con  consite 

In  words  few,  whole  her  entent 

She  shewed  me  there,  and  how  she  ment 

To  me  ward  in  every  wise, 

Wholly  she  came  at  their  devise, 

Without  processe  or  long  travel^ 

Charging  me  to  keepe  counsel], 

As  I  would  to  her  grace  attaine, 

Of  which  commaundement  I  was  faine, 

Wherefore  I  passe  over  at  this  time, 

For  counsell  cords  not  well  in  rime, 

And  eke  the  oth  that  I  have  swore, 

To  break  e  me  were  better  unbore, 

Why  for  untrue  for  evermore 

I  should  be  hold,  that  nevermore 

Of  me  in  place  should  be  report 

Thing  that  availe  might,  or  comfort 

To  mewards  in  any  wise, 

And  ech  wight  would  me  dispise 

In  that  they  couth,  and  me  repreeve, 

Which  were  a  thing  sore  for  to  greeve, 

Wherefore  hereof  more  mencion 

Make  I  not  now  ne  long  sermon, 

But  shortly  thus  I  me  excuse, 

To  rime  a  councell  1  refuse. 

Sailing  thus  two  dayes  or  three, 

My  lady  towards  her  countree, 

Over  the  waves  high  and  greene, 

Which  were  large  and  deepe  betweene, 

Upon  a  time  mo  called,  and  said 

That  of  my  hele  she  was  well  paid, 

And  of  the  queene  and  of  the  yle, 

She  talked  with  me  long  while, 

And  of  all  that  she  there  had  seene, 

And  of  the  state,  and  of  the  queene, 

And  of  the  ladies  name  by  name, 

Two  houres  or  mo,  this  was  her  game, 

Till  at  the  last  the  wind  gan  rise, 

And  blew  so  fast,  and  in  such  wise, 

The  ship  that  every  wight  can  say, 

M  Madame,  er  eve  be  of  this  day, 

And  God  tofore,  ye  shall  be  there 

As  ye  would  fainest  that  ye  were, 

And  doubt  not  within  flixe  hours, 

Ye  shall  be  there,  as  all  is  you  re." 

At  which  words  she  gan  to  smile, 

And  said  that  was  no  long  while, 

That  they  her  set,  and  up  she  rose, 

And  all  about  the  ship  she  gose, 

And  made  good  cheare  to  every  wight, 

Till  of  the  land  she  had  a  sight, 

Of  which  sight  glad,  God  it  wote, 

She  was  abashed  and  abote, 

And  forth  goeth,  shortly  you  to  tell, 

Where  she  accustomed  was  to  dwell, 


And  received  was,  as  good  right. 
With  joyous  cheere  and  hertes  light, 
And  as  a  glad  new  aventure, 
Pleasaunt  to  every  creature, 
With  which  landing  tho  I  woke, 
And  found  my  chamber  full  of  smoke, 
My  cheekes  eke  unto  the  eares, 
And  all  my  body  wet  with  teares, 
And  all  so  feeble  and  in  such  wise, 
I  was,  that  unneth  might  I  rise, 
So  fare  travailed  and  so  faint, 
That  neither  knew  I  kirke  ne  saint, 
Ne  what  was  what,  ne  who  was  who, 
Ne  a  vised  what  way  I  would  go, 
But  by  a  venturous  grace, 
I  rise  and  walkt,  sought  pace  and  pace, 
Till  I  a  winding  staire  found, 
And  held  the  vice  aye  in  my  bond, 
And  upward  softly  so  gan  creepe, 
Till  I  came  where  I  thought  to  sleep* 
More  at  mine  ease,  and  out  of  preaee, 
At  my  good  leisure,  and  in  peace, 
Till  somewhat  I  recomfort  were 
Of  the  travel]  and  great  feare 
That  I  endured  had  before, 
This  was  my  thought  without  more, 
And  as  a  wight  witlesae  and  faint, 
Without  more,  in  a  chamber  paint 
Full  of  stories  old  and  divers, 
More  than  I  can  now  rehearse, 
Unto  a  bed  full  soberly, 
So  as  I  might  full  sothly, 
Pace  after  other,  and  nothing  said, 
Till  at  the  last  downe  I  me  laid, 
And  as  my  mind  would  give  me  leve, 
All  that  I  dreamed  had  that  eve, 
Before  all  I  can  rehearse, 
Right  as  a  child  at  schoole  his  verse 
Doth  after  that  he  thinketh  to  thrive, 
Right  so  did  I  for  all  my  live, 
I  thought  to  have  in  remembraunce, 
Both  the  paine  and  the  pleasaunce, 
The  dreame  whole,  as  it  me  befell, 
Which  was  as  ye  here  me  tell. 
Thus  in  my  thoughts  as  I  lay, 
That  happy  or  unhappy  day, 
Wot  I  not,  so  have  I  blame, 
Of  the  two  which  is  the  name : 
Befell  me  so,  that  there  a  thought, 
By  processe  new  on  sleepe  me  brought, 
And  me  governed  so  in  a  while, 
That  agaiue  within  the  yle, 
Methought  I  was,  whereof  the  knight, 
And  of  the  ladies  I  had  a  sight, 
And  were  assembled  on  a  greene, 
Knight  and  lady,  with  the  queene, 
At  which  assembly  there  was  said, 
How  they  all  content  and  paid 
Were  wholly  as  in  that  thing, 
That  the  knight  there  should  be  king, 
And  they  would  all  for  sure  witnesse 
Wedded  be  both  more  and  lease, 
In  remembraunce  without  more, 
Thus  they  consent  for  evermore, 
And  was  concluded  that  the  knight 
Depart  should  the  same  night, 
Aud  forthwith  there  tooke  his  voiage, 
To  journey  for  his  marriage, 
And  returne  with  such  an  host, 
That  wedded  might  be  least  and  most, 
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as  concluded,  written  and  sealed, 
;  might  not  be  repealed 
wise,  but  aie  be  firme, 

I  should  be  within  a  tearme, 
tit  more  excusation, 

i&st  and  coronation. 

night  which  had  thereof  the  charge, 

nto  a  little  barge 

it  was  late  against  an  eve, 

of  all  he  tooke  his  leave  ; 

barge  was  as  a  mans  thought, 
lis  pleasure  to  him  brought, 
teene  her  selfe  accustomed  aye 
same  barge  to  play, 
leth  neither  mast  ne  rother, 

not  heard  of  such  another, 

ister  for  the  governaunce, 

vied  by  thought  and  pleasaunce, 

it  labour,  east  and  west, 

i  one,  calme  or  tempest, 

went  with  at  his  request, 

is  the  first  prayed  to  the  fest 

be  came  in  his  countree, 

uBsed  had  the  wavy  see, 

utven  deepe  and  large 

his  rich  and  noble  barge, 

the  court,  shortly  to  tell, 
it,  where  he  wont  was  to  dwell, 
us  received  as  good  right, 
re,  and  for  a  worthy  knight, 

II  the  states  of  the  lond, 
came  anon  at  his  first  sond, 
lad  spirits  full  of  trouth, 

►  do  fault  or  with  a  slouth, 
;  be  in  any  wise  ; 
iches  was  their  old  servise, 
ever  trew  had  be  fond, 
st  inhabit  was  the  lond, 
received  there  hir  kfng, 
►rgotten  was  no  thing, 
we  to  be  done  ne  might  please, 
ir  soveraine  lord  do  ease, 
ith  them,  so  shortly  to  say, 
f  of  custome  had  done  aye, 
ren  yere  past  was  and  more, 
her,  the  old  wise  and  hore 
f  the  land  tooke  his  leve 
lis  barons  on  an  eve, 
Id  them  bow  his  dayes  past 
ill,  and  comen  was  the  last, 
rtily  prayed  hem  to  remember 
me,  which  yong  was  and  tender, 
Hue  was  their  prince  to  be, 
sturne  to  that  countree 
by  adventure  or  grace, 
any  time  or  space, 
be  true  and  friendly  aye, 
y  to  him  had  bene  alway  : 
e  them  prayd,  without  more, 
oke  his  leave  for  evermore, 
a  was  how,  tender  in  age, 
rang  prince  a  great  viage 
h  and  straunge,  honours  to  seeche, 
in  bond  with  little  speeche, 
was  to  seeke  a  princes 
e  desired  more  than  riches, 
r  great  name  that  floured  so, 
i  that  time  there  was  no  mo 
estate  ne  so  well  named, 
rne  was  none  that  ever  her  blamed : 


Of  which  princes  somewhat  before, 

Here  have  I  spoke,  and  some  will  more* 

So  thus  befell  as  ye  shall  heare, 

Unto  their  lord  they  made  such  cheare, 

That  joy  was  there  to  be  present 

To  see  their  troth  and  how  they  ment, 

So  very  glad  they  were  ech  one, 

That  them  among  there  was  no  one, 

That  desired  more  riches, 

Than  for  their  lord  such  a  princes, 

That  they  might  please,  and  that  were  faire, 

For  fast  desired  they  an  hdire, 

And  said  great  surety  were  ywis 

And  as  they  were  speaking  of  this, 

The  prince  himselfe  him  avised, 

And  in  plaine  English  undisguised, 

Them  shewed  hole  his  journey, 

And  of  their  counsell  gan  them  prey, 

And  told  how  he  ensured  was, 

And  how  his  day  he  might  not  passe, 

Without  diffame  and  great  blame, 

And  to  him  for  ever  shame, 

And  of  their  counsell  and  avise, 

There  he  prayth  them  once  or  twise, 

And  that  they  would  within  ten  daies, 

Avise  and  ordaine  him  such  waies, 

So  that  it  were  no  displeasaunee, 

Ne  to  this  realme  over  great  grievaunce, 

And  that  he  have  might  to  his  feast, 

Sixty  thousand  at  the  least, 

For  his  intent  within  short  while 

Was  to  returne  unto  his  yle 

That  he  came  fro,  and  kepe  his  day, 

For  nothing  would  he  be  away. 

To  counsaile  tho  the  lords  anon, 

Into  a  chamber  everychone, 

Togither  went,  them  to  devise, 

How  they  might  best  and  in  what  wise, 

Purvey  for  their  lords  pleasaunce 

And  the  realnies  continuaunce 

Of  honor,  which  in  it  before 

Had  continued  evermore. 

So,  at  the  last,  they  found  the  waies, 

How  within  the  next  ten  daies, 

All  might  with  paiue  and  diligence 

Be  done,  and  cast  what  the  dispence 

Might  draw,  and  in  conclusion, 

Made  for  ech  thing  provision. 

Whan  this  was  done,  wholly  tofore 

The  prince,  the  lords  all  before 

Come,  and  shewed  what  they  had  done, 

And  how  they  couth  by  no  reason 

Find  that  within  the  ten  daies, 

He  might  depart  by  no  waies, 

But  would  be  fifteene,  at  the  least, 

Or  be  returne  might  to  his  feast : 

And  shewed  him  every  reason  why 

It  might  not  be  so  hastily, 

As  he  desired,  ne  his  day 

He  might  not  keepe  by  no  way, 

For  divers  causes  wonder  great : 

Which,  whan  he  heard,  in  such  an  heat 

He  fell,  for  sorow  and  was  seke, 

Still  in  his  bed  whole  that  weke, 

And  nigh  the  tother  for  the  sbatne, 

And  for  the  doubt,  and  for  the  blame 

That  might  on  him  be  aret, 

And  oft  upon  his  brest  he  bet, 

And  said,  "  Alas,  mine  honour  for  aye. 

Have  I  here  lost  cleane  this  day. 
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Dead  would  I  be  !  alas,  my  name 

Shall  aye  be  more  henceforth  in  shame, 

And  I  dishonoured  and  reproved, 

And  never  more  shall  be  beleeved  : " 

And  made  swich  sorow,  that  in  trouth, 

Him  to  behold  it  was  great  routh : 

And  so  endured  the  dayes  fiftene, 

Till  that  the  lords  on  an  even 

Him  come,  and  told  they  ready  were, 

And  shewed  in  few  words  there, 

How  and  what  wise  they  had  purveyd 

For  his  estate,  and  to  him  said, 

That  twenty  thousand  knights  of  name, 

And  fourty  thousand  without  blame, 

All  come  of  noble  lignee, 

Togider  in  a  companee, 

Were  lodged  on  a  riven  side, 

Him  and  his  pleasure  there  t'abide. 

The  prince  tho  for  joy  up  rose, 

And  where  they  lodged  were,  he  goes 

Without  more  that  same  night, 

And  these  his  supper  made  to  dight, 

And  with  them  bode  till  it  was  dey, 

And  forthwith  to  take  his  journey, 

Leving  the  straight,  holding  the  large, 

Till  he  came  to  his  noble  barge  ; 

And  when  this  prince,  this  lusty  knight, 

With  his  people  in  armes  bright, 

Was  comen  where  he  thought  to  pas, 

And  knew  well  none  abiding  was 

Behind,  but  all  were  there  present, 

Forthwith  anon  all  his  intent 

He  told  them  there,  and  made  his  cries 

Through  his  hoste  that  day  twise, 

Commaunding  every  lives  wight, 

There  being  present  in  his  sight. 

To  be  the  morow  on  the  rivage, 

Where  he  begin  would  his  viage. 

The  morrow  come,  the  cry  was  kept, 

Few  was  there  that  night  that  Blept, 

But  trussed  and  purveied  for  the  morrow, 

For  fault  of  ships  was  all  their  sorrow, 

For  save  the  barge,  and  other  two, 

Of  ships  there  saw  I  no  mo  : 

Thus  in  their  doubts  as  they  stood, 

Waxing  the  sea,  comming  the  flood, 

Was  cried,  u  To  ship  goe  every  wight," 

Than  was  but  hie,  that  hie  might, 

And  to  the  barge  me  thought  echone 

They  went,  without  was  left  not  one, 

Horse,  male,  trusse,  ne  bagage, 

Salade,  speare,  gard-brace,  ne  page, 

But  was  lodged  and  roome  ynough, 

At  which  shipping  me  thought  I  lough, 

And  gan  to  marvaile  in  my  thought, 

How  ever  such  a  ship  was  wrought, 

For  what  people  that  can  encrease, 

Ne  never  so  thicke  might  be  the  prease, 

But  all  had  roome  at  their  will, 

There  was  not  one  was  lodged  ill, 

For  as  I  trow,  my  selfe  the  last 

Was  one,  and  lodged  by  the  mast, 

And  where  I  looked  I  saw  such  rome, 

As  all  were  lodged  in  a  towne. 

Forth  goth  the  ship,  said  was  the  creed, 

And  on  their  knees  for  their  good  speed, 

Downe  kneeled  every  wight  a  while, 

And  praied  fast  that  to  the  ylo 

They  might  come  in  safety, 

The  prince  and  all  the  company, 


With  worship  and  without  blame, 

Or  disclaunder  of  his  name, 

Of  the  promise  he  should  retourne, 

Within  the  time  he  did  sojourne, 

In  his  lond  biding  his  host, 

This  was  their  prayer  of  least  and  most ; 

To  keepe  the  day  it  might  not  been, 

That  he  appointed  had  with  the  queen, 

To  returne  without  slouth. 

And  so  assured  had  his  troutn, 

For  which  fault  this  prince,  this  knight, 

During  the  time  slept  not  a  night, 

Such  was  his  wo  and  his  disease, 

For  doubt  he  should  the  queene  displease. 

Forth  goeth  the"  ship  with  such  speed, 

Right  as  the  prince  for  his  great  need 

Desire  would  after  his  thought, 

Till  it  unto  the  yle  him  brought, 

Where  in  hast  upon  the  sand. 

He  and  his  people  tooke  the  land, 

With  hertes  glad,  and  chere  light, 

Weening  to  be  in  Heaven  that  night : 

But  or  they  passed  a  while, 

Entring  in  toward  that  yle, 

All  clad  in  blacke  with  chere  piteous, 

A  lady  which  never  dispiteous 

Had  be  in  all  her  life  tofore, 

With  sory  chere,  and  herte  to  tore, 

Unto  this  prince  where  he  gan  ride, 

Come  and  said,  "  Abide,  abide, 

And  have  no  hast,  but  fast  retourne, 

No  reason  is  ye  here  sojourne, 

For  your  untruth  hath  us  discried, 

Wo  worth  the  time  we  us  allied 

With  you,  that  are  so  soone  untrew, 

Alas,  the  day  that  we  you  knew  ! 

Alas,  the  time  that  ye  were  bore, 

For  all  this  lond  by  you  is  lore  ! 

Accursed  be  he  you  hider  brought, 

For  all  your  joy  is  turnd  to  nought, 

Your  acquaintance  we  may  complaine, 

Which  is  the  cause  of  all  our  paine." 

"  Alas,  madame,"  quoth  tho  this  knight, 

And  with  that  from  his  horse  he  light, 

With  colour  pale,  and  cheekes  lene, 

"  Alas,  what  is  this  for  to  mene  ? 

What  have  ye  said,  why  be  ye  wroth  ! 

You  to  displease  I  would  be  loth, 

Know  ye  not  well  the  promesse 

I  made  have  to  your  princesse, 

Which  to  perfourme  is  mine  intent, 

So  mote  I  speed,  as  I  have  ment, 

And  as  I  am  her  very  trew, 

Without  change  or  thought  new, 

And  also  fully  her  servand, 

As  creature  or  man  livand 

May  be  to  lady  or  princesse, 

For  she  mine  Heaven  and  whole  richesse 

Is,  and  the  lady  of  mine  heale, 

My  worlds  joy  and  all  my  weale, 

What  may  this  be,  whence  corns  this  speech 

Tell  me,  madame,  I  you  beseech, 

For  sith  the  first  of  my  living, 

Was  I  so  fearfull  of  nothing, 

As  I  am  now  to  heare  you  speake ; 

For  dout  I  feele  mine  herte  breake  ; 

Say  on,  madame,  tell  me  your  will, 

The  remeuaunt  is  it  good  or  ill ! " 

u  Alas,"  (quod  she)  "  that  ye  were  bore, 

For,  for  your  love  this  land  is  lore  1 
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ene  is  dead,  and  that  is  ruth, 
w  of  your  great  untruth  ; 
tartes  of  the  lusty  rout 
i  that  were  there  about, 
at  were  to  talke  and  play, 
dead  and  cleane  away, 
ier  earth  tane  lodging  new  ; 
it  ever  ye  were  untrew  ! 
n  the  time  ye  set  was  past, 
ene  to  counsaile  sone  in  hast, 
is  to  doe,  and  said  great  blame 
quaintaunce  cause  would  and  shame, 
ladies  of  their  avise 
for  need  was  to  be  wise, 
wing  tales  and  songs, 
them  make  would  ill  tongs, 
they  were  lightly  conquest, 
yed  to  a  poore  feast, 
le  had  their  worship  weived, 

>  unwisely  they  conceived, 
:h  treasour,  and  their  heale, 
mous  name,  and  their  weale, 
a  such  an  aventure, 

i  the  sclaunder  ever  dure 

»,  without  helpe  of  appele, 

>re  they  need  had  of  counsele, 

ry  wight  of  them  would  say 

>sed  yle  an  open  way 

lorae  to  every  wight, 

1  appreved  by  a  knight, 

le  alas,  without  paysaunce, 

ue  acheved  thobeisaunce : 

was  moved  at  counsell  thrise, 

eluded  daily  twise, 

:  was  die  without  blame 

le  the  riches  of  their  name, 

>re,  the  deaths  acquaintaunce 

ese,  and  left  have  their  pleasaunce, 

bt  to  live  as  repreved, 

they  you  so  soone  beleeved, 

le  their  othes  with  one  accord, 

,  ne  drinke,  ne  speake  word, 

ould  never,  but  ever  weping 

a  place  without  parting, 

•  their  dayes  in  penaunce, 

;  desire  of  allegeaunce, 

i  the  truth,  anon,  con  preve, 

r !  the  queen  forthwith  her  leve 

them  all  that  were  present, 

lefauts  fully  repent, 

d  there  withouten  more : 

e  we  lost  for  evermore  ; 

lould  I  more  hereof  reherse  ? 

within,  come  see  her  herse, 

ye  shall  see  the  piteous  sight, 

er  yet  was  she  wen  to  knight, 

shall  see  ladies  stond, 

h  a  great  rod  in  bond, 

black,  with  visage  white, 

jach  other  for  to  smite, 

>e  that  will  not  wepe, 

that  makes  countenaunce  to  slepe  ; 

>  so  bet,  that  all  so  blew 

t  as  cloth  that  died  is  new, 
their  parfite  repentance  ; 
is  they  kepe  their  ordinance, 
1  do  ever  to  the  death, 
hem  endures  any  breath." 
knight  tho  in  armes  twaine, 
ly  tooke  and  gan  her  saine, 


"  Alas,  my  birth  !  wo  worth  niv  life  !" 

And  even  with  that  he  drew  a  knife, 

And  through  gowne,  doublet,  and  short, 

He  made  the  blood  come  from  his  herte, 

And  set  him  downe  upon  the  greene, 

And  full  repent  closed  his  eene, 

And  save  that  ones  he  drew  his  breath, 

Without  more  thus  he  tooke  his  death. 

For  which  cause  the  lusty  hoast, 

Which  in  a  battaile  on  the  coast. 

At  once  for  sorrow  such  a  cry 

Gan  rere  thorow  the  company, 

That  to  the  Heaven  heard  was  the  sowne, 

And  under  therth  als  fer  adowne, 

That  wild  beasts  for  the  feare 

So  sodainlv  afrayed  were, 

That  for  the  doubt,  while  they  might  dure, 

They  ran  as  of  their  lives  unsure, 

From  the  woods  unto  the  plaine, 

And  from  the  valleys  the  high  mountaine 

They  sought,  and  ran  as  beastes  blind, 

That  cleane  forgotten  had  their  kind. 

This  wo  not  ceased,  to  counsaile  went 

These  lords,  and  for  that  lady  sent, 

And  of  avise  what  was  to  done, 

They  her  besought  she  say  would  sonc. 

Weeping  full  sore,  all  clad  in  blake, 

This  lady  softly  to  them  spake, 

And  said,  "  My  lords,  by  my  trouth, 

This  mischiefe  it  is  of  your  slouth, 

And  if  ye  had  that  judge  would  right, 

A  prince  that  were  a  very  knight, 

Ye  that  ben  of  aatate,  echoue, 

Die  for  his  fault  should  one  and  one  ; 

And  if  he  hold  had  the  promesse, 

And  done  that  longs  to  gentilnesse, 

And  fulfilled  the  princes  behest, 

This  hasty  farme  had  bene  a  feast, 

And  now  is  unrecoverable, 

And  us  a  slaunder  aye  durable  ; 

Wherefore,  I  say,  as  of  counsaile, 

In  me  is  none  that  may  availe, 

But,  if  ye  list,  for  remembraunce 

Purvey  and  make  such  ordinaunce, 

That  the  queeue,  that  was  so  meke, 

With  all  her  women,  dede  or  seke, 

Might  in  your  land  a  chappell  liave, 

With  some  remembraunce  of  her  grave, 

Shewing  her  end  with  the  pity, 

In  some  notable  old  city, 

Nigh  unto  an  high  way, 

Where  every  wight  might  for  her  pray, 

And  for  all  hers  that  have  ben  trew  ;*' 

And  even  with  that  she  changed  hew, 

And  twise  wished  after  the  death, 

And  sight,  and  thus  passed  her  breath. 

Than  said  the  lords  of  the  host. 

And  so  conclude  least  and  most, 

That  they  would  ever  in  houses  of  thacke 

Their  lives  lead,  and  weare  but  blacke, 

And  forsake  all  their  pleasaunces, 

And  turn  all  joy  to  penaunces, 

And  beare  the  dead  prince  to  the  barge, 

And  named  them  should  have  the  charge; 

And  to  the  hearse  where  lay  the  queen, 

The  remenaunt  went,  and  down  on  kneen, 

Holding  their  honds  on  high,  gon  eric, 

*•  Mercy,  mercy,"  everich  thrie, 

And  cursed  the  time  that  ever  slouth 

Should  have  such  masterdome  of  trouth. 
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And  to  the  barge  a  long  mile, 

They  bare  her  forth,  and  in  a  while 

All  the  ladies  one  and  one, 

By  companies  were  brought  echone, 

And  past  the  sea  and  tooke  the  land, 

And  in  new  herses  on  a  sand, 

Put  and  brought  were  all  anon, 

Unto  a  city  closed  with  stone, 

Where  it  had  been  used  aye 

The  kings  of  the  land  to  lay, 

After  they  raigned  in  honours, 

And  writ  was  which  were  conquerours, 

In  an  abbey  of  nunnes  which  were  blake, 

Which  accustomed  were  to  wake, 

And  of  usage  rise  ech  a  night 

To  pray  for  every  lives  wight ; 

And  so  befell  as  m  the  guise, 

Ordeint  and  said  was  the  servise, 

Of  the  prince  and  of  the  queen, 

So  devoutly  as  might  been, 

And  after  that  about  the  herses, 

Many  orisons  and  verses, 

Without  note  full  softely, 

Said  were  and  that  full  heartily, 

That  all  the  night  till  it  was  day, 

The  people  in  the  church  con  pray 

Unto  the  holy  Trinity, 

Of  these  soules  to  have  pity. 

And  whan  the  night  past  and  ronne 
Was,  and  the  new  day  begonne, 
The  yong  morrow  with  rayes  red, 
Which  from  the  Sunne  over  all  con  spred, 
A  tempered  clere  was  and  faire, 
And  made  a  time  of  wholsome  aire, 
Befell  a  wonder  case  and  strange, 
Among  the  people  and  gan  change 
Soone  the  word  and  every  woo 
Unto  a  joy,  and  some  to  two  : 
A  bird,  all  fedrcd  blew  and  greene, 
With  bright  rayes  like  gold  betweene, 
Ah  small  thred  over  every  joyut, 
All  full  of  colour  strange  and  coint, 
Uncouth  and  wonderfull  to  sight, 
Upon  the  queens  herse  con  light, 
And  song  full  low  and  softely, 
Three  songs  in  her  harmony, 
Unletted  of  every  wight, 
Till,  at  the  last,  an  aged  knight 
Which  seemed  a  man  in  great  thought 
Like  as  he  set  all  thing  at  nought, 
With  visage  and  eyen  all  forwept 
And  pale,  as  man  long  unslept, 
By  the  herses  as  he  stood 
With  hasty  hondling  of  his  hood 
Unto  a  prince  that  by  him  past 
Made  the  bridde  somewhat  agast, 
Wherefore  he  rose  and  left  his  song, 
And  depart  from  us  among, 
And  spread  his  wings  for  to  passe 
By  the  place  he  entred  was, 
And  in  his  hast,  shortly  to  tell, 
Him  hurt,  that  backcward  downe  he  fell, 
From  a  window  richly  peint 
With  lives  of  many  divers  seint, 
And  bet  his  wings  and  bled  fast, 
And  of  the  hurt  thus  died  and  past, 
And  lay  there  well  an  houre  and  more, 
Till,  at  the  last,  of  briddes  a  score 
Come  and  sembled  at  the  place 
Where  the  window  broken  was, 


And  made  swiche  waimentacioun, 

That  pity  was  to  heare  the  soun, 

And  the  warbles  of  their  thro  tee, 

And  the  complaint  of  their  notes, 

Which  from  joy  cleane  was  reversed, 

And  of  them  one  the  glas  soone  persed, 

And  in  his  beke  of  colours  nine, 

An  herbe  he  brought  flourelesae,  all  greene, 

Full  of  small  leaves  and  plaine, 

Swart  and  long  with  many  a  vaine, 

And  where  his  fellow  lay  thus  dede, 

This  hear  be  down  laid  by  his  hede, 

And  dressed  it  full  softily, 

And  hong  his  head  and  stood  thereby, 

Which  hearb,  in  lease  than  halfe  an  houre, 

Gan  over  all  knit,  and  after  floure 

Full  out  and  wexe  ripe  the  seed, 

And  right  as  one  another  feed 

Would,  in  his  beake  he  tooke  the  graine, 

And  in  his  fellowes  beake  certaine 

It  put,  and  thus,  within  the  third, 

Up  stood  and  pruned  him  the  bird, 

Which  dead  had  be  in  all  our  sight, 

And  both  togither  forth  their  flight 

Tooke  singing  from  us,  and  their  leve, 

Was  none  disturb  hem  would  ne  greve ; 

And  whan  they  parted  were  and  gone 

Th'abbesse  the  seeds  soone  echone 

Gadred  had,  and  in  her  hand 

The  herb  she  tooke,  well  aviaand 

The  leafe,  the  seed,  the  stalke,  the  floure, 

And  said  it  had  a  good  savour, 

And  was  no  common  herb  to  find, 

And  well  approved  of  uncouth  kind, 

And  than  other  more  vertuouse, 

Who  so  have  it  might  for  to  use 

In  his  need,  flowre,  leafe,  or  graine, 

Of  their  heale  might  be  certaine  ; 

And  laid  it  downe  upon  the  herse 

Where  lay  the  queene,  and  gan  reherse, 

Echone  to  other  that  they  had  seene, 

And  taling  thus  the  sede  wex  greene, 

And  on  the  dry  herse  gan  spring, 

Which  me  thought  a  wondrous  thing, 

And  after  that  floure  and  new  seed, 

Of  which  the  people  all  tooke  heed, 

And  said,  it  was  some  great  miracle, 

Or  medicine  fine  more  than  triacle, 

And  were  well  done  there  to  assay, 

If  it  might  ease  in  any  way 

The  corses,  which  with  torch  light, 

They  waked  had  there  all  that  night 

Soone  did  the  lords  there  consent, 

And  all  the  people  thereto  content, 

With  easie  words  and  little  fare, 

And  made  the  qucenes  visage  bare, 

Which  shewed  was  to  all  about, 

Wherefore  in  swoone  fell  whole  the  root, 

And  were  so  sory,  most  and  least, 

That  long  of  weeping  they  not  ceast, 

For  of  their  lord  the  reinembraunce 

Unto  them  was  such  displeasaunce, 

That  for  to  live  they  called  a  paine, 

So  were  they  very  true  and  plaine ; 

And  after  this,  the  good  abbesse 

Of  the  graine  gan  chese  and  dresse 

Three,  with  her  fingers  cleane  and  small, 

And  in  the  queenes  mouth  by  tale, 

One  after  other  full  easily, 

She  put  and  full  conningly, 
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shewed  soone  such  vertue, 
•eved  was  the  medicine  true, 
h  a  smiling  countenaunce 
iene  uprose,  and  of  usaunce, 
was  wont,  to  every  wight 
de  good  cheere,  for  which  sight 
>ple  kneeling  on  the  stones, 
t  they  in  Heaven  were  soule  and  bones: 
the  prince  where  he  lay, 
ent  to  make  the  same  assay  ; 
tan  the  queene  it  understood, 
w  the  medicine  was  good, 
yed  she  might  have  the  graines 
re  him  from  the  paines 
she  and  he  had  both  endured, 
him  went,  and  so  him  cured, 
thin  a  little  space, 
nd  fresh  on  live  he  was 
good  hele,  and  hole  of  speech, 
igh,  and  said,  u  Gram  ere  v  leech," 
ich  the  joy  throughout  the  toun, 
t  was  that  the  bels  sown 
the  people,  a  journay 
he  city  every  way, 
ne  and  asked  cause  and  why, 
>ngen  were  so  stately  ! 
er  that  the  queene,  th'abbesse 
iligence,  or  tney  would  cease, 
lat  of  ladies  soone  a  rout 
I  the  queene  was  all  about, 
led  by  name  cchone  and  told, 
ne  forgotten  young  ne  old ; 
night  men  see  joyes  new, 
he  medicine  fine  and  trew, 
stored  had  every  wight, 
the  queene  as  the  knight, 
rfit  joy  and  hele, 
ting  they  were  in  such  wele 
>  tliat  would  in  no  wise, 
more  perfit  paradise, 
is,  whan  passed  was  the  sorrow, 
ikel  joy  soone  on  the  morrow, 
g,  the  queene,  and  every  lord, 

I  the  ladies  by  one  accord, 
-all  assembly 

ry  through  the  country, 
ich  after  as  their  intent 
rued  to  a  parliament, 
was  ordained  and  avised 
hing  and  devised, 
nue  might  to  most  and  least, 
re  concluded  was  the  feast, 
the  yle  to  be  hold 

II  consent  of  young  and  old, 
tame  wise  as  before, 

5  should  be  withouten  more  ; 
pped  and  thither  went, 
o  straunge  reaJmes  sent 
a,  quecnes,  and  duchesses, 
rs  princes  and  princesses, 

linage,  and  can  pray 
might  like  them  at  that  day 
age,  for  their  sport, 
«  the  yle  and  them  disport, 
should  be  jousts  and  turnaies, 
nes  done  in  other  waies, 
ig  over  all  the  day, 
prill  within  May  ; 
8  avised  that  ladies  tweine, 

estate  and  well  beeeine, 


With  certaine  knights  and  squiers, 

And  of  the  queenes  officers, 

In  manner  of  an  embassade, 

With  certain  letters  closed  and  made, 

Should  take  the  barge  and  depart, 

And  seeke  my  lady  every  part, 

Till  they  her  found  for  any  thing, 

Both  charged  have  queene  and  king, 

And  as  their  lady  and  maistres, 

Her  to  beseke  of  gentilnes, 

At  the  day  there  for  to  been, 

And  oft  her  recommaund  the  queen, 

And  prayes  for  all  loves  to  hast, 

For,  but  she  come,  all  woll  be  wast, 

And  the  feast  a  businesse 

Without  joy  or  lustinesse  : 

And  tooke  them  tokens  and  good  speed 

Praid  God  send,  after  their  need. 

Forth  went  the  ladies  and  the  knights, 

And  were  out  fourteene  daies  and  nights, 

And  brought  my  lady  in  their  barge, 

And  had  well  sped  and  done  their  charge  ; 

Whereof  the  queene  so  hartily  glad 

Was,  that,  in  soth,  such  joy  she  had 

Whan  the  ship  approched  lond, 

That  she  my  lady  on  the  sond 

Met,  and  in  armes  so  constraine, 

That  wonder  was  behold  them  twaine, 

Which  to  my  dome  during  twelve  houres, 

Neither  for  heat  ne  watry  shoures, 

Departed  not  no  company, 

Saving  themselfe  but  none  them  by, 

But  gave  them  leisour  at  their  ease, 

To  rehearse  joy  and  disease, 

After  the  pleasure  and  courages 

Of  their  young  and  tender  ages  : 

And  after  with  many  a  knight 

Brought  were,  where,  as  for  that  night, 

They  parted  not,  for  to  pleasaunce, 

Content  was  herte  and  countenaunce 

Both  of  the  queene  and  my  maistresse, 

This  was  that  night  their  businesse  : 

And  on  the  morrow  with  huge  rout, 

This  prince  of  lords  him  about, 

Come  and  to  my  lady  said 

That  of  her  comming  glad  and  well  apaid 

He  was,  and  full  conningly 

Her  thanked  and  full  heartily, 

And  lough  and  smiled,  and  said,  a  ywis, 

That  was  in  doubt  in  safety  is  :" 

And  commaunded  do  diligence, 

And  spare  for  neither  gold  ne  spence, 

But  make  ready,  for  on  the  morow 

Wedded,  with  saint  John  to  borrow, 

He  would  be,  withouten  more, 

And  let  them  witc  this  lesse  and  more. 

The  morow  come,  and  the  service 

Of  roariage,  in  such  a  wise 

Said  was,  that  with  more  honour 

Was  never  prince  ne  conquerour 

Wedde,  ne  with  such  company 

Of  gentilnesse  in  chivalry, 

Ne  of  ladies  so  great  routs, 

Ne  so  besecn,  as  all  abouts 

They  were  there,  I  certifie 

You  on  my  life  withouten  lie. 

And  the  feast  hold  was  in  tentis, 
As  to  tell  you  mine  entent  is, 
In  a  rome,  a  large  plaine 
Under  a  wood  in  a  champaine, 
d  d  3 
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Betwixt  a  river  and  a  wclle, 
Where  never  had  abbay,  ne  selle 
Ben,  ne  ldrke,  house,  ne  Tillage, 
In  time  of  any  mans  age  : 
And  dared  three  months  the  feast. 
In  one  estate  and  nerer  ceast, 
From  early  the  rising  of  the  Sonne, 
Till  the  day  spent  was  and  yronne, 
In  justing,  daanemg,  and  lnstinesse, 
And  all  that  sowned  to  gentOnesse. 

And,  as  me  thought,  the  second  morrow, 
Whan  ended  was  all  old  sorrow, 
And  in  surety  every  wight 
Had  with  his  lady  slept  a  night, 
The  prince,  the  queene,  and  all  the  rest, 
Unto  my  lady  made  request, 
And  her  besought  oft  and  praied 
To  mewards  to  be  well  apaied, 
And  consider  mine  old  trouth, 
And  on  my  paines  have  routh, 
And  me  accept  to  her  servise, 
In  such  forme  and  in  such  wise, 
That  we  both  might  be  as  one, 
Thus  prayed  the  queene,  and  everichone  : 
And,  for  there  should  be  no  nay, 
They  stint  justing  all  a  day, 
To  pray  my  lady  and  requere 
Be  content  and  out  of  fere, 
And  with  good  herte  make  friendly  cheare, 
And  said  it  was  a  happy  yeare  : 
At  which  she  smiled  and  said,  ywis, 
"  I  trow  well  he  my  servaunt  is, 
And  would  mv  welfare,  as  I  trist, 
So  would  I  his,  and  would  he  wist 
How,  and  I  knew  that  his  trouth 
Continue  would  without  slouth, 
And  be  such  as  ye  here  report, 
Restraining  both  courage  and  sport, 
I  couth  consent  at  your  request, 
To  be  named  of  your  fest, 
And  do  after  your  usaunce, 
In  obeying  your  pleasaunce  ; 
At  your  request  this  I  consent, 
To  please  you  in  your  entent, 
And  eke  the  soveraine  above 
Commanded  hath  me  for  to  love, 
And  before  other  him  prefer, 
Against  which  prince  may  be  no  wer, 
For  his  power  over  all  raieneth, 
That  other  would  for  nought  him  paineth, 
And  sith  his  will  and  yours  is  one, 
Contrary  in  me  shall  be  none." 
Tho  (as  me  thought)  the  promise 
Of  marriage  before  the  mese 
Desired  was  of  every  wight 
To  be  made  the  same  night, 
To  put  away  all  maner  douts 
Of  every  wight  thereabouts, 
And  so  was  do;  and  on  the  morrow, 
Whan  every  thought  and  every  sorrow 
Dislodged  was  out  of  mine  herte, 
With  every  wo  and  every  smert, 
Unto  a  tent  prince  and  princes, 
Me  thought,  brought  me  and  my  maistres, 
And  said  we  were  at  full  age 
There  to  conclude  our  marriage, 
With  ladies,  knights,  and  squiers, 
And  a  great  host  of  ministers, 
With  instruments  and  souncs  diverse, 
That  iong  were  here  to  rehearse, 


Which  tent  was  church  pexoehiall, 
Ordaint  was  in  espedall, 
For  the  feast  and  for  the  saere, 
Where  archbishop,  and  archdiaiere 

Song  full  out  the  servise, 

After  the  custome  and  the  guise, 

And  the  churches  ordinannce  ; 

And  after  that  to  dine  and  daunce 

Brought  were  we,  and  to  divers  pbyes, 

And  for  our  speed  ech  with  prayes, 

And  merry  was  most  and  least, 

And  said  amended  was  the  feast, 

And  were  right  glad  lady  and  lord; 

Of  the  marriage  and  th* accord, 

And  wished  us  bertes  pleasaunce, 

Joy,  hele,  and  continuance, 

And  to  the  mimstrik  made  request, 

That  in  encreasing  of  the  fest, 

They  would  touch  their  cords, 

And  with  some  new  joyeux  accords, 

Moove  the  people  to  gladnesse, 

And  praiden  of  all  gentilnesse, 

Ech  to  paine  them  for  the  day, 

To  shew  his  cunning  and  his  play. 

Tho  began  sownes  mervelous 

Entuned  with  accords  joyous, 

Round  about  all  the  tents, 

With  thousands  of  instruments, 

That  every  wight  to  daunce  them  pained, 

To  be  merry  was  none  that  fained, 

Which  sowne  me  troubled  in  my  sleepe, 

That  fro  my  bed  forth  I  lepe, 

Wening  to  be  at  the  feast, 

But  whan  I  woke  all  was  ceast, 

For  there  n'as  lady  ne  creature, 

Save  on  the  wals  old  portraiture 

Of  horsmcn,  haukes,  and  hounds, 

And  hurt  deere  full  of  wounds, 

Some  like  bitten,  some  hurt  with  shot, 

And,  as  my  dreame,  seemed  that  was  not ; 

And  whan  I  wake,  and  knew  the  trouth, 

And  ye  had  seen,  of  very  routh, 

I  trow  ye  would  have  wept  a  weke, 

For  never  man  yet  halfe  so  seke; 

I  went  escaped  with  the  life, 

And  was  for  fault  that  sword  ne  kniie 

I  find  ne  might  my  life  t'abridge, 

Ne  thing  that  kerved,  ne  had  edge, 

Wherewith  I  might  my  woful  pains 

Have  voided  with  bleeding  of  my  vains. 

Lo,  here  my  blisse,  lo,  here  my  paine, 

Which  to  my  lady  I  do  complaine, 

And  grace  and  mercy  her  requere, 

To  end  my  wo  and  busie  fere, 

And  me  accept  to  her  servise, 

After  her  service  in  such  avise, 

That  of  my  dreame  the  substaunce 

Might  turne  once  to  cognisaunce, 

And  cognisaunce  to  very  preve 

By  full  consent  and  good  leve, 

Or  els  without  more  I  pray, 

That  this  night,  or  it  be  day, 

I  mote  unto  my  dreame  returne, 

And  sleeping  so,  forth  aie  sojourne 

About  the  yle  of  pleasaunce, 

Under  my  ladies  obeisaunce, 

In  her  servise,  and  in  such  wise, 

As  it  please  her  may  to  devise, 

And  grace  ones  to  be  accept, 

Like  as  I  dreamed  whan  I  slept, 
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d  dure  a  thousand  yeare  and  ten, 
her  good  will,  amen,  amen. 


sst  of  faire,  and  goodliest  on  live, 

iy  secret  to  you  1  plaine  and  shrive, 

iring  grace  and  of  complaint, 

*  healed  or  martyred  as  a  saint, 

y  my  trouth  I  sweare,  and  by  this  booke, 

ay  both  heale  and  alee  me  with  a  looke. 

rth  mine  owne  true  herte  innocent, 

vith  humblesse,  do  thine  observaunce, 

a  thy  lady  on  thy  knees  present 

ervise  new,  and  think  how  great  pleasanoe 

o  live  under  th'obeisance 

r  that  may  with  her  looks  soft 

thee  the  blisse  that  thou  deairest  oft 


Be  diligent,  awake,  obey,  and  drede, 
And  not  too  wild  of  thy  countenaunce, 
But  meeke  and  glad,  and  thy  nature  feed, 
To  do  each  thing  that  may  her  pleasance, 
Whan  thou  shalt  sleep,  have  aie  in  remembrance 
Th'image  of  her  which  may  with  lookes  soft 
Give  thee  the  blisse  that  thou  deairest  oft 

And  if  so  be  that  thou  her  name  find 
Written  in  booke,  or  els  upon  wall, 
Looke  that  thou,  as  servaunt  true  and  kind, 
Thine  obeisaunce,  as  she  were  there  withall ; 
Faining  in  love  is  breeding  of  a  fall 
From  the  grace  of  her,  whose  lookes  soft 
May  give  the  blisse  that  thou  deeirest  oft. 

Ye  that  this  ballade  read  shall, 
I  pray  you  keepe  you  from  the  fall. 


THE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF. 


gentlewoman  out  of  an  arbour  in  a  grove,  seeth  a  great  companie  of  knights  and  ladies  in  a  dannoe  upon  the 
»•  grasse :  the  which  being  ended,  they  all  kneele  downe,  and  do  honour  to  the  daltte,  tome  to  the  flower,  and 
t  to  the  leafe.  Afterward  this  gentlewoman  learneth  by  one  of  these  ladies  the  meaning  hereof,  which  is  this : 
r  which  honour  the  flower,  a  thing  fading  with  every  blast,  are  such  as  looke  after  beautie  and  worldly  pleasure. 
th«y  that  honour  the  leafe,  which  abideth  with  the  root,  notwithstanding  the  frosts  and  winter  stormes,  are 
which  follow  vertue  and  during  qualities,  without  regard  of  worldly  respects. 
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f  that  Phebus  his  chair  of  gold  so  hie 
thirled  up  the  sterry  sky  aloft, 
n  the  Boole  was  entred  certainly, 
i  ahoures  sweet  of  raine  descended  soft, 
ag  the  ground  fele  times  and  oft, 
r  to  give  many  an  wholsome  aire, 
ivery  plaine  was  clothed  faire 

new  greene,  and  maketh  small  floures 
ringen  here  and  there  in  field  and  in  mede, 
ry  good  and  wholsome  be  the  ahoures, 
it  renueth  that  was  old  and  dede, 
liter  time  ;  and  out  of  every  sede 
geth  the  hearbe,  bo  that  every  wight 
s  season  wexeth  glad  and  light 

I  so  glad  of  the  season  swete, 

napped  thus  upon  a  certaine  night, 

lay  in  my  bed,  sleepe  full  unmete 

unto  me,  but  why  that  I  ne  might 

I  ne  wist :  for  there  n*as  earthly  wight 

suppose  had  more  herte  ease 

I  ;  for  I  n'ad  sicknesse  nor  disease. 

efore  I  mervaile  greatly  of  my  selfe, 
I  so  long  withouten  sleepe  lay, 
ip  1  rose  three  houres  after  twelfe, 
t  the  springing  of  the  day, 
>n  1  put  my  geare  and  mine  array, 
o  a  pleasaunt  grove  I  gan  passe, 
er  the  bright  Sunne  up  risen  was. 


In  which  were  okes  great,  streight  as  a  line, 
Under  the  which  the  grasse  so  fresh  of  hew, 
Was  newly  sprong,  and  an  eight  foot  or  nine 
Every  tree  well  fro  his  fellow  grew, 
With  branches  brode,  laden  with  leves  new, 
That  sprongen  out  ayen  the  sunne-ehene, 
Some  very  red,  and  some  a  glad  light  greue. 

Which  as  me  thought  was  right  a  pleasant  sight, 
And  eke  the  briddes  songe  for  to  here, 
Would  have  rejoiced  any  earthly  wight, 
And  I  that  couth  not  yet  in  no  inanere 
Heare  the  nightingale  of  all  the  yeare, 
Ful  busily  herkened  with  herte  and  with  eare, 
If  I  her  voice  perceive  coud  any  where. 

And,  at  the  last,  a  path  of  little  brede 

I  found,  that  greatly  had  not  used  be, 

For  it  forgrowen  was  with  grasse  and  weede, 

That  well  unneth  a  wighte  might  it  se  : 

Thought  I,  this  path  some  whider  goth,  parde  ; 

And  so  I  followed,  till  it  me  brought 

To  right  a  pleasaunt  herber  well  y  wrought, 

That  benched  was,  and  with  turfes  new 
Freshly  turved,  whereof  the  grene  sras, 
So  small,  so  thicke,  so  short,  so  fresh  of  hew, 
That  most  like  unto  green  wool  wot  I  it  was : 
The  hegge  also  that  yede  in  compas, 
And  closed  in  all  the  greene  herbere, 
With  sicamour  was  set  and  eglatere  ; 
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Wrethen  in  fere  so  well  and  cunningly, 

That  every  branch  and  leafe  grew  by  mesure, 

Flaine  as  a  bord,  of  an  height  by  and  by, 

I  sie  never  thing  I  yon  ensure, 

So  well  done  ;  for  he  that  tooke  the  core 

It  to  make  ytrow,  did  all  his  peine 

To  make  it  passe  all  tho  that  men  have  seine. 

And  shapen  was  this  herber  roofe  and  all 
As  a  prety  parlour  ;  and  also 
The  hegge  as  thieke  as  a  castle  wall, 
That  who  that  list  without  to  stond  or  go, 
Though  he  would  all  day  prien  to  and  fro, 
He  should  not  see  if  there  were  any  wight 
Within  or  no  ;  but  one  within  well  might 

Perceive  all  tho  that  yeden  there  without 

In  the  field,  that  was  on  every  side 

Covered  with  corn  and  grasse,  that  out  of  doubt, 

Though  one  would  seeke  all  the  world  wide, 

So  rich  a  fielde  coud  not  be  espide 

On  no  coast,  as  of  the  quantity, 

For  of  all  good  thing  there  was  plenty. 

And  I  that  all  this  pleasaunt  sight  sie, 
Thought  sodainly  I  felt  so  sweet  an  aire 
Of  the  eglentere,  that  certaincly 
There  is  no  hert,  I  deme,  in  such  dispaire, 
Ne  with  thoughts  froward  and  contraire, 
So  overlaid,  but  it  should  soone  have  bote, 
If  it  had  ones  felt  this  savour  sote. 

And  as  I  stood  and  cast  aside  mine  eie, 

I  was  ware  of  the  fairest  raedler  tree, 

That  ever  yet  in  all  my  life  I  sie, 

As  full  of  blossomes  as  it  might  bo, 

Therein  a  goldfinch  leaping  pretile 

Fro  bough  to  bough  ;  and,  as  him  list,  he  eet 

Here  and  there  of  buds  and  floures  sweet 

And  to  the  herber  side  was  joyning 
This  faire  tree,  of  which  I  have  you  told, 
And  at  the  last  the  brid  began  to  sinjr, 
Whan  he  had  eaten  what  he  eat  wold  ; 
So  passing  sweetly,  that  by  manifold 
It  was  more  pleasaunt  than  i  coud  devise. 
And  whan  his  song  was  ended  in  this  wise, 

The  nightingale  with  so  merry  a  note 

Answered  him,  that  all  the  wood  rong 

So  sodainiy,  that  as  it  were  a  sote, 

I  stood  astonied,  so  was  I  with  the  song 

Thorow  ravished,  that  till  late  and  long, 

I  ne  wist  in  what  place  I  was,  ne  where  ; 

And  ayen,  me  thought,  she  song  ever  by  mine  ere. 

Wherefore  I  waited  about  busily 
On  every  side,  if  I  her  might  sec  ; 
And,  at  the  last,  I  gan  full  well  aspy 
Where  she  sat  in  a  fresh  grene  laurer  tree, 
Oil  the  further  side  even  right  by  me, 
That  gave  so  passing  a  delicious  smell, 
According  to  the  eglentere  full  well. 

Whereof  I  had  so  inly  great  pleasure, 
That,  as  me  thought,  I  surely  ravished  was 
Into  Paradise,  where  my  desire 
Was  for  to  be,  and  no  ferther  passe 
As  for  that  day,  and  on  the  sote  grasse 
I  sat  me  downe,  for  as  for  mine  entent, 
The  birdes  song  was  more  convenient, 


And  more  pleasaunt  to  me  by  many  fold, 
Than  meat  or  drinke,  or  any  other  thing, 
Thereto  the  herber  was  so  fresh  and  eofi, 
The  wholesome  savours  eke  so  comforting. 
That,  as  I  demed,  sith  the  beginning 
Of  the  world  was  never  seene  er  than 
So  pleasaunt  a  ground  of  none  earthly  hub. 

And  as  I  sat  the  birds  harkening  thus, 
Me  thought  that  I  heard  voices  sodainly, 
The  most  sweetest  and  most  delicious 
That  ever  any  wight  I  trow  truly 
Heard  in  then?  life,  for  the  armony 
And  sweet  accord  was  in  so  good  musks, 
That  the  voice  to  angels  most  was  like. 

At  the  last,  out  of  a  grove  even  by, 
That  was  right  goodly  and  pleasaunt  to  «gbt 
I  sie  where  there  came  singing  lustily 
A  world  of  ladies  ;  but,  to  tell  aright 
Their  great  beauty,  it  lieth  not  in  my  might, 
Ne  their  array  ;  neverthelesse  I  shall 
Tell  you  a  part,  though  I  speake  not  of  afl. 

The  surcotes  white  of  velvet  wele  sitting, 
They  were  in  cladde  ;  and  the  semes  ecbane, 
As  it  were  a  manere  garnishing, 
Was  set  with  emerauds  one  and  one, 
By  and  by  ;  but  many  a  riche  stone 
Was  set  on  the  purtiles,  out  of  dout, 
Of  colors,  sieves,  and  trainee  round  about 

As  great  pearles  round  and  orient, 
Diamonds  fine,  and  rubies  red, 
And  many  another  stone  of  which  I  went 
The  names  now  ;  and  everich  on  her  bead 
A  rich  fret  of  gold,  which  without  dread 
Was  full  of  stately  riche  stones  set, 
And  every  lady  had  a  chapelet 

On  her  head  of  [branches]  fresh  and  grene, 
So  wele  wrought  and  so  mervelously, 
That  it  was  a  noble  sight  to  sene, 
Some  of  laurer,  and  some  full  pleasauntly 
Had  chapelets  of  woodbind,  and  sadly 
Some  of  agnus  cast  tut  were  also 
Chapelets  fresh  ;  but  there  were  many  of  ti 

That  daunced,  and  eke  song  full  soberly, 
But  all  they  yede  in  manner  of  compace, 
But  one  there  yode  in  mid  the  company, 
Sole  by  her  selfe,  but  all  followed  the  pace 
That  she  kepte,  whose  heavenly  figured  face 
So  pleasaunt  was,  and  her  wele  shape  pereoi 
That  of  beauty  she  past  hem  everichon. 

And  more  richly  beseene,  by  many  fold 
She  was  also  in  every  maner  thing, 
On  her  head  ful!  pleasaunt  to  behold, 
A  crowne  of  golde  rich  for  any  king, 
A  braunch  of  agnus  vastus  eke  bearing 
In  her  hand  ;  and  to  my  sight  truly, 
She  lady  was  of  the  company. 

And  she  began  a  roundell  lustely, 
That  "  Suse  le  foyle,  devers  w<oy,"  men  call, 
u  Sieiie  ct  mon  jolt/  couer  est  endormy" 
And  than  the  company  answered  all, 
With  voices  sweet  entuned,  and  so  small, 
That  me  thought  it  the  sweetest  melody 
That  ever  I  heard  in  my  life  soothly. 
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they  came,  dauncing  and  singing 
niddes  of  the  mede  echone, 

0  herber  where  I  was  sitting, 

wot,  me  thought  I  was  wei  trigone, 

1  might  avise  hem  one  by  one, 

?st  was,  who  coud  best  dance  or  sing, 
lost  womanly  was  in  all  thing. 

not  daunced  but  a  little  throw, 
it  I  hearde  ferre  off  sodainly, 
i  noise  of  thundering  trumpes  blow, 
l  it  should  have  departed  the  skie  ; 
1  that  within  a  while  I  sie, 

same  grove  where  the  ladies  come  out, 
f  armes  comming  such  a  rout, 

i  men  on  earth  had  been  assembled 
lace,  wele  horsed  for  the  nones, 

>  fast,  that  all  the  earth  trembled : 

>  speake  of  riches  and  [of]  stones, 
and  horse,  I  trow  the  large  wones, 
John,  ne  all  his  tresory, 

t  unneth  have  boght  the  tenth  party 

irray :  who  so  list  hoare  more, 

hearse,  so  as  I  can,  a  lite. 

e  grove,  that  I  spake  of  before, 

e  first  all  in  their  clokes  white, 

ay,  that  ware  for  their  delite, 

i  fresh  of  okes  seriall, 

rong,  and  trumpets  they  were  all. 

trumpe  hanging  a  broad  bancre 
j-tarium  were  full  richely  bete, 
irapet  his  lords  armes  here, 
eir  neckes  with  great  pearles  sete 
rode,  for  cost  they  would  not  lete, 
ild  seem,  for  their  schochones  echone, 

about  with  many  a  precious  stone. 

rse  harneis  was  all  white  also, 
r  them  next  in  one  company, 
igs  of  armes,  and  no  mo, 
of  white  cloth  of  gold  richly  ; 
i  of  greene  on  their  heads  on  hie, 
us  that  they  on  their  scochones  bere, 
.  with  pearle,  ruby,  and  saphere, 

great  diamondes  many  one  ; 
leir  horse  harneis  and  other  geare 
sute  according  everichone, 
ve  heard  the  foresaid  trumpets  were  ; 
eeming  they  were  nothing  to  lere, 
r  guiding  they  did  so  manerly, 
r  hem  came  a  great  company 

des  and  pursevauntes  eke, 

,n  clothes  of  white  velvet, 

lily  they  were  no  thing  to  seke, 

y  on  them  should  the  harneis  set ; 

7  man  had  on  a  chapelet ; 

s  and  eke  horse  harneis  indede, 

I  in  sate  of  hem  that  'fore  hem  yede. 

>r  hem  came  in  armour  bright 
their  heades,  seemely  k  nigh  tea  nine, 
•y  claspe  and  naile,  as  to  my  sight, 
harneis  were  of  red  polde  fine, 
th  of  gold,  and  furred  with  ermine 
» trappoures  of  their  stedes  strong, 
i  large,  that  to  the  ground  did  hong. 


And  every  bosse  of  bridle  and  paitrell 
That  they  had,  was  worth,  as  I  would  wene, 
A  thousand  pound  ;  and  on  their  heades  well 
Dressed  were  crownes  of  laurer  grene, 
The  best  made  that  ever  I  had  sene, 
And  every  knight  had  after  him  riding 
Three  henchemen  on  him  awaiting. 

Of  which  every  [first]  on  a  short  tronchoun 
His  lordes  helme  bare,  so  richly  dight, 
That  the  worst  was  worthe  the  ransoun 
Of  [any]  king ;  the  second  a  shield  bright 
Bare  at  his  backe  ;  the  thred  bare  upright 
A  mighty  spere,  full  sharpe  ground  and  kene, 
And  every  childe  ware  of  leaves  grene 

A  fresh  chapelet  upon  his  haires  bright ; 
And  clokes  white  of  fine  velvet  they  ware, 
Their  steeds  trapped  and  raied  right 
Without  difference  as  their  lordes  were, 
And  after  hem  on  many  a  fresh  corsere, 
There  came  of  armed  knights  such  a  rout, 
That  they  bespread  the  large  field  about 

And  all  they  ware  after  their  degrees 
Chapelets  newe  made  of  laurer  grene, 
Some  of  [the]  oke,  and  some  of  other  trees, 
Some  in  their  honds  bare  boughes  shene, 
Some  of  laurer,  and  some  of  okes  kene, 
Some  of  hauthorne,  and  some  of  [the]  woodbind, 
And  many  mo  which  I  had  not  in  mind. 

And  so  they  came,  their  horses  freshly  stering, 
With  bloody  sownes  of  hir  trompes  loud  ; 
There  sie  I  many  an  uncouth  disguising 
In  the  array  of  these  knightes  proud, 
And  at  the  last  as  evenly  as  they  coud, 
They  took  their  places  in  middes  of  the  mede, 
And  every  knight  turned  his  horses  hede 

To  his  fellow,  and  lightly  laid  a  spere 

In  the  rest ;  and  so  justes  began 

On  every  part  about  here  and  there ; 

Some  brake  his  spere,  some  drew  down  hors  and 

About  the  field  astray  the  steedes  ran  ;  [man, 

And  to  behold  their  rule  and  governaunce, 

I  you  ensure  it  was  a  great  pleasaunce. 

And  so  the  justes  last  an  houre  and  more  ; 
But  tho,  that  crowned  were  in  laurer  grene, 
Wan  the  prise  ;  their  dints  were  so  sore, 
That  there  was  none  ayenst  hem  might  sustene, 
And  the  justing  all  was  left  off  dene, 
And  fro  their  horse  the  ninth  alight  anone, 
And  so  did  all  the  remnant  everichone. 

And  forth  they  yede  togider,  twain  and  twain; 

That  to  behold  it  was  a  worthy  sight, 

Toward  the  ladies  on  the  greene  plain, 

That  song  and  daunced  as  I  said  now  right : 

The  ladies  as  soone  as  they  goodly  might, 

They  brake  of  both  the  song  and  dance, 

And  yede  to  meet  hem  with  ful  glad  semblaunce. 

And  every  lady  tooke  full  womanly 
By  the  hond  a  knight,  and  forth  they  yede 
Unto  a  faire  laurer  that  stood  fast  by, 
With  leves  lade  the  boughes  of  great  brede  : 
And  to  my  dome  there  never  was  indede 
Man,  that  had  seene  halfe  so  faire  a  tre  ; 
For  underneath  there  might  it  well  have  be 
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An  hundred  persons  at  their  owne  plesaunce 
Shadowed  fro  the  heat  of  Phebus  bright, 
So  that  they  should  have  felt  no  grevaunce 
Of  raine  ne  haile  that  hem  hurte  might, 
The  savour,  eke,  rejoice  wonld  any  wight 
That  had  be  sicke  or  melancolions ; 
It  was  so  very  good  and  vertuous. 

And  with  great  reverence  they  enclined  low 
To  the  tree  so  soot  and  fairc  of  hew  ; 
And  after  that,  within  a  little  throw, 
They  began  to  sing  and  daunce  of  new, 
Some  song  of  love,  some  plaining  of  untrew, 
Environing  the  tree  that  stood  upright ; 
And  ever  yede  a  lady  and  a  knight. 

And  at  the  last  I  cast  mine  eye  aside, 
And  was  ware  of  a  lusty  company 
That  came  roming  out  of  the  field  wide, 
Hond  in  hond  a  knight  and  a  lady  ; 
The  ladies  all  in  surcotes,  that  richely 
Purfiled  were  with  many  a  rich  stone, 
And  every  knight  of  green  ware  mantles  on, 

Embrouded  well  so  as  the  surcotes  were, 
And  everich  had  a  chapelet  on  her  hed, 
Which  did  right  well  upon  the  shining  here, 
Made  of  goodly  floures  white  and  red, 
The  knightes  eke,  that  they  in  honde  led, 
In  sute  of  hem  ware  chapelets  everichone, 
And  before  hem  went  minstrels  many  one, 

As  harpes,  pipes,  lutes,  and  sautry 

Alle  in  greene  ;  and  on  their  heades  bare 

Of  divers  floures  made  full  craftely, 

All  in  a  sute  goodly  chapelets  they  ware  ; 

And  so  dauncing  into  the  mede  they  fare, 

In  mid  the  which  they  found  a  tuft  that  was 

All  oversprad  with  floures  in  compas. 

Whereto  they  enclined  everichone 

With  great  reverence,  and  that  full  humbly  ; 

And,  at  the  last,  there  began,  anone, 

A  lady  for  to  sing  right  womanly, 

A  bargaret  in  praising  the  daisie  ; 

For  as  me  thought  among  her  notes  swete, 

She  said  "  iS't  douce  est  la  Margarcte" 

Than  they  alle  answered  her  in  fere, 
So  passingly  well,  and  so  pleasauntly, 
That  it  was  a  blisful  noise  to  here, 
But  I  n'ot  how  it  happed,  suddaiuly, 
As  about  noone,  the  Sunne  so  fervently 
Waxe  hote,  that  the  prety  tender  floures 
Had  lost  the  beauty  of  hlr  fresh  coloures. 

Forshronke  with  heat,  the  ladies  eke  to-brent, 

That  they  ne  wist  where  they  hem  might  bestow  ; 

The  knightes  swclt  for  lack  of  shade  nie  shent, 

And  after  that,  within  a  little  throw, 

The  wind  began  so  sturdily  to  blow, 

That  down  gocth  all  the  floures  everichone, 

So  that  in  all  the  mede  there  left  not  one  ; 

Save  such  as  succoured  were  among  the  leves 
Fro  every  stormc  that  might  hem  assail e, 
Growing  under  [the]  hegges  and  thicke  greves  ; 
And  after  that,  there  came  a  stomie  of  haile* 
And  raine  in  fere,  so  that  withoutcn  faile, 
The  ladies  no  the  knightes  n'ade  o  threed 
Drie  on  them,  so  dropping  was  hir  weed. 


And  whan  the  storm  was  cleane  passed  away, 
Tho  in  white  that  stood  under  the  tree, 
They  felt  nothing  of  the  great  affray, 
That  they  in  greene  without  had  in  ybe, 
To  them  they  yede  for  routh  and  pite, 
Them  to  comfort  after  their  great  disease, 
So  faine  they  were  the  helplesse  for  to  ease. 

Than  I  was  ware  how  one  of  hem  in  grene 
Had  on  a  crowne  rich  and  well  sitting, 
Wherefore  I  demed  well  she  was  a  queue, 
And  tho  in  greene  on  her  were  awaiting  ; 
The  ladies  men  in  white  that  were  comming 
Toward  them,  and  the  knights  in  fere 
Began  to  comfort  hem,  and  make  hem  chere, 

The  queen  in  white,  that  was  of  great  beauty, 
Took  by  the  hond  the  queen  that  was  in  grene, 
And  said, "  Suster,  I  have  right  great  pity 
Of  your  annoy,  and  of  the  troublous  tene, 
Wherein  ye  and  your  company  have  bene 
So  long,  alas !  and  if  that  it  you  please 
To  go  with  me,  I  shall  do  you  the  ease, 

« In  all  the  pleasure  that  I  can  or  may  f 

Whereof  the  other  humbly  as  she  might, 

Thanked  her  ;  for  in  right  ill  array 

She  was  with  storm  and  heat  I  yon  behight, 

And  every  lady  then  anone  right 

That  were  in  white,  one  of  them  took  in  grene 

By  the  hond,  which  whan  the  knights  had  sene, 

In  like  wise  ech  of  them  tooke  a  knight 
Cladde  in  greene,  and  forth  with  hem  they  fare, 
To  an  heg£e,  where  they  anon  right, 
To  make  their  justs  they  would  not  spare 
Boughes  to  hew  down,  and  eke  trees  square, 
Wherwith  they  made  hem  stately  fires  great, 
To  dry  their  clothes  that  were  wringing  weat 

And  after  that  of  hearbes  that  there  grew, 
They  made  for  blisters  of  the  Sunne  brenniug, 
Very  good  and  wholesome  ointments  new, 
Where  that  they  yede  the  sick  fast  anointing ; 
And  after  that  they  yede  about  gadering 
Pleasaunt  salades  which  they  made  hem  eat, 
For  to  refresh  their  great  unkindly  heat. 

The  lady  of  the  Leafe  than  began  to  pray 
Her  of  the  Floure  (for  so  to  my  seeming 
They  should  be  as  by  their  array) 
To  soupe  with  her,  and  eke  for  any  thing, 
That  she  should  with  her  all  her  people  bring ; 
And  she  ayen  in  right  goodly  manere, 
Thanketh  her  of  her  most  friendly  cheare. 

Saying  plainely,  that  she  would  obay 
With  all  her  hert  all  her  commaundement ; 
And  then,  anon,  without  lenger  delay 
The  lady  of  the  Leafe  hath  one  ysent 
For  a  palfray,  after  her  intent, 
Arrayed  well  and  faire  in  harneis  of  gold, 
For  nothing  lacked,  that  to  him  long  shold. 

And  after  that  to  all  her  company 
She  made  to  purvey  horse  and  every  thing 
That  they  needed,  and  than  full  lustily, 
Even  by  the  herber  where  I  was  sitting 
They  passed  all  so  pleasantly  singing. 
That  it  would  have  comforted  any  wi^ht ; 
But  then  I  sie  a  passing  wonder  sight. 
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For  then  the  nightingale,  that  all  the  day 
Had  in  the  laurer  sate,  and  did  her  might 
The  whole  sendee  to  sing  longing  to  May, 
All  sodainly  began  to  take  her  flight ; 
And  to  the  lady  of  the  Leafe  forthright 
She  flew,  and  set  her  on  her  hond  softly, 
Which  was  a  thing  I  marveled  of  greatly. 

The  goldfinch  eke,  that  fro  the  medler  tree 
Was  fled  for  heat  into  the  bushes  cold, 
Unto  the  lady  of  the  Flower  gan  flee, 
And  on  her  hond  he  set  him  as  he  wold, 
And  pleasanntly  his  winges  gan  to  fold  ; 
And  for  to  sing  they  pained  hem  both  as  sore, 
As  they  had  do  of  all  the  day  before. 

And  so  these  ladies  rode  forth  a  peat  pace, 
And  all  the  rout  of  knightes  eke  in  fere  ; 
And  I  that  had  seen  all  this  wonder  case, 
Thought  I  would  assay  in  some  manere, 
To  know  fully  the  trouth  of  this  matere  ; 
And  what  they  were  that  rode  so  pleasantly: 
And  whan  they  were  the  herber  passed  by, 

I  drest  me  forth,  and  happed  to  mete,  anone, 
Right  a  faire  lady,  I  do  you  ensure  ; 
And  she  came  riding  by  herselfe  alone, 
Alle  in  white,  with  semblance  ful  demure  ; 
I  salued  her,  and  bad  good  aventure 
Might  her  befall,  as  I  coud  most  humbly  ; 
And  she  answered,  "  My  doughter,  gramercy  !" 

"  Madame,"  quoth  I,  **  if  that  I  durst  enquere 
Of  you,  I  would  faine  of  that  company 
Wite  what  they  be  that  past  by  this  arbere  P 
And  she  ayen  answered  right  friendly  ; 
*  My  faire  doughter,  all  tho  that  passed  here  by 
In  white  clothing,  be  servaunts  everichone 
Unto  the  Leafe,  and  I  my  selfe  am  one. 

u  See  ye  not  her  that  crowned  is,"  quoth  she, 
«  All  in  white  I"— «  Madame,"  quoth  I, «  yes :» 
M  That  is  Diane,  goddesse  of  chastite, 
And  for  because  that  she  a  maiden  is, 
In  her  hond  the  braunch  she  beareth  this, 
That  agnus  cattus  men  call  properly  ; 
And  all  the  ladies  in  her  company, 

"  Which  ye  se  of  that  hearbe  chapelets  weare, 
Be  such  as  han  kept  alway  hir  maidenheed : 
And  all  they  that  of  laurer  chapelets  beare, 
Be  such  as  hardy  were  aud  manly  in  deed, 
Victorious  name  which  never  may  be  dede  ! 
And  all  they  were  so  worthy  of  hir  hond, 
In  hir  time  that  none  might  hem  withstand. 

u  And  tho  that  weare  chapelets  on  their  hede 
Of  fresh  woodbind,  be  such  as  never  were 
To  love  untrue  in  word,  thought,  ne  dede, 
But  aye  stedfast,  ne  for  pleasaunce,  ne  fere, 
Though  that  they  should  their  hertes  all  to-tere, 
Would  never  flit  but  ever  were  ctedfast, 
Till  that  their  lives  there  asunder  brast." 

"  Now  faire  madame,"  quoth  I, "  yet  I  would  pray 

Your  ladiship,  if  that  it  mighte  be, 

That  I  might  knowe  by  some  maner  way, 

Sith  that  it  hath  liked  vour  beaute, 

The  trouth  of  these  ladies  for  to  tell  me, 

What  that  these  knightes  be  in  rich  armour, 

And  what  tho  be  in  grene  and  weare  tho  flour  1 


'  And  why  that  some  did  reverence  to  that  tre, 

And  some  unto  the  plot  of  floures  faire  ! " 

"  With  right  good  will  my  fair  doughter,"  quoth  she, 

"  Sith  your  desire  is  good  and  debonaire  ; 

Tho  nine  crowned  be  very  exeraplaire, 

Of  all  honour  longing  to  chivalry, 

And  those  certaine  be  called  the  Nine  Worthy, 

a  Which  ye  may  see  [now]  riding  all  before, 
That  in  hir  time  did  many  a  noble  dede, 
And  for  their  worthines  full  oft  have  bore 
The  crowne  of  laurer  leaves  on  their  hede, 
As  ve  may  in  your  old  bookes  rede  ; 
And  how  that  he  that  was  a  conquerour, 
Had  by  laurer  alway  his  most  honour. 

"  And  tho  that  beare  bowes  in  their  hond 
Of  the  precious  laurer  so  notable, 
Be  such  as  were,  I  woll  ye  understood, 
Noble  knightes  of  the  round  table, 
And  eke  the  Douseperis  honourable, 
Which  they  beare  in  signe  of  victory; 
It  is  witnesse  of  their  deeds  mightily. 

"  Eke  there  be  knightes  old  of  the  garter, 
That  in  hir  time  did  right  worthily, 
And  the  honour  they  did  to  the  laurer, 
Is  for  by  it  they  have  their  laud  wholly, 
Their  triumph  eke,  and  martiall  glory  ; 
Which  unto  them  is  more  parfite  richesse, 
Than  any  wight  imagine  can  or  geese. 

u  For  one  leafe  given  of  that  noble  tree 
To  any  wight  that  hath  done  worthily, 
And  it  be  done  so  as  it  ought  to  be, 
Is*  more  honour  than  any  thing  earthly  ; 
Witnes  of  Rome  that  founder  was  truly 
Of  all  knighthood  and  deeds  marvelous, 
Record  I  take  of  Titus  Livius. 

"  And  as  for  her  that  crowned  is  in  greene, 

It  is  Flora,  of  these  floures  goddesse, 

And  all  that  here  on  her  awaiting  beene, 

It  are  such  folk  that  loved  idlenesse, 

And  not  delite  in  no  businesse, 

But  for  to  hunt  and  hauke,  and  pley  in  medes, 

And  many  other  suchlike  idle  dedes. 

And  for  the  great  delite  and  pleasaunce 
They  have  to  the  floure,  and  so  reverently 
They  unto  it  do  such  obeisaunce 
As  ve  may  se."— "  Now  faire  Madame,"  quoth  I, 
"  If  I  durst  aske  what  is  the  cause  and  why, 
That  knightes  have  the  ensigne  of  honour, 
Rather  by  the  leafe  than  the  flour  1" 

w  Soothly  doughter,"  quod  she, « this  is  the  trouth ; 

For  knightes  ever  should  be  persevering, 

To  seeke  honour  without  feintise  or  slouth  ; 

Fro  wele  to  better  in  all  manner  thing  ; 

In  signe  of  which  with  leaves  aye  lasting, 

They  be  rewarded  after  their  degre, 

Whose  lusty  green  May  may  not  appaired  be, 

M  But  aie  keping  their  beautie  fresh  and  greene, 
For  there  n'is  stormc  that  may  hem  deface, 
Haile  nor  snow,  winde  nor  frosts  kene, 
Wherfore  they  have  this  property  and  grace; 
And  for  the  floure,  within  a  little  space 
Woll  be  [all]  lost,  so  simple  of  nature 
They  be,  that  they  no  greevance  may  endure. 
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u  And  erery  storme  will  blow  them  soone  away, 

Ne  they  last  not  but  for  a  season  ; 

That  is  the  cause,  the  very  trouth  to  say, 

That  they  may  not  by  no  way  of  reason 

Be  pat  to  no  such  occupation." 

"  Madame/'  quoth  I, "  with  all  mine  whole  servise 

I  thanke  you  now,  in  my  most  humble  wise, 

«  For  now  I  am  ascertained  throughly, 

Of  every  thing  [that]  I  desired  to  know." 

"  I  am  right  glad  that  I  have  said  sothly, 

Ought  to  your  pleasure,  if  ye  will  me  trow," 

Quod  she  ayen,  "  but  to  whom  do  ye  owe 

Your  service  1  and  which  will  ye  honour, 

Tel  me  I  pray,  this  yere  1  the  Leafe  or  the  Flour!  " 

"  Madame,"  quoth  I, "  though  I  least  worthy, 
Unto  the  Leafe  I  owe  mine  observaunce  : " 
"  That  is,"  quod  she, "  right  well  done  certainly  ; 
And  I  pray  God  to  honour  you  avaonce, 


And  kepe  you  fro  the  wicked  remembraunce 

Of  Malebouch,  and  all  his  crueltie, 

And  all  that  good  and  well  conditioned  be. 

"  For  here  may  I  no  lenger  now  abide, 

I  must  follow  the  great  company, 

That  ye  may  see  yonder  before  you  ride." 

And  forth  as  I  couth  most  humbly, 

I  tooke  my  leve  of  her,  as  she  gan  hie, 

After  them  as  last  as  ever  she  might, 

And  I  drow  homeward,  for  it  was  nigh  night 

And  put  all  that  I  had  seene  in  writing, 
Under  support  of  them  that  lust  it  to  rede. 
O  little  booke,  thou  art  so  unconning, 
How  darst  thou  put  thy  self  in  prees  for  drede! 
It  is  wonder  that  thou  wexest  not  rede  ! 
Sith  that  thou  wost  full  lite  who  shall  behold 
Thy  rude  langage,  full  boistousl y  unfold. 
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A  thousand  times  I  have  heard  men  tell, 
That  there  is  joy  in  Heaven,  and  pain  in  Hell, 
And  I  accord  it  wele  that  it  is  so, 
But  nathelease  yet  wote  I  wele  also, 
That  there  n'is  non  dwelling  in  this  countre, 
That  either  hath  in  Heaven  or  in  Hell  ybe, 
Ne  may  of  it  none  other  waies  witten, 
But  as  he  heard  sayd,  or  found  it  written, 
For  by  assay  there  may  no  man  it  preve. 

But  God  forbede  but  men  should  leve 
Wei  more  thing  than  they  have  seen  with  eye, 
Men  shall  nat  wenen  every  thing  a  lie 
But  if  himself  he  seeth,  or  els  it  dooth, 
For,  God  wote,  thing  is  never  the  lesse  soth, 
Though  every  wight  ne  may  it  not  ysee. 
Bernarde  the  moiike  ne  saugh  all,  parde, 
Than  mote  we  to  bookes  that  we  find, 
(Through  which  that  old  things  ben  in  mind) 
And  to  the  doctrine  of  the  old  wise, 
Yeve  credence,  in  every  skilful  wise, 
That  tellcn  of  the  old  appreved  stories, 
Of  holines,  of  reignes,  of  victories, 
Of  love,  of  hate,  and  other  sundry  things, 
Of  which  I  may  not  make  rehearsings : 
And  if  that  old  bookes  were  away, 
Ylorne  were  of  all  remembraunce  the  kay. 

Well  ought  us  than,  honouren  and  beleve 
These  bookes,  there  we  han  none  other  preve. 

And  as  for  me,  though  that  I  can  but  lite, 
On  bookes  for  to  rede  I  me  delite, 
And  to  hem  yeve  I  faith  and  full  credence, 
And  in  mine  herte  have  horn  in  reverence 
So  hertely,  that  there  is  game  none. 
That  fro  my  bookes  maketh  me  to  gone, 
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But  it  be  seldome  on  the  holy  daie, 
Save  certainly,  whan  that  the  month  of  May 
Is  comen,  and  that  I  heare  the  foules  sing, 
And  that  the  floures  ginnen  for  to  spring, 
Farwell  my  booke,  and  my  devotion. 

Now  have  I  than  eke  this  condition. 
That  of  all  the  floures  in  the  mede, 
Than  love  I  most  these  floures  white  and  rede, 
Soch  that  men  call  en  daisies  in  our  toun, 
To  hem  I  have  so  great  affectioun, 
As  I  sayd  erst,  whan  comen  is  the  May, 
That  in  my  bedde  there  daweth  me  no  day, 
That  I  nam  up  and  walking  in  the  mede, 
To  seen  this  floure  ayenst  the  Sunne  sprede, 
Whan  it  up  riseth  early  by  the  morrow, 
That  blisfull  sight  softeneth  all  my  sorow, 
So  glad  am  I,  whan  that  I  have  presence 
Of  it,  to  done  it  all  reverence, 
As  she  that  is  of  all  floures  the  floure, 
Fulfilled  of  all  vertue  and  honoure, 
And  every  ylike  faire,  and  fresh  of  hewe, 
And  ever  I  love  it,  and  ever  ylike  newe, 
And  ever  shall,  till  that  mine  herte  die, 
All  sweare  I  not,  of  this  I  woll  not  lie. 

There  loved  no  wight  hotter  in  his  life, 
And  whan  that  it  is  eve  I  renne  blithe, 
As  sone  as  ever  the  Sunne  ginneth  west, 
To  seen  this  floure,  how  it  woll  go  to  rest, 
For  feare  of  night,  so  hateth  she  derkenes*e, 
Her  chere  is  plainly  spred  in  the  brightnesse 
Of  the  Sunne,  for  there  it  woll  unclose : 
Alas,  that  I  ne  had  English  rime,  or  prose 
Suflisaunt  this  floure  to  praise  aright, 
But  helpeth  ye,  that  han  conning  and  might, 
Ye  lovers,  that  can  make  of  sentement, 
In  this  case  ought  ye  be  diligent, 
To  fortliren  me  somewhat  in  my  labour, 
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Whether  ye  been  with  the  lefe  or  with  the  flour, 

For  well  I  wote,  that  ye  han  here  beforne 

Of  making  ropen,  and  had  alway  the  corne, 

And  I  come  after,  glening  here  and  there, 

And  am  full  glad  if  I  may  find  an  eare, 

Of  any  goodly  worde  that  ye  han  left, 

And  though  it  happen  me  to  rehearaen  eft, 

That  ye  han  in  your  freshe  Bonges  sayd, 

Forbeareth  me,  and  beth  not  evill  apayd, 

Sith  that  ye  se,  I  doe  it  in  the  honour 

Of  love,  and  eke  of  service  of  the  flour, 

Whom  that  I  serve,  as  I  have  wit  or  might, 

She  is  the  elerenesse  and  the  very  light, 

That  in  this  derke  world  me  wint  and  ledeth  ; 

The  herte  within  my  sorowfull  brest  you  dredeth, 

And  loveth  so  sore,  that  ye  ben  verily 

The  maistres  of  my  wit,  and  nothing  I, 

My  word,  my  workes,  is  knit  so  in  your  bonde 

That  as  an  harpe  obeieth  to  the  honde, 

And  make  it  soune  after  his  fingering, 

Right  so  mo  we  ye  out  of  mine  herte  bring, 

Soch  voice,  right  as  you  list,  to  laugh  or  pain  ; 

Be  ye  my  guide,  and  lady  soverain  ! 

As  to  mme  yearthly  God,  to  you  I  call, 

Both  in  this  werke,  and  my  sorowes  all. 

But  wherefore  that  I  spake  to  yeve  credence 

To  old  stories,  and  done  hem  reverence, 

And  that  men  musten  more  thing  bileve 

That  men  may  seen  at  eye  or  els  prove, 

That  shall  I  sein,  whan  that  I  see  my  time, 

I  may  nat  all  atones  speake  in  rime ; 

My  busie  ghost,  that  thursteth  alway  new, 

To  seen  this  flour  so  yong,  sc  fresh  of  hew, 

Constrained  me,  with  so  gredy  desire, 

That  in  my  herte  I  fele  yet  the  fire, 

That  made  me  rise  ere  it  were  day, 

And  this  was  now  the  first  morow  of  May, 

With  dreadfull  herte  and  glad  devotion 

For  to  been  at  the  resurrection 

Of  this  floure,  whan  that  it  should  unclose 

Again  the  Sunne,  that  rose  as  redde  as  rose, 

That  in  the  brest  was  of  the  beast  that  day, 

That  Angenores  daughter  ladde  away : 

And  doune  on  knees,  anon,  right  I  me  sette, 

And  as  I  could,  this  fresh  floure  I  grette, 

Kneeling  alway,  till  it  unclosed  was, 

Upon  the  small,  soft,  swete  gras, 

That  was  with  floures  swete  embrouded  all, 

Of  such  swetenesse,  and  soch  odour  over  all, 

That  for  to  speake  of  gomme,  herbe,  or  tree, 

Comparison  may  not  vmaked  be. 

For  it  surmounteth  plainly  all  odoures, 

And  of  riche  beaute  of  floures  : 

Forgotten  had  the  yearth  his  poore  estate 

Of  Winter,  that  him  naked  made  and  mate, 

And  with  his  sword  of  cold  so  sore  greved  ; 

Now  hath  the  attempre  sunne  al  that  releved 

That  naked  was,  and  clad  it  new  again  ; 

The  small  fbules  of  the  season  fain, 

That  of  the  panter  and  the  net  been  scaped, 

Upon  the  fouler,  that  hem  made  awhaped 

In  Winter,  and  destroied  had  hir  brood, 

In  his  dispite  hem  thought  it  did  hem  good 

To  sing  of  him,  and  in  hir  song  dispise 

The  foule  chorle,  that  for  his  covetise, 

Had  hem  betraied  with  his  sophistrie, 

This  was  hir  song, "  The  fouler  we  defie, 

And  all  his  craft  :"  and  some  songen  clere, 

Laies  of  love,  that  joy  it  was  to  here, 

In  worshipping  and  praysing  of  hir  make, 


And  for  the  new  blisfull  Somen  sake, 

Upon  the  braunches  full  of  blosmes  soft, 

In  hir  dilite,  they  tourned  hem  ful  oft, 

And  songen,  "  Blissed  be  Sainct  Valentine, 

For  on  his  day  I  chese  you  to  be  mine, 

Withouten  repenting  mine  herte  swete  f 

And  therewithall  hir  bekes  gonnen  mete, 

Yelding  honour,  and  humble  obeisaunce 

To  love,  and  didden  hir  other  observaunce 

That  longeth  unto  love,  and  unto  nature, 

Constrewe  that  as  you  list,  I  do  no  cure  : 

And  tho  that  had  done  unkindnesse, 

As  doeth  the  tidife,  for  new  fanglenesse, 

Besought  mercy  of  hir  trespasing, 

And  humbly  sons  hir  repenting, 

And  sworen  on  the  blosmes  to  be  true, 

So  that  hir  makes  would  upon  hem  rue, 

And  at  the  last  maden  hir  acorde, 

All  found  they  Daunger  for  the  time  a  lord, 

Yet  Pite,  through  his  strong  gentill  might, 

Foryave,  and  made  Mercy  passen  right 

Through  Innocence,  and  ruled  Curtesie  : 

But  I  ne  cleape  it  nat  innocence  folie, 

Ne  false  pite,  for  vertue  is  the  meane, 

As  eticke  sayth,  in  soch  maner  I  meane. 

And  thus  these  foule,  voide  of  all  malice, 

Acordeden  to  love,  and  laften  vice 

Of  hate,  and  song  all  of  one  acorde, 

"  Welcome  Somraer,  our  governour  and  lorde." 

And  Zephirus,  and  Flora  gen  telly, 

Yave  to  the  floures  soft  and  tenderly, 

Hir  swote  breth,  and  made  hem  for  to  sprede, 

As  god  and  goddesse  of  the  flourie  mode, 

In  which  me  though te  I  might  day  by  day, 

Dwellen  alway,  the  joly  month  of  May, 

Withouten  slepe,  withouten  meat  or  drinke  : 

Adowne  full  softly  I  gan  to  sinke, 

And  leaning  on  my  elbow  and  my  side, 

The  long  day  I  shope  me  for  to  abide, 

For  nothing  els,  and  [  shall  nat  lie, 

But  for  to  looke  upon  the  daisie, 

That  well  by  reason  men  it  call  may 

The  daisie,  or  els  the  eye  of  the  day. 

The  emprise,  and  floure  of  floures  all, 

I  pray  to  God  that  faire  mote  she  fall, 

And  all  that  loven  floures,  for  her  sake  : 

But  nathelesse,  ne  wene  nat  that  I  make 

In  praising  of  the  floure  againe  the  lefe, 

No  more  than  of  the  cornc  againe  the  shefe  : 

For  as  to  me  n'is  lever  none  ne  lother, 

I  n'am  witholden  yet  with  never  nother, 

Ne  1  not  who  serveth  lefe,  ne  who  the  floure, 

Well  brouken  they  hir  service  or  labour©, 

For  this  thing  is  all  of  another  tonne, 

Of  old  storie,  er  soch  thing  was  begonne. 

Whan  that  the  Sunne  out  the  south  gan  west. 

And  that  this  floure  gan  close,  and  gan  to  rent, 

For  derknes  of  the  night,  the  which  she  dred, 

Home  to  mine  house  full  swiftly  I  me  sped 

To  gone  to  rest,  and  earely  for  to  rise, 

To  seene  this  floure  to  sprede,  as  1  devise, 

And  in  a  little  herber  that  I  have, 

That  benched  was  on  turves  fresh  ygrave, 

I  bad  men  shoulde  me  my  coucho  make, 

For  deintie  of  the  newe  Summers  sake, 

I  bad  hem  strawen  floures  on  my  bedde  ; 

Whan  I  was  laid,  and  had  mine  eyen  hedde, 

I  fell  a  slepe,  and  slept  an  houre  or  two, 

Me  met  how  I  lay  in  the  uiedow  tho, 

To  sera  this  floure,  that  I  love  so  and  drede, 
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And  from  a  ferre  came  walking  in  the  mede 

The  god  of  love,  and  in  his  hand  a  queene. 

And  she  was  clad  in  royall  habite  grene, 

A  fret  of  golde  she  had  next  her  heere, 

And  upon  that  a  white  croune  she  beare, 

With  flourouns  small,  and  I  shall  not  lie, 

For  all  the  world  right  as  a  daisie 

Ycrouned  is,  with  white  leaves  lite, 

So  were  the  florouns  of  her  croune  white, 

For  of  o  perle  fine  orientall, 

Her  white  croune  was  ymaked  all, 

For  which  the  white  croune  above  the  grene 

Made  her  like  a  daisie  for  to  seme, 

Considred  eke  her  fret  of  gold  above : 

Yclothed  was  this  mighty  god  of  love 

In  silke,  embroided  full  of  grene  groves, 

In  which  a  fret  of  redde  rose  leves, 

The  freshest  sens  the  world  was  first  begun  ; 

His  gilt  heere  was  crouned  with  a  sun, 

In  stede  of  gold,  for  hevinesse  and  weight, 

Therwith,  me  thought,  his  face  shone  so  bright 

That  well  unnethes  might  I  him  behold, 

And  in  his  hand,  me  thought,  I  saw  him  hold 

Two  firie  dartes,  as  the  gledes  rede, 

And  angelike  his  winges  saw  I  sprede  : 

And  all  be  that  men  sain  that  blinde  is  he, 

Algate,  me  thought,  that  he  might  se, 

For  sternely  on  me  he  gan  behold, 

So  that  his  loking  doeth  mine  herte  cold, 

And  by  the  hand  he  held  this  noble  queene, 

Crouned  with  white,  and  clothed  al  in  greene, 

So  womanly,  so  benigne,  and  so  meke, 

That  in  this  worlde  though  that  men  wold  seke, 

Halfe  her  beaute  should  they  not  finde 

In  creature  that  formed  is  by  kinde, 

And  therfore  may  I  sain  as  thinketh  me, 

This  song  in  praising  of  this  lady  fre. 

"  Hide,  Absolon,  thy  gilte  tresses  clere, 
Hester  lay  thou  thy  mekenesso  all  adoun, 
Hide,  Jonathas,  all  thy  frendly  manere, 
Penelopee,  and  Marcia  Catoun, 
Make  of  your  wifehode  no  comparisoun, 
Hide  your  beauties,  Isoude  and  Ilelein, 
My  lady  cometh,  that  all  this  may  distain. 

u  Thy  faire  body  let  it  not  appere, 
Lavine,  and  thou  Lucrece  of  Rome  toun, 
And  Polixene,  that  boughten  love  so  dere, 
And  Cleopatras,  with  all  thy  passioun, 
Hide  your  trouthe  of  love,  and  your  renoun, 
And  thou  Tisbe,  that  hast  of  love  such  pain, 
My  lady  comuieth,  that  all  this  may  distain. 

'*  Hero,  Dido,  Laodoraia,  al  yfere, 

And  Phillis,  hanging  for  Demophoun, 

And  Canace,  espied  by  thy  chere, 

Hipsiphile  betrayed  with  Jasoun, 

Maketh  of  your  trouth  neither  boste  ne  soun, 

Nor  Hipcrmistre,  or  Ariadne,  ye  twain, 

My  lady  cometh,  that  all  this  may  distain." 

This  balade  may  full  well  ysongen  be, 
As  I  have  sayd  erst,  by  my  lady  fre, 
For  certainly,  all  these  mowe  not  suffice, 
To  apperen  with  my  lady  in  no  wise, 
For  as  the  Sunne  woll  the  fire  distain, 
So  passe th  ail  my  lady  soveraiu, 
That  is  so  good,  so  faire,  so  debonaire, 
1  pray  to  God  that  ever  fall  her  fain*, 
For  nad  com  forte  ben  of  her  presence, 


I  had  ben  dead,  withouten  any  defence, 
For  drede  of  Loves  wordes,  and  his  chere, 
As  whan  time  is,  hereafter  ye  shall  here. 

Behind  this  god  of  love  upon  the  grene, 
I  saw  coming  of  ladies  ninetene, 
In  roiall  habit,  a  full  easie  pace, 
And  after  hem  came  of  women  such  a  trace. 
That  sens  that  God  Adam  bad  made  of  yerth, 
The  third  part  of  mankinde,  or  the  ferth, 
Ne  wende  I  nat  by  possibilite, 
Had  ever  in  this  wide  world  ybe, 
And  true  of  love,  these  women  were  echon  : 
Now,  whether  was  that  a  wonder  tiling  or  non, 
That  right  anon,  as  that  they  gonne  eapye 
This  floure,  which  that  I  clepe  the  daysie, 
Full  sodainly  they  stinten  all  at  ones, 
And  kneled  doune,  as  it  were  for  the  nones, 
And  songen  with  o  voice, "  Heale  and  honour 
To  trouth  of  womanhede,  and  to  this  flour, 
That  beareth  our  alderprise  in  figuring, 
Her  white  croune  beareth  the  witnessing.'' 
And  with  that  word,  a  compas  enviroun, 
They  Bitten  hem  ful  softely  adoun  : 
First  sat  the  god  of  love,  and  nth  his  queue, 
With  the  white  croune,  clad  all  in  grene, 
And  sithen  al  the  remnaunt  by  and  by, 
As  they  were  of  estate,  full  curtesly, 
Ne  nat  a  worde  was  spoken  in  the  place, 
The  mountenance  of  a  furlong  way  of  space. 

I,  kneling  by  this  floure,  in  good  entent 
Abode  to  knowen  what  this  people  ment, 
As  still  as  any  stone,  till,  at  the  last, 
This  god  of  love,  on  me  his  eyen  cast, 
And  said,  "  Who  kneleth  there  1"  and  I  ans worde 
Unto  his  asking,  whan  that  I  it  herde, 
And  sayd,  "  Sir,  it  am  I,"  and  come  him  nere, 
And  salued  him  :  quod  he, «  What  doest  thou  here, 
So  nigh  mine  owne  floure,  so  boldly  ! 
It  were  better  worthy  truely, 
A  worme  to  nighen  nere  my  floure  than  thou." 

u  And  why  sir,"  quod  I, "  and  it  like  you  ! n 
u  For  thou,"  quod  he,  "  art  therto  nothing  able, 
It  is  my  relike,  digne  and  delitable, 
And  thou  my  fo,  and  all  my  folke  werriest, 
And  of  mine  old  servaunts  thou  miasaiest, 
And  hindrest  hem  with  thy  translation, 
And  lettest  folke  from  hir  devocion, 
To  serve  me,  and  boldest  it  folie 
To  servo  Love,  thou  mayst  it  nat  denie, 
For  in  plain  text,  withouten  nede  of  glose, 
Thou  hast  translated  the  Romaunt  of  the  Rose, 
That  is  an  heresie  ayenst  my  law, 
And  makest  wise  folke  fro  me  withdraw  ; 
And  of  Crescide,  thou  hast  said  as  the  list. 
That  make tli  men  to  women  lease  trist, 
That  ben  as  trewe  as  ever  was  any  stele : 
Of  thine  answere  avise  thee  right  wele, 
For  though  thou  renied  hast  my  lay, 
As  other  wTetches  have  done  many  a  dava 
By  seint  Venus,  that  my  mother  is. 
If  that  thou  live,  thou  shalt  repenten  this* 
So  cruelly,  that  it  shall  well  be  Bene." 

Tho  spake  this  lady,  clothed  all  in  greene, 
And  Faied,  '*  God,  right  of  your  curtesie, 
Ye  mote  herken  if  he  can  repiie 
Ayenst  all  this  that  ye  have  to  him  meved; 
A  God  ne  shulde  nat  be  thus  agreved, 
But  of  his  deite  he  shal  be  stable, 
And  there  gracious  and  merciable  : 
And  if  ye  n'ere  a  God  that  knowen  all. 
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Than  might  it  be  as  I  vou  tellen  shall, 
This  man  to  you  may  falsely  ben  accused, 
That  as  by  right  him  ought  ben  excused, 
For  in  your  court  is  many  a  losengeour, 
And  many  a  queinte  totoler  accusour, 
That  tabouren  in  your  eares  many  a  soun, 
Right  after  hir  imaginatioun, 
To  have  your  daliaunce,  and  for  envio, 
These  ben  the  causes,  and  I  shall  nat  lie, 
Envie  is  lavender  of  the  court  alway, 
For  she  ne  parteth  neither  night  ne  day, 
Out  of  the  house  of  Caesar,  thus  saith  Dant, 
Who  so  that  goeth  algate  she  wol  nat  want. 

u  And  eke,  peraunter,  for  this  man  is  nice, 
He  might  done  it,  gessing  no  malice, 
But  for  he  useth  thinges  for  to  make, 
Him  recketh  nought  of  what  mater  he  take, 
Or  him  was  boden  make  thilke  twey, 
Of  some  persone,  and  durst  it  nat  withsey : 
Or  him  repenteth  utterly  of  this, 
He  ne  hath  nat  done  so  grevously  amis, 
To  translaten  that  old  clerkes  writen, 
As  though  that  he  of  malice  would  enditen, 
Dispite  of  Love,  and  had  himself  it  wrought : 
This  ahold  a  rightwise  lord  have  in  his  thought, 
And  nat  be  like  tiraunts  of  Lom  bardie, 
That  han  no  reward  but  at  tyrannic, 
For  he  that  king  or  lorde  is  naturell, 
Him  ought  nat  be  tiraunt  ne  cruel  1, 
As  is  a  fermour,  to  done  the  harme  he  can, 
He  must  thinke  it  is  his  liege  man, 
And  is  his  tresour,  and  his  gold  in  cofer, 
This  is  the  sentence  of  the  philosopher  : 
A  king,  to  kepe  his  lieges  in  justice, 
Withouten  doute  that  is  his  office, 
AD  woll  he  kepe  his  lordes  in  hir  degree, 
As  it  is  right  and  skil,  that  they  bee 
Enhaunsed  and  honoured,  and  most  dere, 
For  they  ben  halfe  goddes  in  this  world  here, 
Yet  mote  he  done  both  right  to  poor©  and  riche, 
AU  be  that  hir  estate  be  nat  both  yliche, 
And  have  of  poore  folke  compassion, 
For  lo,  the  gentill  kinde  of  the  lion, 
For  whan  a  flie  offendeth  him  or  biteth, 
He  with  his  taile  away  the  flie  smiteth, 
Al  easily,  for  of  his  gentrie 
Him  deineth  nat  to  wreke  him  on  a  flie, 
As  doeth  a  curre,  or  els  another  beest ; 
In  noble  corage  ought  ben  areest, 
And  waien  every  thing  by  equite, 
And  ever  have  regard  unto  his  owne  degre  : 
For,  sir,  it  is  no  maistrie  for  a  lord 
To  dampne  a  man,  without  answere  of  word, 
And  for  a  lorde,  that  is  full  foule  to  use  ; 
And  it  so  be,  he  may  him  nat  excuse, 
But  asketh  mercy  with  a  dreadfull  herte, 
And  profereth  him,  right  in  his  bare  sherte, 
To  ben  right  at  your  owne  judgement, 
Than  ought  a  God  by  short  avisemcut. 
Consider  his  owne  honour,  and  his  treapace, 
For  sith  no  cause  of  death  lieth  in  this  case, 
You  ought  to  ben  the  lightlier  merciable, 
Letteth  your  ire,  and  bethe  somewhat  tretable : 
The  man  hath  served  you  of  his  conninges, 
And  forth  red  well  your  law  in  his  makinges, 
AU  be  it  that  he  can  nat  well  cndite, 
Yet  hath  he  made  leude  folke  delite 
To  serve  you,  in  preising  of  your  name, 
He  made  the  boke,  that  night,  the  House  of  Fame, 
And  eke  the  Death  of  Blaunche  the  Duchesse, 


And  the  Parliament  of  Foule*,  as  I  geese, 
And  al  the  Love  of  Palamon  and  Arcite 
Of  Thebes,  though  the  storie  is  knowen  lite, 
And  many  an  himpne,  for  your  holy  daies, 
That  highten  Balades,  Rondels,  Yirelaies  ; 
And  for  to  speake  of  other  holinesse, 
He  hath  in  prose  translated  Boece, 
And  made  the  Life  also  of  Saint  Cecile  : 
He  made  also,  gone  is  a  great  while, 
Origenes  upon  the  Maudelainc  : 
Him  ought  now  to  have  the  lesse  paine, 
He  hath  made  many  a  ley,  and  many  a  thing. 

"  Now  as  ye  be  a  God,  and  eke  a  king, 
I  your  Alceste,  whilom  quene  of  Trace, 
I  aske  you  this  man  right  of  your  grace, 
That  ye  him  never  hurt  in  al  his  live, 
And  he  shal  swearen  to  you,  and  that  blive, 

|  He  shal  never  more  agilten  in  this  wise, 
But  shal  maken  as  ye  woll  devise, 

:  Of  women  trewe  in  loving  al  hir  life, 
Where  so  ye  woll,  of  maiden  or  of  wife, 

I  And  forthren  you  as  much  as  he  misseido, 

,  Or  in  the  Rose,  or  eles  in  Creseide." 

!     The  god  of  love  answerde  her  thus  anon, 

*  "  Madame,"  quod  he,  M  it  is  so  long  agon, 

i  That  I  you  knew,  so  charitable  and  trewe, 

•  That  never  yet,  sens  the  world  was  newe, 
To  me  ne  found  I  better  none  than  ye, 
If  that  I  woll  8a ve  my  degree  : 

I  may  nor  woll  nat  werne  your  request, 
Al  lieth  in  you,  doth  with  him  as  you  lest. 

"  I  al  foryeve  withouten  lengcr  space, 
For  who  so  yeveth  a  yefte  or  doth  a  grace, 
Do  it  betime,  his  thanke  shall  be  the  more  ; 
And  demeth  ye  what  ye  shal  do  therfore? 
!     «  Go  thanke  now  my  lady  here,"  quod  he. 
I  rose,  and  doun  I  set  me  on  my  knee, 
And  said  thus :  "  Madame,  the  God  above 
Foryelde  you  that  the  god  of  love 
Have  maked  me  his  wrath  to  foryeve, 
And  grace  so  longe  for  to  live, 
That  I  may  know  sothely  what  ye  be, 
That  have  mo  holpen,  and  put  in  this  degre  : 
But  trewly  I  wende,  as  in  this  caas 
Nought  have  a  gilte,  ne  done  to  love  trespas, 
For  why  1  a  trewe  man  withouten  drede 
Hath  nat  to  parten  with  a  theves  dede. 

u  Ne  a  trewe  lover  ought  me  nat  to  blame, 
Though  that  I  speke  a  false  lover  some  shame  : 
They  ought  rather  with  me  for  to  hold, 
For  that  I  of  Creseide  wrote  or  told, 
Or  of  the  Rose,  what  so  mine  author  ment, 
Algate,  God  wotte,  it  was  mine  entent 
To  forthren  trouth  in  love,  and  it  cherice, 
And  to  ben  ware  fro  falsenesse  and  fro  vice, 
By  which  ensample,  this  was  my  mening." 

And  she  answerde,  *  Let  be  thine  arguing, 
For  love  ne  wol  not  counterpleted  be, 
In  right  ne  wrong,  and  lerne  that  of  me  : 
Thou  hast  thy  grace,  and  hold  the  right  thereto  : 
Now  woll  I  saine  what  penance  thou  shalt  do 
For  thy  trespace,  understand  it  here  : 
Thou  shalt  while  that  thou  livest,  yere  by  yere, 
The  most  partie  of  thy  time  spende, 
In  making  of  a  glorious  legende, 
Of  good  women,  maidenes  and  wives, 
That  weren  trewe  in  loving  all  hir  lives, 
And  tell  of  false  men  that  hem  betraieu, 
That  al  hir  life  ne  do  nat  but  assaien 
How  many  women  they  may  done  a  shame, 
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For  in  your  world  that  is  now  hold  a  game  : 

And  though  thee  like  nat  a  lover  be, 

Speke  wel  of  love,  this  penance  yeve  I  thee, 

And  to  the  god  of  love  I  ahal  so  pray, 

That  he  shal  charge  his  servaunts  by  any  way, 

To  forthren  thee,  and  wel  thy  labour  quite, 

Go  now  thy  waie,  this  penaunce  is  but  lite  : 

And  whan  this  boke  is  made,  yeve  it  the  quene 

On  my  behalfe,  at  Eltham,  or  at  Shene." 

The  god  of  love  gan  smile,  and  than  he  said : 

"  Wost  thou,"  quod  he,  "where  this  be  wife  or  maid, 

Or  queene,  or  countesse,  or  of  what  degree, 

That  hath  so  littell  penaunce  yeven  thee, 

That  hast  deserved  sore  for  to  smart, 

But  pite  renneth  sone  in  gentle  herte  : 

That  maist  thou  sene,  she  kitheth  what  she  is." 

And  1  answerde, "  Naie,  sir,  so  have  I  blis, 

No  more,  but  that  I  see  well  she  is  good." 

"  That  is  a  trewe  tale,  by  mine  hood," 
Quod  Love,  «  and  thou  knowest  wel,  parde, 
If  it  be  so  that  thou  aviso  the : 
Hast  thou  nat  in  a  booke  in  thy  cheste, 
The  great  goodnesse  of  the  quene  Alceste, 
That  turned  was  into  a  dayesie, 
She  that  for  her  husband  chese  to  die, 
And  eke  to  gone  to  Hell,  rather  than  he, 
And  Hercules  rescued  her,  parde, 
And  brought  her  out  of  Hel  againe  to  blis  1" 

And  I  answerde  againe,  and  said  "  Yes, 
Now  know  I  her,  and  is  this  good  Alceste, 
The  dayesie,  and  mine  owne  hertes  reste  f 
Now  fele  I  well  the  goodnesse  of  this  wife, 
That  both  after  her  death,  and  in  her  life, 
Her  great  bounte  doubleth  her  renoun, 
Wel  hath  she  quit  me  mine  affectioun, 
That  I  have  to  her  floure  the  dayesie, 
No  wonder  is  though  Jove  her  stellifie, 
As  telleth  Agaton,  for  her  great  goodnesse, 
Her  white  corowne  beareth  of  it  witnesse  : 
For  all  so  many  vertues  had  she, 
As  smal  florounes  in  her  corowne  be, 
In  remembraunce  of  her,  and  in  honour, 
Cibylla  made  the  dayesie  and  the  floure, 
Yerowned  al  with  white,  as  men  may  Be, 
And  Mars  yave  to  her  a  corowne  reed,  parde, 
I  n  stede  of  rubies  set  among  the  white  :  " 
Therewith  this  quene  woxe  red  for  shame  alite, 
Whan  she  was  praysed  so  in  her  presence, 
Than  said  Love,  "  A  full  great  negligence 
Was  it  to  thee,  that  ilke  time  thou  made, 
4  Hide  Absolon  thy  tresses/  in  balade, 
That  thou  forget  in  thy  songe  to  sette, 
Si th  that  thou  art  so  greatly  in  her  dette, 
And  wost  well  that  kalender  is  she 
To  any  woman,  that  woll  lover  be  : 
For  she  taught  all  the  craft  of  trewe  loving, 
And  namely  of  wifehode  the  living, 
And  all  the  bondes  that  she  ought  keepe  ; 
Thy  litel  witte  was  thilke  time  aslecpe  : 
But  now  I  charge  thee  upon  thy  life, 
That  in  thy  lcgende  thou  make  of  this  wife, 
Whan  thou  hast  other  smale  ymade  before  : 
And  fare  now  well,  I  charge  thee  no  more, 
But  er  I  go,  thus  much  I  will  the  tell, 
Ne  shal  no  trewe  lover  come  in  Hell. 

"  These  other  ladies  sitting  here  a  rowe, 
Ben  in  thy  balade,  if  thou  const  hem  know, 
And  in  thy  bokes  al  thou  shalt  hem  find, 
Have  hem  now  in  thy  legende  al  in  mind, 
I  mcanc  of  hem  that  ben  in  thy  knowing, 


For  here  ben  twenty  thousand  mo  Bitting 
Than  thou  knowest,  good  women  ail, 
And  trewe  of  love,  for  ought  that  may  befall : 
Make  the  metres  of  hem  as  thee  lest, 
I  mote  gone  home,  the  Sunne  draweth  west, 
To  Paradis,  with  all  this  companie, 
And  serve  alway  the  fresh  dayesie. 
At  Cleopatras  I  woll  that  thou  begin, 
And  so  forth,  and  my  love  so  shalt  thou  win ; 
For  let  see  now,  what  man,  that  lover  be, 
Wol  done  so  strong  a  paine  for  love  as  she. 
I  wote  well  that  thou  maist  nat  all  it  rime, 
That  suche  lovers  did  in  hir  time  : 
It  were  too  long  to  reden  and  to  here, 
Suffiseth  me  thou  make  in  this  manere, 
That  thou  reherce  of  al  her  life  the  great, 
After  these  old  authours  listen  for  to  treat, 
For  who  so  shall  so  many  a  story  tell, 
Sey  shortely  or  he  shall  too  longe  dwell :" 
And  with  that  worde  my  bookes  gan  I  take. 
And  right  thus  on  my  legende  gan  I  make. 

THUS  BWDSTH  IBM  ntOLOGUZ. 


HSRK  SBGIWICrrH 

THE  LEGENDE  OF  CLEOPATRAS, 
Qxutut  at  Sfstt 

After  the  death  of  Ptholome  the  king, 
That  all  Egypt  had  in  his  governing, 
Reigned  his  queene  Cleopataras, 
Till  on  a  time  bifel  there  such  a  caas, 
That  out  of  Rome  was  sent  a  senatour, 
For  to  conqueren  realmes  and  honour, 
Unto  the  toune  of  Rome,  as  was  usaunce, 
To  have  the  world  at  her  obeisaunce, 
And  soth  to  say,  An  ton  ins  was  his  name, 
So  fil  it,  as  fortune  him  ought  a  shame, 
Whan  he  was  fallen  in  prosperite, 
Rebel  unto  the  toune  of  Rome  is  he, 
And  over  al  this,  the  suster  of  Cesare 
He  left  her  falsely,  er  that  she  was  ware, 
And  would  algates  han  another  wife, 
For  which  he  toke  with  Rome  and  Cesar  strife. 

Nathelesse,  forsoth,  this  ilke  senatour, 
Was  a  full  worthy  gentill  werriour, 
And  of  his  deth  it  was  ful  great  damage, 
But  Love  had  brought  this  man  in  such  a  rage 
And  him  so  narow  bounden  in  his  lass, 
And  all  for  the  love  of  Cleopatras, 
That  al  the  world  he  set  at  no  value, 
Him  thought  there  was  nothing  to  him  so  due, 
As  Cleopatras  for  to  love  and  serve  ; 
Him  thought  that  in  arraes  for  to  sterve 
In  the  defence  of  her,  and  of  her  right. 

This  noble  quene,  eke  loved  so  this  knight, 
Through  his  desert,  and  for  his  chevaJrie, 
As  certainly,  but  if  that  bokes  lie, 
He  was  of  person,  and  of  gentilnesse, 
And  of  discretion,  and  of  nardinesse, 
Worthy  to  any  wight  that  liven  may, 
And  she  was  faire,  as  is  the  rose  in  May  ; 
And,  for  to  maken  shorte  is  the  best, 
She  woxe  his  wife,  and  had  him  as  her  lest. 

The  wedding  and  the  feast  to  devise, 
To  me  that  have  ytake  such  emprise, 
And  so  many  a  storic  for  to  make, 
It  were  to  longe,  lest  that  I  should  slake 
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Of  thing  that  beareth  more  effect  and  charge, 
For  men  may  overlade  a  ship  or  barge, 
And  forthy,  to  effect  than  woll  I  skippe, 
And  al  the  remnannt  I  woll  let  it  slippe. 

Octavian,  that  wood  was  of  this  dede, 
Shope  him  an  hooete  on  Antony  to  lede, 
Al  utterly  for  his  destruction, 
With  stoute  Romanies,  cruell  as  lion  ; 
To  ship  they  went,  and  thus  I  let  hem  saile. 

Antonius  was  ware,  and  woll  nat  faile 
To  meten  with  these  Romaines,  if  he  may, 
Toke  eke  his  rede,  and  both  upon  a  day, 
His  wife  and  he,  and  all  his  host  forth  went 
To  ship  anone,  no  longer  they  ne  stent, 
And  in  the  see  it  happed  hem  to  mete  ; 
Up  goeth  the  trampe,  and  for  to  shoute  and  shete, 
And  painen  hem  to  set  on  with  the  Sunne, 
With  grisly  sown  out  goeth  the  great  gunne, 
And  hertely  they  hurtlen  in  all  at  ones, 
And  fro  the  top  doune  cometh  the  great  stones, 
In  goeth  the  grapenel  bo  full  of  crokes, 
Anions  the  ropes  ran  the  shering  hokes, 
In  with  the  polaxe  preaseth  he  and  he, 
Behind  the  maste  beginneth  he  to  flee, 
And  out  againe,  and  driveth  him  over  borde, 
He  sticketh  him  upon  his  speares  orde, 
He  rent  the  saile  with  hookes  like  a  sith, 
He  bringeth  the  cup,  and  biddeth  hem  bo  blith, 
He  poureth  peesen  upon  the  hatches  slider, 
With  pottes  full  of  lime,  they  gone  togider, 
And  thus  the  longe  day  in  fight  they  spend, 
Till  at  the  last,  as  every  thing  hath  end, 
Antony  is  shent,  and  put  him  to  the  flight, 
And  all  his  folke  to  go,  that  best  go  might, 
Fleeth  eke  the  quene,  with  all  her  purple  saile, 
For  strokes  which  that  went  as  thicke  as  haile, 
No  wonder  was,  she  might  it  nat  endure  : 
And  whan  that  Antony  saw  that  avcnture, 
"  Alas,"  quod  he,  "  the  day  that  I  was  borne, 
My  worship  in  this  day  thus  have  I  lorne," 
And  for  dispaire  out  of  his  wit  he  start, 
And  rofe  himselfe,  anon,  throughout  the  herte, 
Ere  that  he  ferther  went  out  of  the  place  : 
tits  wife,  that  could  of  Cesar  have  no  grace, 
To  Egipt  is  fled,  for  drede  and  for  distress©, 
But  herkeneth  ye  that  speken  of  kindnesse. 

Ye  men  that  falsely  swearen  many  an  oth, 
That  ye  woll  die  if  that  your  love  be  wroth, 
Here  may  ye  scene  of  women  such  a  trouth. 
This  woful  Cleopatra  had  made  such  routh, 
That  there  n'is  tonge  none  that  may  it  tell, 
But  on  the  morow  she  woll  no  lenger  dwell, 
But  made  her  subtill  werkmen  make  a  shrine 
Of  all  the  rubies  and  the  stones  fine 
In  all  Egipt  that  she  coulde  espie, 
And  put  full  the  shrine  of  spicerie, 
And  let  the  corse  enbaume,  and  forth  she  fette 
This  dead  corse,  and  in  the  shrine  it  shette, 
And  next  the  shrine  a  pit  than  doth  she  grave, 
And  all  the  serpen  tes  that  she  might  have, 
She  put  hem  in  that  grave,  and  thus  she  scid  : 
"  Now  love,  to  whom  my  sorowfull  herte  obeid, 
So  ferforthly,  that  fro  that  blisfull  hour 
That  I  you  swore  to  ben  all  freely  your, 
I  meane  you,  Antonius  my  knight, 
That  never  waking  in  the  day  or  night, 
Ye  n'ere  out  of  mine  hertes  remembraunce, 
For  wele  or  wo,  for  carole,  or  for  daunce, 
And  in  my  selfe  this  covenaunt  made  I  tho, 
That  right  such  as  ye  felten  wele  or  wo, 


As  ferforth  as  it  in  my  power  lay, 
Unreprovable  unto  my  wifehood  aye, 
The  same  would  I  felen,  life  or  death, 
And  thilke  covenaunt  while  me  lasteth  breath 
I  woll  fulfill,  and  that  shall  well  be  seene, 
Was  never  unto  her  love  a  truer  queene  : " 
And  with  that  word,  naked,  with  full  good  herte, 
Among  the  serpents  in  the  pit  she  start, 
And  there  she  chese  to  have  her  burying. 
Anone  the  neders  gonne  her  for  to  sting, 
And  she  her  death  receiveth  with  good  chcre, 
For  love  of  Antony  that  was  her  so  dere. 
And  this  is  storiall,  sooth  it  is  no  fable : 
Now  ere  I  find  a  man  thus  true  and  stable, 
And  woll  for  love  his  death  so  freely  take, 
I  pray  God  let  our  hedes  never  ake. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  T1SBE  OF  BABILON. 

At  Babiloine  whylome  fill  it  thus, 

The  whiche  toun  the  queen  Simiramus 

Let  dichen  al  about,  and  walles  make 

Full  hie,  of  hardo  tiles  well  ybake  : 

There  were  dwelling  in  this  noble  toun, 

Two  lordes,  which  that  were  of  great  renoun, 

And  woneden  so  nigh  upon  a  grene, 

That  there  nas  but  a  stone  wal  hem  between, 

As  oft  in  great  tonnes  is  the  wonne  : 

And  sothe  to  saine,  that  one  man  had  a  sonne, 

Of  all  that  lond  one  of  the  lustiest, 

That  other  had  a  doughter,  the  fairest 

That  estward  in  the  world  was  tho  dwelling  ; 

The  name  of  everiche  gan  to  other  spring, 

By  women  that  were  neighbours  aboutc, 

For  in  that  countre  yet  wi  thou  ten  doute, 

Maidencs  ben  ykept  for  jelousie 

Ful  straite,  lest  they  didden  some  folie. 

This  yonge  man  was  cleped  Piramus, 
Thisbe  night  the  maide,  (Naso  saith  thus) 
And  thus  by  report  was  hir  name  yshove, 
That  as  they  woxe  in  age,  so  woxe  hir  love : 
And  certaine,  as  by  reason  of  hir  age, 
Ther  might  have  ben  betwixt  hem  mariage, 
But  that  hir  fathers  n'olde  it  nat  assent, 
And  bothe  in  love  )  like  sore  they  brent, 
That  none  of  all  hir  friendes  might  it  lette, 
But  prively  sometime  yet  they  mette 
By  sleight,  and  spaken  some  of  hir  desire, 
As  wrie  the  glede  and  hotter  is  the  fire, 
Forbid  a  love,  and  it  is  ten  times  so  wode. 

This  wal,  which  that  betwixt  hem  both  stode, 
Was  cloven  atwo,  right  fro  the  top  adoun, 
Of  old  time,  of  his  foundatioun, 
But  yet  this  clift  was  bo  narrow  and  lite 
It  was  nat  seene,  dere  inough  a  mite, 
But  what  is  that,  that  love  cannot  espie  1 
Ye  lovers  two,  if  that  I  shall  not  lie, 
Ye  founden  first  this  little  narrow  clift, 
And  with  a  sound,  as  soft  as  any  shrift. 
They  let  hir  wordes  through  the  clifte  pace, 
And  tolden,  while  that  they  stoden  in  the  place, 
All  hir  complaint  of  love,  and  all  hir  wo, 
At  every  time  whan  they  durst  so. 

On  that  one  side  of  the  wall  stood  he, 
And  on  that  other  side  stood  Tisbe, 
The  sweet  soune  of  other  to  receive, 
And  thus  hir  wardeins  would  they  disceive, 
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And  every  daie  this  wall  they  would  threte, 
And  wish  to  God  that  it  were  doun  ybete, 
Thus  wold  they  sain,  "  Alas,  thou  wicked  wall, 
Through  thine  envie  thou  us  lettest  all, 
Why  nilt  thou  cleave,  or  fallen  all  atwo, 
Or  at  the  least,  but  thou  wouldest  so, 
Yet  wouldest  thou  but  ones  let  ub  mete, 
Or  ones  that  we  might  kisaen  swete, 
Than  were  we  cured  of  our  cares  cold, 
But  nathelesse,  vet  be  we  to  thee  hold, 
In  as  much  as  thou  suffrest  for  to  gone, 
Our  words  through  thy  lime  and  eke  thy  stone, 
Yet  ought  we  with  thee  ben  well  apaid." 

And  whan  these  idle  wordes  weren  said, 
The  cold  wall  they  woulden  kisse  of  stone, 
And  take  hir  leave,  and  forth  they  wolden  gone, 
And  this  was  gladly  in  the  eventide, 
Or  wonder  erly,  least  men  it  espide. 
And  long  time  they  wrought  in  this  manere, 
Till  on  a  day,  whan  Phebus  gan  to  clere, 
Aurora  with  the  stremes  of  her  hete, 
Had  dried  up  the  dew  of  herbes  wete, 
Unto  this  clift,  as  it  was  wont  to  be, 
Come  Piramus,  and  after  come  Tisbe, 
And  plighten  trouthe  fully  in  hir  fay, 
That  ilke  same  night  to  steale  away, 
And  to  beguile  hir  wardeins  everychone, 
And  forth  out  of  the  citie  for  to  gone, 
And  for  the  fieldes  ben  so  brode  and  wide, 
For  to  mete  in  o  place  at  o  tide, 
They  set  markes,  hir  meetings  should  be 
There  king  Ninus  was  graven,  under  a  tree, 
For  old  paynims,  that  idolles  heried, 
Useden  tho  in  fields  to  ben  buried, 
And  fast  by  his  grave  was  a  well, 
And  shortely  of  this  tale  for  to  tell, 
This  covenaunt  was  affirmed  wonder  fast, 
And  long  hem  thought  that  the  Sunne  last, 
That  it  nere  gone  under  the  see  adouu. 

This  Tisbe  hath  so  great  affectiouu, 
And  so  great  liking  Piramus  to  see, 
That  whan  she  saw  her  time  might  be, 
At  night  she  stale  away  full  prively, 
With  her  face  i wimpled  subtelly, 
For  all  her  friends  (for  to  save  her  trouth) 
She  hath  forsake  alas,  and  that  is  routh, 
That  ever  woman  woulde  be  so  trew, 
To  trusten  man,  but  she  the  bet  him  knew  : 
And  to  the  tree  she  goeth  a  full  good  pace, 
For  love  made  her  so  hardy  in  this  case, 
And  by  the  well  adoun  she  gan  her  dresse, 
Alas,  than  commeth  a  wild  lionesse 
Out  of  the  wood,  withouten  more  arrest, 
With  bloody  mouth,  strangling  of  a  beast, 
To  drinken  of  the  well  there  as  she  sat, 
And  whan  that  Tisbe  had  espied  that, 
She  rist  her  up  with  a  full  drery  herte, 
And  in  a  cave,  with  dreadfull  foot  she  start, 
For  by  the  Moone  she  saw  it  well  withall. 
And  as  she  ran,  her  wimple  let  she  fall, 
And  toke  none  hede,  so  sore  she  was  awhaped, 
And  eke  so  glad  that  she  was  escaped, 
And  that  she  sat,  and  lurketh  wonder  still : 
Whan  that  this  lionesse  hath  dronke  her  fill, 
About  the  well  gan  she  for  to  wind, 
And  right  anon  the  wimple  gan  she  find, 
A  nd  with  her  bloody  mouth  it  all  to  rent, 
Whan  this  was  done,  no  lenger  she  ne  stent, 
But  to  the  wood  her  way  than  hath  she  nome. 

And,  at  the  last,  this  Piramus  is  come, 


But  all  too  long,  alas,  at  home  was  hee, 

The  Moone  shone,  men  might  well  ysee, 

And  in  his  way,  as  that  he  come  full  fast. 

His  eyen  to  the  ground  adoun  he  cast, 

And  in  the  sonde,  as  he  beheld  adoun, 

He  saw  the  steppes  brode  of  a  lioun, 

And  in  his  herte  he  suddainlv  agrose, 

And  pale  he  wext,  therwith  his  herte  arose, 

And  nere  he  came,  and  found  the  wimple  tome, 

"  Alas,"  quod  he,  "  the  day  that  I  was  borne ! 

This  o  night  woll  both  us  lovers  slee  ; 

How  should  I  asken  mercy  of  Tisbee, 

Whan  I  am  he  that  have  you  slaine !  alas ! 

My  bidding  hath  you  slaine  in  this  caas. 

Alas,  to  bidde  a  woman  gone  by  night 

In  place  thereas  perill  fallen  might, 

And  I  so  Blow,  alas,  I  ne  had  be 

Here  in  this  place  a  furlong  way  ere  ye  1 

Now,  what  lion  that  is  in  this  forrest, 

My  body  mote  he  rente,  or  what  beast 

That  wild  is,  gnawen  mote  he  mine  herte." 

And  with  that  word  he  to  the  wimple  start. 

And  kist  it  oft,  and  wept  on  it  full  sure, 

And  said,  "  Wimple,  alas,  there  n'is  no  more, 

But  thou  shalt  feele  as  well  the  blood  of  me, 

As  thou  hast  felt  the  bleeding  of  Tisbe 

And  with  that  word  he  smote  him  to  the  herte, 

The  blood  out  of  the  wound  as  broad  start, 

As  water,  whan  the  conduit  broken  is. 

Now  Tisbe,  which  that  wist  nat  this, 
But  sitting  in  her  drede,  she  thought  thus, 
"  If  it  so  fall  out  that  my  Piramus 
Be  comen  hither,  and  may  me  nat  yfind, 
He  may  me  holden  false,  and  eke  unkind 
And  out  she  commeth,  and  after  him  gan  espien, 
Both  with  her  herte  and  with  her  eien, 
And  thought,  M  I  woll  him  tellen  of  my  drede, 
Both  of  the  lionesse  and  of  my  dede." 
And,  at  the  last,  her  love  than  hath  she  found, 
Beating  with  his  heeles  on  the  ground, 
All  bloody,  and  thercwithall  abacke  she  start, 
And  like  the  wawes,  quappe  gan  her  herte, 
And  pale  as  boxe  she  woxe,  and  in  a  tlirow 
Avised  her,  and  gan  him  well  to  know, 
That  it  was  Piramus  her  herte  dere. 

Who  could  write  whiche  a  deadly  chere 
Hath  Tisbe  now,  and  how  her  haire  she  rent, 
And  how  she  gan  her  selfe  to  turment, 
And  how  she  lieth  and  swouneth  on  the  ground, 
And  how  she  wept  of  teares  full  his  wound, 
How  medleth  she  his  blood  with  her  complaint, 
How  with  her  blood  her  selven  gan  she  paint, 
How  clippeth  she  the  red  corse,  alas  ! 
How  doth  this  wofull  Tisbe  in  this  caas  ! 
How  kisseth  she  his  frosty  mouth  so  cold  ! 
"  Who  hath  don  this  ?  and  who  hath  ben  so  bold 
To  sleen  my  lefe  f  o  speake  Piramus, 
I  am  thy  Tisbe,  that  thee  calleth  thus," 
And  therwithall  she  lifteth  up  his  head. 

This  wofull  man  that  was  nat  fully  dead, 
Whan  that  he  herd  the  name  of  Tisbe  crien, 
On  her  he  cast  his  heavy  deadly  eyen, 
And  doun  againe,  and  yeeldeth  up  the  ghost 

Tisbe  rist  up,  without  noise  or  bost, 
And  saw  her  wimple  and  his  empty  sheath, 
And  eke  his  swerd,  that  him  hath  done  to  death. 
Than  spake  she  thus,  "  My  woful  hand,"  quod  she, 
u  Is  strong  ynough  in  such  a  werke  to  me, 
For  love  shall  yeve  me  strength  and  hardinesse. 
To  make  my  wound  large  ynough  I  gesse, 
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1  woll  thee  followen  dead,  and  I  woll  be  | 
Felaw,  and  cause  eke  of  thy  death,"  quod  she,  | 
«  And  though  that  nothing  save  the  death  only,  i 
Might  thee  fro  me  depart,  trewly  | 
Thou  shalt  no  more  departe  now  fro  me 
Than  fro  the  death,  for  I  woll  go  with  thee. 

"  And  now  ye  wretched  ielous  fathers  our, 
We  that  weren  whylome  children  your, 
We  praien  you,  withouten  more  envie, 
That  in  o  grave  we  mo  ten  lie, 
Sens  love  hath  brought  us  to  this  pitous  end  ; 
And  right  wise  God,  to  every  lover  send, 
That  loveth  trewly,  more  prosperite 
Than  ever  had  Piramus  and  Tiabe, 
And  let  no  gen  till  woman  her  assure 
To  putten  her  in  such  an  aventure, 
But  God  forbid  but  that  a  woman  can 
lien  as  true  and  loving  as  a  man, 
And,  for  my  part,  I  shall  anon  it  kithe  :" 
And  with  that  word,  his  swerde  she  tooke  swithe, 
That  warme  was  of  her  loves  blood,  and  hote, 
And  to  the  herte  she  her  selven  smote. 

And  thus  are  Tisbe  and  Piramus  ago  ; 
Of  true  men  I  find  but  few  mo 
In  all  my  bookes,  save  this  Piramus, 
And  therefore  have  I  spoken  of  him  thus ; 
For  it  is  deintie  to  us  men  to  find 
A  man  that  can  in  love  be  true  and  kind. 

Here  may  ye  seene,  what  lover  so  he  be, 
A  woman  dare  and  can  as  well  as  he. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  DIDO, 
Quciie  at  tartage. 

Gloat  and  honour,  Virgile  Mantuan, 

Be  to  thy  name,  and  I  shall  as  I  can 

Follow  thy  lanterne,  as  thou  goest  beforne, 

How  Eneas  to  Dido  was  forsworne, 

In  thine  Eneide,  and  Naso  woll  I  take 

The  tenour  and  the  great  effects  make. 

Whan  Troy  brought  was  to  destruction 

By  Grekes  sleight,  and  namely  by  Sinon, 

Faining  the  horse  off  red  unto  Mmerve, 

Through  which  that  many  a  Trojan  must  sterve, 

And  Hector  had  after  his  death  apered, 

And  fire  so  wood  it  might  nat  ben  stered, 

In  all  the  noble  toure  of  Ilion. 

That  of  the  citie  was  the  cheefe  dungeon, 

And  all  the  country  was  so  low  y  brought, 

And  Priamus  the  king  fordone  and  nought, 

And  Eneas  was  charred  by  Venus 

To  flien  away,  he  tooke  Ascanius 

That  was  his  son,  in  his  right  hand  and  fled, 

And  on  his  backe  he  bare  and  with  him  led 

His  old  father,  cleped  Anchises, 

And  by  the  way  his  wife  Creusa  he  lees, 

And  mokell  sorrow  had  he  in  his  mind, 

Ere  that  he  coulde  his  fellawship  find  : 

But,  at  the  last,  whan  he  had  hem  found, 

He  made  hem  redy  in  a  certatne  stound, 

And  to  the  sea  full  fast  he  can  him  hie, 

And  saileth  forth  with  all  his  companio 

Towards  Itaile,  as  would  destinee  : 

But  of  his  aventures  in  the  see, 

N'is  nat  to  purpose  for  to  speke  of  here, 

For  it  accordeth  nat  to  my  matere, 


But,  as  I  said,  of  him  and  of  Dido 
Shall  be  mv  tale,  till  that  I  have  do. 

So  long  he  sailed  in  the  salt  see, 
Till  in  Libie  unneth  arrived  he, 
So  was  he  with  the  tempest  all  to  shake, 
And  whan  that  he  the  haven  had  ytake, 
He  had  a  knight  was  called  Achatees, 
And  him  of  all  his  fellowship  he  chees, 
To  gone  with  him  the  country  for  t'espie. 
He  tooke  with  him  no  more  compauie, 
But  forth  they  gon,  and  left  his  ships  ride, 
His  fee  re  and  he,  withouten  any  guide. 

So  long  he  walketh  in  this  wildernessc, 
Till  at  the  last  he  met  an  huuteresse, 
A  bow  in  bond,  and  arrowes  had  she, 
Her  clothes  cutted  were  unto  the  knee, 
But  she  was  yet  the  fairest  creature 
That  ever  was  yformed  by  nature, 
And  Eneas  and  Achates  she  gret, 
And  thus  she  to  hem  spake,  whan  she  hem  met 
M  Saw  ye,"  quod  she, "  as  ye  ban  walked  wide, 
Any  of  my  sustren  walke  you  beside, 
With  any  wild  bore  or  other  beast, 
That  they  have  hunted  into  this  forrest, 
Ytucked  up  with  arrowes  in  her  caas  t" 
"  Nay,  sothly,  lady,"  quod  this  Eneas, 
<(  But  by  thy  beautie,  as  it  thinketh  me, 
Thou  mightest  never  y earthly  woman  be, 
But  Phebus  suster  art  thou,  as  I  geese, 
And  if  so  be  that  thou  be  a  goddesse, 
Have  mercy  on  our  labour  and  our  wo." 

"  I  n'am  no  goddesse  soothly,"  quod  she  tho, 
For  maidens  walken  in  this  country  here, 
With  arrows  and  with  bow,  in  this  manere  : 
This  is  the  realme  of  Libie  there  ye  been, 
Of  which  that  Dido  lady  is  and  queen," 
And  shortly  told  all  the  occasion 
Why  Dido  came  into  that  region, 
Of  which  as  now  me  listeth  nat  to  rime, 
It  nedeth  nat,  it  nere  but  losse  of  time, 
For  this  is  all  and  some,  it  was  Venus, 
His  owne  mother,  that  spake  with  him  thus, 
And  to  Cartage  she  bade  he  should  him  dight, 
And  vanished  anon  out  of  his  sight. 
I  could  follow  word  for  word  Vergile, 
But  it  would  lasten  all  to  longe  while. 

This  noble  queen  that  cleped  was  Dido, 
That  whylom  was  the  wife  of  Sicheo, 
That  fairer  was  than  the  bright  Sunne, 
This  noble  touu  of  Carthage  bath  beguune, 
In  which  she  reigneth  in  so  great  honour, 
That  she  was  hold  of  all  quenes  flour, 
Of  gentillesse,  of  freedome,  and  of  beaute, 
That  well  was  him  that  might  her  ones  se, 
Of  kings  and  lordes  so  desired, 
That  all  the  world  her  beautie  had  yfired, 
She  stood  so  well  in  every  wights  grace. 

Whan  Eneas  was  come  unto  the  plac>>, 
Unto  the  maister  temple  of  all  the  toun, 
There  Dido  was  in  her  devotioun, 
Full  prively  his  way  than  hath  he  nome  . 
Whan  he  was  in  the  large  temple  come, 
I  cannot  saine  if  that  it  be  possible, 
But  Venus  had  him  maked  invisible, 
Thus  sayth  the  booke,  withouteu  any  lees. 

And  whan  this  Eneas  and  Achates 
Haddon  in  this  temple  ben  over  all, 
Than  found  they  depainted  on  a  wall, 
How  Tmy  and  all  the  land  destroyed  was, 
u  Alas,  that  I  was  borne  1"  quod  Eneas, 
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"  Through  the  world  our  shame  is  kid  so  wide, 
Now  it  is  painted  upon  every  side  : 
We  that  weren  in  prosperite, 
Ben  now  disclaundred,  and  in  each  degre, 
No  lenger  for  to  liven  I  ne  kepe 
And  with  that  word  he  brast  oat  for  to  weoe. 
So  tenderly  that  routh  it  was  to  seene. 
I        This  fresh  lady,  of  the  citie  queen, 
1     Stood  in  the  temple,  in  her  estate  roiall, 
So  richely,  and  eke  so  fair©  withall, 
So  yong,  so  1  us  tie,  with  her  eyen  glade, 
•     That  if  that  God  that  Heaven  and  yearth  made, 
j     Would  have  a  love,  for  beauty  and  goodnesse, 
!     And  womanhede,  trouth,  and  semelinesse, 
|     Whom  should  he  loven  but  this  lady  swete  ? 
i     There  n'is  no  woman  to  him  halfe  so  mete  : 
Fortune,  that  hath  the  world  in  governaunce, 
Hath  sodaiuly  brought  in  so  new  a  chaunce, 
That  never  was  there  yet  so  fremed  a  caas, 
For  all  the  company  of  Eneas, 
Which  that  we  wend  have  lorne  in  the  see, 
Arrived  is  nought  ferre  fro  that  citee, 
For  which  the  greatest  of  his  lords,  some, 
By  a  venture  ben  to  the  citie  come 
Unto  that  same  temple  for  to  seke 
The  queene,  and  of  hir  socour  her  beseke, 
Such  renome  was  ther  sprung  of  her  goodnes. 

And  whan  they  had  tolde  all  hir  distrease, 
And  all  hir  tempest  and  all  hir  hard  caas, 
Unto  the  queene  appeared  Eneas, 
And  openly  beknew  that  it  was  he  ; 
Who  had  joy  than,  but  his  meine, 
That  hadden  found  hir  lord,  hir  governour  \ 
The  quene  saw  they  did  him  such  honour, 
And  had  heard  of  Eneas,  ere  tho, 
And  in  her  herte  had  routh  and  wo, 
That  ever  such  a  noble  man  as  he 
Shall  ben  disherited  in  such  degre, 
And  saw  the  man,  that  he  was  like  a  knight, 
And  8uffisaunt  of  person  and  of  might, 
And  like  to  ben  a  very  gentilman, 
And  well  his  wordes  he  besette  can, 
I      And  had  a  noble  visage  for  the  nones, 
And  formed  well  of  brawne  and  of  bones, 
And  after  Venus  had  such  fairenesse 
That  no  man  might  be  halfe  so  faire  I  gesse, 
And  well  a  lord  him  seined  for  to  be, 
And  for  he  was  a  straunger,  somewhat  she 
Liked  him  the  bet,  as  God  do  boote, 
To  some  folke  often  new  thing  is  soote  ; 
Anon  her  herte  hath  pitee  of  his  wo, 
And  with  pitie  love  came  also, 
And  thus  for  pitie  and  for  gentilnesse, 
Refreshed  must  he  ben  of  his  distres.se. 

She  said,  ccrtes,  that  she  sorry  was, 
That  he  hath  had  such  perill  and  such  caas, 
And  in  Iter  friendly  speech,  in  this  manere 
She  to  him  spake,  and  sayd  as  ye  may  here. 

"  Be  ye  nat  Venus  sonne  and  Anchises  ? 
In  good  faith,  all  the  worship  and  encrees 
That  I  may  goodly  done  you,  ye  shall  have, 
Your  shippes  and  your  meine  shall  I  save 
And  many  a  gentle  word  she  spake  him  to, 
And  commaunded  her  messengers  to  go 
The  same  day,  withouten  any  faile, 
His  shippes  for  to  seeke  and  hem  vitaile  ; 
Full  many  a  beast  she  to  the  ships  sent, 
And  with  the  wine  she  gan  hem  to  present, 
And  to  her  roiall  paleis  she  her  sped, 
And  Eneas  she  alway  with  her  led. 


What  nedeth  yon  the  feastes  to  discrive, 
He  never  better  at  ease  was  in  his  live, 
Full  was  the  feast  of  deinties  and  richesse, 
Of  instruments,  of  song,  and  of  gladnesse, 
And  many  an  amorous  looking  and  devise. 

This  Eneas  is  come  to  Paradise 
Out  of  the  swolowe  of  Hell,  and  thus  in  joy 
Remembreth  him  of  his  estate  in  Troy, 
To  dauncing  chambers  full  of  paramenia, 
Of  rich  beds,  and  of  pavements, 
!  This  Eneas  is  ledde  after  the  meat, 
And  with  the  queene  whan  that  he  had  seat, 
And  spices  parted,  and  the  wine  agon, 
,  Unto  his  chamber  was  he  lad  anon, 
To  take  his  ease,  and  for  to  have  his  rest 
With  all  his  folke,  to  done  what  so  him  lest. 

Ther  nas  courser  well  ybridled  none, 
Ne  stede  for  the  justing  well  to  gone, 
Ne  large  palfrey,  easie  for  the  nones, 
i  Ne  jewell  fret  full  of  rich  stones, 
Ne  sackes  full  of  gold,  of  large  wight, 
Ne  rubie  none  that  shineth  by  night, 
Ne  gen  till  hantein  faukon  heronere, 
,  Ne  hound  for  hart,  wild  bore,  or  dere, 
{  Ne  cup  of  gold,  with  floreins  new  ybette, 
[  That  in  the  lond  of  Libie  may  ben  gette, 
|  That  Dido  ne  hath  Eneas  it  ysent, 
1  And  all  is  payed  what  that  he  hath  spent. 

Thus  can  this  honorable  quene  her  gestes  call, 
|  As  she  that  can  in  freedome  passen  all. 
I     Eneas  sothly  eke,  without  lees, 
.  Hath  sent  to  his  shippe  by  Achates 
After  his  sonne,  and  after  rich  things, 
Both  scepter,  clothes,  broches,  and  eke  rings, 
Some  for  to  weare,  and  some  to  present 
To  her,  that  all  these  noble  things  him  sent, 
I  And  bad  his  sonne  how  that  he  should  make 

The  presenting,  and  to  the  quene  it  take, 
i     Repaired  is  this  Achates  againe, 
•  And  Eneas  full  blisfull  is  and  faine 
|  To  seene  his  yong  sonne  Ascanius, 
I  For  to  him  it  was  reported  thus, 
|  That  Cupido,  that  is  the  god  of  love, 
I  At  prayer  of  his  mother  high  above, 
Had  the  likenesse  of  the  child  ytake, 
This  noble  queene  enamoured  for  to  make 
On  Eneas  ;  but  of  that  scripture 
Be  as  he  may,  I  make  of  it  no  cure  ; 
But  80th  is  this,  the  queen  hath  made  such  cber 
Unto  this  child,  that  wonder  was  to  here, 
And  of  the  present  that  his  father  sent, 
She  thanked  him  oft  in  good  eutent 

Thus  is  this  queen  in  pleasaunce  and  joy, 
With  all  these  new  lustie  folke  of  Troy, 
And  of  the  deeds  hath  she  more  enquired 
Of  Eneas,  and  all  the  story  lered 
Of  Troy,  and  all  the  long  day  they  tway 
Entendeden  for  to  speake  and  for  to  play, 
Of  which  there  gan  to  breden  such  a  fire, 
That  sely  Dido  hath  now  such  desire 
With  Eneas  her  new  guest  to  deale, 
That  she  lost  her  hew  and  eke  her  heale. 

Now  to  th'effect,  now  to  the  fruit  of  all, 
Why  I  have  told  this  story,  and  tellen  shall. 

Thus  I  begin  ;  it  fell  upon  a  night, 
Whan  that  the  Mone  upreised  had  her  light, 
This  noble  queene  unto  her  rest  went, 
She  sighed  sore,  and  gon  her  selfe  tourment, 
She  walketh,  waloweth,  and  made  many  hraide, 
As  done  these  lovers,  as  I  have  heard  saidc, 
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And,  at  the  last,  unto  her  mister  Anne 
She  made  her  mone,and  right  thus  spake  she  than. 

"  Now  dere  suster  mine,  what  may  it  be 
That  me  agasteth  in  my  dreme,"  quod  she, 
*  This  ilke  new  Trojan  is  so  in  my  thought, 
For  that  me  thmketh  he  is  so  wel  iwrought, 
And  eke  so  likely  to  ben  a  man, 
And  therwith  so  roikell  good  he  can , 
That  all  my  love  and  life  lieth  in  his  cure  ; 
Have  ye  nat  heard  him  tell  his  aventure ! 

u  Now  certee,  Anne,  if  that  ye  rede  me, 
1  woll  faine  to  him  ywedded  be, 
This  is  the  effect,  what  should  I  more  seine  f 
In  him  lieth  all,  to  do  me  live  or  dcine." 

Her  suster  Anne,  as  she  that  coud  her  good, 
Said  as  her  thought,  and  somdele  it  withstood, 
But  hereof  was  so  long  a  sermoning, 
It  were  to  long  to  make  rehearsing  : 
But,  finally,  it  may  not  be  withstonde, 
Love  woll  love,  for  no  wight  woll  it  wonde. 
The  dawning  uprist  out  of  the  see, 
This  amorous  queue  chargeth  her  meine 
The  nettes  dresse,  and  speres  brode  and  kene, 
In  hunting  woll  this  lustie  fresh  queue, 
So  pricketh  her  this  new  jolly  wo, 
To  horse  is  all  her  lustie  folke  ygo, 
Unto  the  court  the  houndes  ben  ybrought, 
And  up  on  courser,  swift  as  any  thought, 
Her  youg  knights  heven  all  about. 
And  of  her  women  eke  an  huge  rout. 
Upon  a  thick e  palfray,  paper  white, 
With  saddle  redde,  embrouded  with  delite, 
Of  gold  the  barres,  up  enboesed  high, 
Sato  Dido,  all  in  gold  and  perrie  wrigfc, 
And  she  is  faire  as  is  the  bright  morrow, 
That  healeth  sicke  folkes  of  nights  sorrow ; 
Upon  a  courser,  startling  as  the  fire, 
Men  might  tourne  him  with  a  little  wire. 

But  Eneas,  like  Phebus  to  devise, 
So  was  he  fresh  arrayed  in  his  wise, 
The  focaie  bridle,  with  the  bitte  of  gold, 
Goveraeth  he  right  as  himselfe  hath  would  ; 
And  forth  this  noble  queene,  this  lady  ride 
On  hunting,  with  this  Trojan  by  her  side. 
The  herd  of  hartes  founden  is  anon, 
With  "  Hey,  go  bet,  pricke  thou,  let  gon,  let  gon, 
Why  n'ill  the  lion  comen  or  the  beare, 
That  I  might  him  ones  meten  with  this  spear  !" 
Thus  saine  this  yong  folke,  and  up  they  kill 
The  wild  hartes,  and  have  hem  at  hir  will. 

Emong  all  this,  to  romblen  gan  the  Heven, 
The  thunder  rored  with  a  grisly  Steven, 
Doun  come  the  rain,  with  haile  and  sleet  so  fast, 
I     With  Heavens  fire,  that  made  so  sore  agast 

This  noble  queene,  and  also  her  meine, 
I    That  eche  of  hem  was  glad  away  to  flie, 
'    And  shortly,  fro  the  tempest  her  to  save, 
She  fled  her  sclfe  into  a  little  cave, 
And  with  her  went  this  Eneas  also, 
I  n*ot  with  hem  if  there  went  any  mo, 
The  authour  maketh  of  it  no  mention  : 
And  here  began  the  deepe  affection 
Betwixt  hem  two,  this  was  the  first  morrow 
Of  her  gladnesse,  and  ginning  of  her  sorrow, 
For  there  bath  Eneas  ykneled  so, 
And  told  her  all  his  hurt  and  all  his  wo, 
And  sworne  so  deepe  to  her  to  be  true, 
For  wele  or  wo,  and  chaunge  for  no  ik  w, 
And  as  a  false  lover  so  well  can  plaiiie, 
That  sely  Dido  rewed  on  his  paine, 
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I  And  toke  him  for  husbond,  and  became  his  wife 

I  For  evermore,  while  that  hem  last  life  ; 

I  And  after  this,  whan  that  the  tempest  stent, 
With  mirth  out  as  they  came,  home  they  weuL 
The  wicked  fame  up  rose,  and  that  anon, 
How  Eneas  hath  with  the  queene  ygon 

|  Into  the  cave,  and  demed  »s  hem  list : 
And  whan  the  king  (that  Yarbas  hight)  it  wist, 
As  he  that  had  her  loved  ever  his  life, 
And  woed  her  to  have  her  to  his  wife, 

i  Such  sorrow  as  he  hath  maked,  and  such  chere, 

I  It  is  a  routh  and  pi  tie  for  to  here, 

,  But  as  in  love,  alday  it  happeth  so, 

i  That  one  shall  laughen  at  anothers  wo, 
Now  laughed  Eueas,  and  is  in  joy, 
And  more  rich  esse  than  ever  was  in  Troy. 

O  sely  woman,  full  of  innocence, 
Full  of  pitie,  of  truth,  and  continence, 
What  maked  you  to  men  to  trusten  so  ! 
Have  ye  such  routh  upon  hir  fained  wo, 
And  liave  such  old  ensamples  you  beforne  ! 
See  ye  nat  all  how  they  ben  forsworne  ! 
Where  see  ye  one,  that  he  ne  hath  Lift  his  lefe, 
Or  ben  unkind,  or  done  her  some  mischefe, 
Or  pilled  her  or  boated  of  his  dede  ! 
Ye  may  as  well  it  scene,  as  ye  may  rede. 
Take  hede  now  of  this  great  gentilman, 
This  Trojan,  that  so  well  her  please  can, 
That  faineth  him  so  true  and  obey  sing, 
So  gentill,  and  so  privie  of  his  doing, 

'  And  can  so  well  done  all  his  obeysaunce 
To  her,  at  feastes  and  at  daunce, 
And  whan  she  sooth  to  temple,  and  home  agayn, 
And  fasten  till  he  hath  his  lady  seyn, 
And  bearen  in  his  devises  for  her  sake, 
N'ot  I  nat  what,  and  songes  would  he  make, 

!  Justen,  and  done  of  armes  many  things, 
Send  her  letters,  tokens,  brooches,  and  rings. 

Now  herkneth  how  he  glial  his  lady  serve : 
There  as  he  was  in  peril  1  for  to  sterve 
For  hunger  and  for  mischefe  in  the  see, 
And  desolate,  and  fled  fro  his  countree, 
And  all  his  folke  with  tempest  all  to  driven, 
She  hath  her  body  and  eke  her  real  me  yevcii 
Into  his  hond,  there  she  might  have  been 
Of  other  land  than  of  Cartage  a  queen, 
And  lived  in  joy  inough,  what  would  ye  more  ! 

This  Eneas,  that  hath  thus  deepe  yswore, 
Is  wearie  of  his  craft  within  a  throw, 
The  hote  earnest  is  all  overblow, 
And  prively  he  dothe  his  ships  dight, 
And  shapeth  him  to  steale  away  by  night 

This  Dido  bath  suspection  of  this, 
And  thought  well  that  it  was  al  amis, 
For  in  his  bed  he  lieth  a  night  and  siketh, 
She  asketh  him  anon,  what  him  misliketh, 
"  My  dere  herte,  which  that  I  love  most." 

"  Ccrtes,"  quod  he, "  this  night  my  fathers  ghost 
Hath  in  my  slepe  me  so  sore  tourmented, 
And  eke  Mercury  his  message  hath  presented, 
That  needes  to  the  conquest,of  Itaile 
My  destinie  is  soone  for  to  saile, 
For  which,  me  thinketh,  brosten  is  mine  herte  :  * 
Therwith  his  false  tcares  out  they  start, 
And  taketh  her  within  his  armes  two. 

"  Is  that  in  earnest,"  quod  she, "  woll  ye  so  t 
Have  ye  nat  sworne  to  wife  me  to  take  t 
Alas,  what  woman  woll  ye  of  me  make ! 
1  am  a  gentyl  woman,  and  a  queen, 
Ye  woll  not  fro  your  wife  thus  fbule  fleen  ? 
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That  I  was  borne,  alas  !  what  shall  I  do !" 

To  tellen  in  short,  this  noble  queen  Dido 
She  seeketh  halowes,  and  doth  sacrifise, 
She  kneeleth,  crieth,  that  routh  is  to  devise, 
Conjureth  him,  and  profereth  him  to  be 
His  thrall,  his  servaunt,  in  the  best  degre, 
She  falleth  him  to  foot,  and  sowneth  there, 
Dischevile  with  her  bright  gilt  heere, 
And  sayth,  u  Have  mercy,  let  me  with  you  ride, 
These  loides,  which  that  wonnen  me  beside, 
Woll  me  destroyen,  only  for  your  sake : 
And  ye  woll  me  now  to  wife  take, 
As  ye  have  sworne,  than  woll  I  yeve  you  love 
To  sleen  me  with  your  swerd  now  sone  at  eve, 
For  than  yet  shall  I  dien  as  your  wife  ; 
I  am  with  child,  and  yeve  my  child  his  life  ! 
Mercy  lord,  have  pitie  in  your  thought!" 
But  all  this  thing  availeth  her  right  nought ! 
And  as  a  traitour  forthe  gan  to  saile 
Toward  the  large  countrey  of  Itaile, 
And  thus  hath  he  laft  Dido  in  wo  and  pine, 
And  wedded  there  a  ladie  hight  Lavine. 
A  cloth  he  laft,  and  eke  his  sword  standing, 
Whan  ho  fro  Dido  stale  in  her  sleeping, 
Right  at  her  beds  head,  so  gan  he  hie, 
Whan  that  he  stale  away  to  his  navie. 

Which  cloth,  whan  Belie  Dido  gan  awake, 
She  hath  it  kist  full  oft  for  his  sake, 
And  said,  "  0  sweet  cloth,  while  Jupiter  it  lest, 
Take  my  soule,  unbind  me  of  this  unrest, 
I  have  fulfilled  of  fortune  all  the  course." 
And  thus,  alas,  withouten  his  socourse, 
Twentie  time  yswouned  hath  she  than, 
And  whan  that  she  unto  her  suster  Anne  « 
Complained  had,  of  which  I  may  not  write 
So  great  routh  I  have  it  for  to  endite, 
And  bad  her  norice  and  her  sustren  gone 
To  fetchen  fire,  and  other  things  anone, 
And  sayd  that  she  would  sacrifie, 
And  whan  she  might  her  time  well  aspie, 
Upon  the  fire  of  sacrifice  she  start, 
And  with  his  sword  she  rofe  her  to  the  herte  : 
But  as  mine  authour  saith,  yet  this  she  seido, 
Or  she  was  hurt,  beforne  or  she  deide, 
She  wrote  a  letter  anon,  and  thus  began. 

a  Right  so,"  quod  she,  **  as  the  white  swan 
Ayenst  his  death  beginneth  for  to  sing, 
Right  so  to  you  I  make  my  complaining, 
Not  that  I  trow  to  getten  you  againe, 
For  well  I  wote  it  is  all  in  vaine, 
Sens  that  the  gods  ben  contrarious  to  mc, 
But  sin  my  name  is  lost  through  you,"  quod  she, 
"  I  may  well  lose  a  word  on  you  or  letter, 
Albeit  I  shall  be  never  the  better, 
For  thilke  wind  that  blew  your  ship  away, 
The  same  wind  hath  blow  away  your  fay:  " 
But  who  so  woll  all  this  letter  have  in  mind, 
Rede  Ovide,  and  in  him  he  shall  it  find. 


THE  LEO  END  OF  I1IPSIPIIILE  AND  MEDEA. 

Thou  root  of  false  lovers,  duite  Jason. 
Thou  sleer,  devourer,  and  confusion 
Of  gentyl  women,  gentle  creatures, 
Thou  madest  thy  reclaiming  and  thy  lures 
To  ladies  of  thy  scathliche  apparaunee, 
And  of  thy  wordes  farsed  with  pleasaunce, 


And  of  thy  fained  trouth,  and  thy  manere, 
With  thine  obeysaunce  and  humble  chere, 
And  with  thine  counterfeited  paine  and  wo, 
There  other  falsen  one,  thou  falsed  two, 
0  oft  swore  thou  that  thou  wouldest  die 
For  love,  whan  thou  ne  feltest  maladie, 
Save  foule  delite,  which  thou  callest  love  ; 
If  that  I  live,  thy  name  shall  be  shove 
In  English,  that  thy  deceit  shall  be  know, 
Have  at  thee  Jason,  now  thine  honor  is  blow. 
But  certes,  it  is  both  routh  and  wo, 
That  love  with  false  lovers  werketh  so, 
For  they  shall  have  well  better  love  and  chere 
Than  he  that  hath  bought  love  full  dere, 
Or  had  in  armes  many  a  bloodie  boxe, 
For  ever  as  tender  a  capon  eateth  the  foxe, 
Though  he  be  fals,  and  hath  the  foule  betraied, 
As  shall  the  good  man  that  therefore  paied, 
Although  he  have  to  the  capon  skill  and  right, 
The  false  foxe  woll  have  his  part  at  night 
On  Jason  this  cnaample  is  well  yseene, 
By  Hipsiphile  and  Medea  the  queene. 

In  Thessalie,  as  Ovide  telleth  us, 
There  was  a  knight,  that  hight  Peleus, 
That  had  a  brother,  which  that  hight  Eson, 
And  whan  for  age  he  might  unnethes  gon, 
He  yave  to  Peleus  the  governing 
Of  aJ  his  reign,  and  made  him  lord  and  king, 
Of  which  Eson,  this  Jason  getten  was, 
That  in  his  time  in  all  that  land  there  nas 
Nat  such  a  famous  knight  of  gentillesee, 
Of  freedome,  of  strength,  and  of  lustinesse ; 
After  his  fathers  death  he  bare  him  so, 
That  there  nas  none  that  list  ben  his  fo, 
But  did  him  all  honour  and  companie, 
Of  which  this  Peleus  hath  great  envie, 
Imagining  that  Jason  might  be 
Enhaunsed  so,  and  put  in  such  degre, 
With  love  of  lordes  of  his  regioun, 
That  from  his  reigne  he  may  be  put  adoun, 
And  in  his  wit  a  night  compassed  he 
How  Jason  might  best  destroyed  be, 
Withouten  slaunder  of  his  compaament; 
And,  at  the  last,  he  tooke  avisement, 
That  to  send  him  into  some  ferre  countre, 
There  as  this  Jason  may  destroyed  be  ; 
This  was  his  wit,  all  made  he  to  Jason 
Great  chere  of  looke,  and  of  affection, 
For  drede  least  his  lords  it  espide. 
So  fell  it,  as  fame  ronneth  wide, 
There  was  such  tiding  over  all,  and  such  loos, 
That  in  an  isle,  that  called  was  Colcos, 
Beyond  Troy  eastward  in  the  see, 
That  there  was  a  ram,  that  men  might  see, 
That  had  a  flees  of  gold  that  shone  so  bright, 
That  no  where  was  there  such  another  sight ; 
But  it  was  kept  alway  with  a  dragoun, 
And  many  other  raervailes  up  and  doun, 
And  with  two  bulles  maked  all  of  bras, 
That  spitten  fire,  and  much  thing  there  was, 
But  this  was  eke  the  tale  natholees, 
That  who  so  would  winnen  thilke  flees, 
He  must  both,  or  he  it  winnen  might, 
With  the  buls  and  the  dragon  fight. 

And  king  Otes  lord  was  of  that  isle  : 
This  Peleus  bethought  upon  this  wile, 
That  he  his  nephew  Jason  would  exhort 
To  sailen  to  that  lond,  him  to  disport, 
And  sayd,  u  Nephew,  if  it  might  bee, 
That  such  worship  might  fall  thee. 
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That  thou  this  famous  treasure  might  win, 

And  bring  it  my  region  within, 

It  were  to  me  great  pleasaunoe  and  honour, 

Than  were  I  hold  to  quite  thy  labour, 

And  all  thy  eostes  I  woll  my  selfe  make, 

And  chose  what  folke  thou  wolt  with  thee  take, 

Let  see  now,  darste  thou  taken  this  voyage  1" 

Jason  was  yonge,  and  lustie  of  corage, 
And  undertooke  to  done  this  ilke  emprise  ; 
Anon,  Argus  his  ships  gan  devise. 

With  Jason  went  the  strong  Hercules, 
And  many  another,  that  he  with  him  cbes, 
But  who  so  asketh  who  is  with  him  gon, 
Let  him  rede  Argonauticon, 
For  he  woll  tell  a  tale  long  ynough. 
Philoctetes  anon  the  saile  up  drough, 
Whan  the  wind  was  good,  and  gan  him  hie 
Oat  of  his  countrey,  called  Thessalie. 
So  long  they  sayled  in  the  salt  see, 
Till  in  the  isle  of  Lemnon  arrived  hee, 
All  be  this  nat  rehearsed  of  Guido, 
Yet  saieth  Ovide  in  his  Epistles  so, 
And  of  this  isle  lady  was  and  quene, 
The  faire  yong  HipsiphUe  the  shene, 
That  whilom  Thoas  doughter  was,  the  king. 

Hipsiphde  was  gone  in  her  playing, 
And,  roming  on  the  clevis  by  the  see, 
Under  a  banke,  anone,  espied  she 
Where  lay  the  ship  that  Jason  gan  arrive : 
Of  her  goodnesse  adoune  she  sendeth  blive, 
To  weten  if  that  any  straunge  wight 
With  tempest  thider  were  yblow  anight, 
To  done  him  succour,  as  was  her  usaunce, 
To  furtheren  every  wight,  and  done  pleasaunoe 
Of  very  bountie  and  of  courtesie. 

This  messenger  adoune  him  gan  to  hie, 
And  found  Jason  and  Hercules  also, 
That  in  a  cogge  to  lond  were  yeo, 
Hem  to  refreshen  and  to  take  the  aire. 
The  morning  attempre  was  and  faire, 
And  in  hir  way  this  messenger  hem  mette ; 
Full  cunningly  these  lordes  two  he  grette, 
And  did  his  message,  asking  hem  anon, 
If  that  they  were  broken,  or  aught  wo  begon, 
Or  had  need  of  lodesmen,  or  vitaile, 
For  socoure  they  shoulde  nothing  utile, 
For  it  was  utterly  the  queenes  will. 

Jason  answerde  meekely  and  still : 
M  My  lady,"  quod  he, M  thanke  I  hertely 
Of  her  goodnesse  ;  us  needeth  truly 
Nothing  as  now,  but  that  we  weary  be, 
And  come  for  to  play  out  of  the  see, 
Till  that  the  wind  be  better  in  our  way." 

This  lady  rometh  by  the  cliffe  to  play 
With  her  meinie,  endlong  the  strond, 
And  findeth  this  Jason  and  this  other  stond 
In  speaking  of  this  thing,  as  I  you  told. 

This  Hercules  and  Jason  gan  behold 
Howe  that  the  queene  it  was,  and  faire  her  grete, 
Anone,  right  as  they  with  this  lady  mete, 
And  she  tooke  heed,  and  knew  by  hir  manere, 
By  hir  array,  by  wordes,  and  by  chcre, 
That  it  were  gentyl  men  of  great  degree, 
And  to  the  castle  with  her  leadeth  she 
These  straunge  folk,  and  doth  hem  great  honour, 
And  asketh  hem  of  travaile  and  of  labour 
That  they  have  suffred  in  the  salte  see, 
So  that  within  a  day,  two  or  three, 
She  knew  by  the  folke  that  in  his  shippea  be, 
That  it  was  Jason,  full  of  renomee, 


And  Hercules,  that  liad  the  great  loos, 
That  soughten  the  aventures  of  Colcos, 
And  did  hem  honour  more  than  before, 
And  with  hem  dealed  ever  longer  the  more, 
For  they  ben  worthy  folke,  witnouten  lees, 
And  namely  most  she  spake  with  Hercules, 
To  him  her  herte  bare,  he  shoulde  be 
Sadde,  wise,  and  true,  of  words  avisee, 
Withouten  any  other  affection 
Of  love,  or  any  other  imagination. 

This  Hercules  hath  this  Jason  praised, 
That  to  the  Sunne  he  hath  it  up  raised, 
That  halfe  so  true  a  man  there  n'as  of  love 
Under  the  cope  of  Heaven  that  is  above, 
And  he  was  wise,  bardie,  secrete,  and  riche, 
Of  these  three  points  there  nas  none  him  liche, 
Of  freedome  passed  he,  and  lustyhead, 
All  tho  that  liven,  or  ben  dead  ; 
Thereto,  so  great  a  gentyl  man  was  he, 
And  of  Thessalye  likely  king  to  be, 
Ther  n'as  no  lacke,  but  that  he  was  agast 
To  love,  and  for  to  Bfieake  shamefast, 
Him  had  lever  himself e  to  murder  and  die, 
Than  that  men  should  a  lover  him  espie, 
As  would  God  that  I  had  iyeve 
My  blood  and  flesh,  so  that  I  might  live 
With  the  bones,  that  he  had  aught  where  a  wife 
For  his  estate,  for  such  a  lustie  life 
She  shoulden  lede  with  this  lustie  knight 
And  all  this  was  compassed  on  the  night 
Betwixe  him  Jason,  and  this  Hercules, 
Of  these  two  here  was  a  shreud  lees, 
To  come  to  house  upon  an  innocent, 
For  to  bedote  this  queene  was  hir  entent : 
And  Jason  is  as  coy  as  is  a  maid, 
He  looketh  pitously,  but  naught  he  sayd. 
But  freely  yave  he  to  her  counsailers 
Yeftes  great,  and  to  her  officers, 
As  woulde  God  that  I  leyser  had  and  time, 
By  processe  all  his  wrong  for  to  rime : 
But  in  this  house,  if  any  false  lover  be, 
Right  as  himselfe  now  doth,  right  so  did  he, 
With  faining,  and  with  every  subtill  dede, 
Ye  get  no  more  of  me,  but  ye  woll  rede 
Th'original,  that  telleth  all  the  caas, 

The  sooth  is  this,  that  Jason  wedded  was 
Unto  this  aueene,  and  tooke  of  her  substaunco 
What  so  him  list  unto  his  purveyaunce, 
And  upon  her  begate  children  two, 
And  drough  his  saile,  and  saw  her  never  mo  : 
A  letter  sent  she  him  certaine, 
Which  were  too  long  to  writen  and  to  saine, 
And  him  reproveth  of  his  great  untrouth, 
And  praieth  him  on  her  to  have  some  routh, 
And  on  his  children  two,  she  sayd  him  this, 
That  they  be  like  of  all  thing  ywis 
To  Jason,  save  they  couth  nat  beguile, 
And  prayd  God,  or  it  were  long  while, 
That  she  that  had  his  herte  yreft  her  fro, 
Must  finden  him  untrue  also : 
And  that  she  must  both  her  children  spill. 
And  all  tho  that  suffreth  him  his  will : 
And  true  to  Jason  was  she  all  her  life, 
And  ever  kept  her  chast,  as  for  his  wife, 
Ne  never  had  she  joy  at  her  hart, 
But  died  for  his  love  of  sorrowes  smart. 

To  Colcos  come  is  this  duke  Jason, 
That  is  of  love  devourer  and  dragon, 
As  matire  appeteth  forme  alway, 
And  from  forme  to  forme  it  passen  may, 
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Or  as  a  well  that  were  bottomles, 
Right  so  can  Jason  have  no  pees, 
For  to  desiren  through  his  appetite 
To  done  with  gentyl  women  his  delite  ; 
This  is  his  lust,  and  his  felicitie. 
Jason  is  romed  forth  to  the  citie, 
That  whylome  cleped  was  Jasonicos, 
That  was  the  master  toune  of  all  Col  cos, 
And  hath  ytold  the  cause  of  his  comming 
Unto  Otes,  of  that  countrey  king, 
Praying  him  that  he  must  done  his  assay 
To  get  the  fleese  of  gold,  if  that  he  may  ; 
Of  which  the  king  assenteth  to  his  boone, 
And  doth  him  honour,  as  it  is  doone, 
So  ferforth  that  his  doughter  and  his  heire, 
Medea,  which  that  was  so  wise  and  faire, 
That  fairer  saw  there  never  man  with  etc, 
He  made  her  done  to  Jason  companie 
At  meat,  and  sitte  by  him  in  the  hall. 

Now  was  Jason  a  seemely  man  withall, 
And  like  a  lord,  and  had  a  great  renouu, 
And  of  his  looke  as  royall  as  a  lioun, 
And  godly  of  his  speech,  and  famillere, 
And  coud  of  love  all  the  craft  and  art  plenere 
Wi  thou  ten  booke,  with  evericlie  observaunce, 
And  as  fortune  her  ought  a  foule  mischauuce, 
She  woxe  enamoured  upon  this  man. 

"  Jason,"  quod  she,  *  for  ought  1  see  or  can, 
As  of  this  thing,  the  which  ye  ben  about, 
Ye  and  your  selfe  ye  put  in  much  dout, 
For  who  so  woll  this  aventure  atcheve 
He  may  nat  wele  asterten,  as  I  leve, 
Withouten  death,  but  I  his  helpe  be, 
But  nathelesse,  it  is  my  will,"  quod  she, 
**  To  forthren  you,  so  that  ye  shall  nat  die, 
But  turnen  sound  home  to  your  Thessalie." 

"  My  right  lady,"  quod  this  Jason,  "  tl.o 
That  ye  have  of  my  death  or  my  wo 
Any  regard,  and  done  me  this  honour, 
I  wot  well  that  my  might,  ne  my  labour, 
May  nat  deserve  it  my  lives  day, 
God  thanke  you,  there  I  ne  can  ne  may, 
Your  man  am  I,  and  lowly  you  beseech 
To  ben  my  helpe,  withouten  more  speech, 
But  certes,  for  my  death  shall  I  not  spare." 
!        Tho  gan  this  Medea  to  him  declare 
|     The  perill  of  this  case,  fro  point  to  point 
i      Of  his  batayle,  and  in  what  disjoint 
He  mote  stonde,  of  which  no  creature, 
Save  only  she,  ne  might  his  life  assure  : 
A  nd  shortely,  right  to  the  point  for  to  go, 
They  ben  accorded  fully  betwixe  hem  two, 
That  Jason  shall  her  wedde,  as  trewe  knight, 
|      And  terme  yset  to  come  soone  at  night 
I     Unto  her  charabre,  and  make  there  his  otlie 
I      Upon  the  goddes,  that  he  for  lefe  or  lothe 
j      Ne  shulde  her  never  falsen,  night  ne  day, 
To  ben  her  husband  whyle  he  live  may, 
As  she  that  from  his  deth  him  saved  here, 
And  here  upon  at  night  they  mete  yfere, 
|      And  doth  his  othe,  and  gothe  with  her  to  bcddc, 
j     And  on  the  morow  upward  he  him  spedde, 
I     For  she  hath  taught  him  how  he  shall  nat  faile 
!     Tho  flees  to  winne,  and  stinten  his  bataile, 
i      And  saved  him  his  life  and  his  honour, 
!     And  gate  him  a  name  as  a  conquerour, 
j     Right  through  the  sleight  of  her  enchantment. 

Now  hath  Jason  the  fleese,  and  home  is  went 
I  With  Medea,  and  treasours  fell  great  wonuc, 
I     But  unwist  of  her  father  she  is  gonnc 


To  Thessalie,  with  duke  Jason  her  lefe, 
That  afterward  hath  broght  her  to  niischeife, 
For  as  a  traytour  he  is  from  her  go, 
And  with  her  left  yonge  children  two, 
And  falsely  hath  betraied  her,  alas ! 
And  ever  in  love  a  chefe  traytour  he  was, 
And  wedded  yet  the  thirde  wife  anon, 
That  was  the  doughter  of  king  Creon 

This  is  the  meede  of  loving,  and  guerdon 
That  Medea  received  of  duke  Jason 
Right  for  her  trouth,  and  for  her  kindnease, 
That  loved  him  better  than  her  selfe  I  geese, 
And  left  her  father,  and  her  heritage, 
And  of  Jason  this  is  the  vassalage, 
That  in  his  dayes  nas  never  none  yfound 
So  false  a  lover  going  on  the  ground, 
And  therfore  in  her  letter  thus  she  said, 
First  whan  she  of  his  falsenesse  him  upbraid : 
M  Why  liked  thee  my  yellow  haire  to  see, 
More  than  the  boundes  of  mine  henettie  I 
Why  liked  me  thy  youth  and  thy  fiurenesse, 
And  of  thy  tong  die  infinite  graeiouanesse  ! 
O  haddest  thou  in  thy  conquest  dead  ybe, 
Ful  mikel  un trouth  had  there  died  with  thee," 

Well  can  Ovide  her  letter  in  verse  endite, 
Which  were,  as  now,  too  long  for  to  write. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  LUCRECE  OF  ROM 

Now  mote  I  saine  th'exiling  of  kings 
Of  Rome,  for  hir  horrible  doings 
1  Of  the  last  kinge  Tarquinius, 
|  As  saith  Ovid,  and  Titus  Livius, 
!  But  for  that  cause  tell  I  nat  this  stone, 
'  But  for  to  praysen,  and  drawen  in  memorie 
!  The  very  wife,  the  very  Lucresse, 
That  for  her  wifehood,  and  her  stedfastnesse, 
Nat  only  that  these  paynims  her  commend, 
But  that  cleped  is  in  our  legend 
The  great  Austyn,  that  hath  compassioun 
Of  this  Lucrece,  that  starfe  in  Rome  toun, 
j  And  in  what  wise  I  woll  but  shortly  treat, 
I  And  of  this  thing  I  touch  but  the  great. 
'     When  Ardea  besieged  was  about 
•  With  Romanes,  that  full  sternc  were  and  stow 
I  Full  long  lay  the  siege,  and  little  wrougbten, 

So  that  they  were  lialfe  idle,  as  hem  thoughtei 
I  And  in  his  play  Tarquinius  the  yonge, 
'  Gan  for  to  yape,  for  he  was  light  of  tonge, 
i  And  said,  that  "  it  was  an  idle  life, 
No  man  did  there  no  more  than  his  wife, 
And  let  us  speke  of  wives  that  is  best, 
Praise  every  man  his  owne  as  him  lest, 
And  with  our  speech  let  us  ease  our  herte." 

A  knight  (that  hight  Colatiu)  up  stert, 
And  sayd  thus, 44  Nay,  sir,  it  is  no  nede 
To  trowen  on  the  word,  but  on  the  dede : 
1  luive  a  wife,"  quod  he,  "  that  as  I  trow 
Is  holden  good  of  all  that  ever  her  know  ; 
Go  we  to  Rome  to  night,  and  we  shull  see.** 
Tarquinius  answerde,  u  That  liketh  mee," 
!  To  Rome  they  be  comen,  and  fast  hem  diglit 
To  Colatins  house,  and  downe  they  light, 
Tarquinius,  and  eke  this  Colatine  ; 
The  husboud  knew  the  efters  well  and  fine, 
And  full  prively  into  the  house  they  gone, 
Nor  at  the  gate  porter  was  there  none, 
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the  chamber  dore  they  abide  : 
ble  wife  sate  by  her  beds  side 
eled,  for  no  mall  ice  she  ne  thought, 
t  wooll,  sayth  Livie,  that  she  wrought, 
!  her  from  slouth  and  idlenesse, 
i  her  servaunts  done  hir  businesse, 
teth  hem,  '*  What  tidings  lieren  ye  1 
yth  men  of  the  siege,  how  shall  it  be  1 
aid  the  wals  were  fallen  adoun, 
lsbond  is  too  long  out  of  this  toun, 
ich  drede  doth  me  sore  to  smert, 
i  a  sword  it  stingeth  to  mine  herte, 
thinke  on  this  or  of  that  place, 
e  my  lord,  I  pray  him  for  his  grace  : " 
rwithall  so  tenderly  she  gan  weepc, 
her  werke  she  tooke  no  more  keepe, 
?kely  she  let  her  eyen  fall, 
Ike  semblant  sate  her  well  withall, 
i  her  teares  full  of  heavinesse, 
wed  her  wifely  chastnesse. 
intenaunce  is  to  her  herte  digue, 
y  a  corded  en  in  deed  and  signe, 
h  that  word  her  husbond,  Colatin, 
>f  him  was  ware,  came  stertling  in, 
d,  "  Drede  thee  nat,  for  I  am  here 
;  anone  up  rose,  with  blisfull  chere, 
sed  him,  as  of  wives  is  the  wonne. 
linius,  this  proud  kings  sonne, 
ed  hath  her  beautie  and  her  chere, 
low  haire,  her  bountie,  and  her  manere, 
r,  her  words,  that  she  hath  complained, 
no  craft  her  beautie  was  nat  fained, 
ight  to  thin  lady  such  desire, 
his  herte  he  brent  as  any  fire, 
ily  that  his  wit  was  all  forgotten, 
1  thought  he  she  should  nat  be  gotten, 
j  the  more  he  was  in  dispaire, 
re  coveiteth,  and  thought  her  faire  ; 
id  lust  was  all  his  coveiting. 
row,  whan  the  bird  began  to  sing, 
e  siege  he  commeth  full  prively, 
himselfe  he  walketh  soberly, 
ige  of  her  recording  alway  new, 
y  her  hair,  and  thus  fresh  was  her  hew, 
te,  thus  span,  this  was  her  chere, 
ir  she  was,  and  this  was  her  manere  : 
conceit  his  herte  hath  new  ytake, 
the  see  with  tempest  all  to  shake, 
£r  whan  the  storme  is  all  ago, 
1  the  water  quappe  a  day  or  two, 
j9  though  that  her  forme  were  absent, 
asaunce  of  her  forme  was  present, 
helesse,  nat  pleasaunce,  but  delite, 
nrightfull  talent  with  dispite  : 
naugre  her,  she  shall  my  lemman  be  ; 
Ipeth  hardy  man  alway,  quod  he, 
end  tliat  I  make,  it  shall  be  so," 
t  him  with  his  sword,  and  gan  to  go, 
forthright,  till  to  Rome  he  come, 
alone  his  way  that  he  hath  nome 
e  house  of  Colatin  full  right ; 
as  the  Sunne,  and  day  hath  lost  his  light, 
he  come  unto  a  privie  halke, 
the  night  full  theefely  gan  he  stalke, 
•very  wight  was  to  his  rest  brought, 
vight  had  of  treason  such  a  thought, 
>r  by  window,  or  by  other  gin, 
verd  yd  raw,  shortly  he  commeth  in 
jb  she  lay,  this  noble  wife  Lucresse, 
she  woke,  her  bedde  she  felt  presse : 


"  What  beast  is  that,"  quod  she,  "  that  wayeth 
"  I  am  the  kings  sonne  Tarquinius,"     [thus !" 
Quod  he, "  but  and  thou  crie,  or  any  noise  make, 
Or  if  thou  any  creature  awake, 
By  thilke  God  that  formed  man  of  live, 
This  swerd  through  thine  herte  shall  I  rive  ; " 
And  therwithall  unto  her  throte  he  stert, 
And  set  the  swerd  all  sharpe  on  her  herte  : 
No  word  she  spake,  she  hath  no  might  therto, 
What  shall  she  aaine !  her  wit  is  all  ago  ; 
Right  as  whan  a  wolfe  findeth  a  lamb  alone, 
To  whom  shall  she  complaine  or  make  mone ! 
What,  shall  she  fight  with  an  liardy  knight  ? 
Well  wote  men  a  woman  hath  no  might : 
What,  shall  she  crie,  or  how  shall  she  astert, 
That  hath  her  by  the  throte,  with  swerd  at  herte  < 
She  asketh  grace,  and  said  all  that  she  can. 

"  No  wolt  thou  nat,7'  quod  this  cruell  man, 
"  As  wisely  Jupiter  my  soule  save, 
I  shall  in  thy  stable  slee  thy  knave, 
And  lay  him  in  thy  bed,  and  loud  crie, 
That  I  thee  find  in  such  avoutrie, 
And  thus  thou  shalt  be  dead,  and  also  lese 
Thy  name,  for  thou  shalt  nat  chese." 
This  Romans  wives  loveden  so  her  name 
At  thilke  time,  and  dreden  so  the  shame, 
That  what  for  fere  of  slander,  and  drede  of  death 
She  lost  both  at  ones  wit  and  breath, 
And  in  a  swough  she  lay,  and  woxe  so  dead, 
Men  mighteu  suute  off  her  arme  or  head, 
She  feleth  nothing,  neither  foule  ne  faire. 

Tarquinius,  that  art  a  kings  heire, 
And  shouldest,  as  by  linage  and  by  right, 
Done  as  a  lord  and  a  very  knight, 
Why  hast  thou  done  dispite  to  chivalrie  t 
Why  hast  thou  done  this  lady  villanie  ! 
Alas,  of  thee  this  was  a  villanous  dede, 
But  now  to  the  purpose :  in  the  story  I  rede, 
Whan  he  was  gon,  and  this  mischaunoe  is  fall, 
This  lady  sent  after  her  friendes  all, 
Father,  mother,  and  husbond,  all  yfere, 
And  discheveled  with  her  haire  clere, 
In  habite  such  as  women  used  tho 
Unto  the  burying  of  hir  fronds  go, 
She  sate  in  hall,  with  a  sorowfull  sight ; 
Her  friends  asken  what  her  aylen  might, 
And  who  was  dead  !  and  she  sate  aye  weeping, 
A  word  for  shame  ne  may  she  forth  out  bring, 
Ne  upon  hem  she  durst  nat  behold, 
But,  at  the  last,  of  Tarquiny  she  hem  told 
This  rufull  case,  and  all  this  thing  horrible, 
The  wo  to  tell  were  impossible 
That  she  and  all  her  friends  make  at  ones  ; 
All  had  folkes  hertes  ben  of  stones, 
It  might  have  maked  hem  upon  her  rew, 
Her  herte  was  so  wifely  and  so  trew  ; 
She  said,  that  for  her  gilt  ne  for  her  blame 
Her  husbond  should  nat  have  the  foule  name. 
That  would  she  nat  suffren  by  no  way : 
And  they  answerde  all  unto  her  fay, 
That  they  foryave  it  her,  for  it  was  right, 
It  was  no  gilt,  it  lay  nat  in  her  might, 
And  saiden  her  ensamples  many  one, 
But  all  for  naught,  for  thus  she  said  anone : 
u  Be  as  be  may,"  quod  she,  u  of  forgiving, 
I  will  nat  have  no  forgift  for  nothing 
But  prively  she  cought  forth  a  knife, 
And  therwithall  she  raft  her  selfe  her  life, 
And  as  she  fell  adowne  she  east  her  looke, 
And  of  her  clothes  yet  heed  she  tooke, 
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For  in  her  falling,  yet  she  had  a  care 

Least  tliat  her  feet  or  such  things  lay  bare, 

So  well  she  loved  cleannease,  and  eke  trouth  ; 

Of  her  had  all  the  towne  of  Rome  routh, 

And  Brutus  hath  by  her  chast  blood  swore 

That  Tarquin  should  ybanished  be  therfore, 

And  all  his  kinne  ;  and  let  the  people  call, 

And  openly  the  tale  he  told  hem  all, 

And  openly  let  carry  her  on  a  bere 

Through  all  the  town,  that  men  may  see  and  here 

The  horrible  deed  of  her  oppressioun, 

Ne  never  was  there  king  in  Rome  toun 

Sens  thilke  day,  and  she  was  holden  there 

A  saint,  and  ever  her  day  yhallowed  dere, 

As  in  liir  law  :  and  thus  endeth  Lucresse, 

The  noble  wife,  Titus  beareth  witnesse  : 

I  tell  it,  for  she  was  of  love  so  trew, 

Ne  in  her  will  she  chaunged  for  no  new, 

And  in  her  stable  herte,  sadde  and  kind, 

That  in  these  women  men  may  all  day  find 

There  as  they  cast  hir  herte,  there  it  dwelleth, 

For  well  I  wote,  that  Christ  himselfe  telleth 

That  in  Israel,  as  wide  as  is  the  lond, 

That  so  great  faith  in  all  the  lond  he  ne  fond 

As  in  a  woman,  and  this  is  no  lie, 

And  as  for  men,  looke  ye,  such  tyrannic 

They  doen  all  day,  assay  hem  who  so  list, 

The  truest  is  full  brotell  for  to  trist. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  ARIADNE  OF  ATHENS. 

Judge  infernall,  Minos,  of  Crete  king, 

Now  commeth  thy  lot,  thou  commest  on  the  ring  ; 

Nat  for  thy  sake  only  written  is  this  stone, 

But  for  to  clepe  ay  en  unto  memorie, 

Of  Theseus  the  great  untrouth  of  love, 

For  which  the  gods  of  Heaven  above 

Ben  wroth,  and  wrath  have  take  for  thy  sinne  ; 

Be  red  for  shame  !  now  1  thy  life  beginne. 

Minos,  that  was  the  mighty  king  of  Crete, 
That  had  an  hundred  cities  strong  and  grete, 
To  schoole  hath  sent  his  soune  Androgeus 
To  Athens,  of  the  which  it  happed  thus, 
That  he  was  slaine,  learning  phylosophie, 
Right  in  that  citie,  nat  but  for  envie. 

The  great  Minos,  of  the  which  I  speke, 
His  sonues  death  is  come  for  to  wreke, 
Aleathoe  he  besieged  hard  and  long, 
But  na  the  lease,  the  walles  be  so  strong, 
And  Nisus,  that  was  king  of  that  cite, 
So  chivalrous,  that  little  dredeth  he  ; 
Of  Minos  or  his  host  tooke  he  no  cure, 
Till  on  a  day  befell  an  aventure, 
That  Nisus  doughtcr  stood  upon  the  wall, 
And  of  the  siege  saw  the  manner  all : 
So  happed  it,  tliat  at  scarmibhiug 
She  cast  her  herte  upon  Miuos  the  king, 
For  his  beautie,  and  his  chevalrie, 
So  sore  that  she  wende  for  to  die. 
And  shortly  of  this  proccsse  for  to  pace, 
She  made  Minos  winnen  thilke  place, 
So  that  the  citie  was  all  at  his  will, 
To  haven  whom  him  list,  or  els  spill ; 
But  wickedly  he  quit  her  kindnesse, 
And  let  her  drench  in  sorrow  and  distresse, 
N'ere  that  the  gods  liad  of  her  pi  to, 
But  that  tale  were  too  long  as  now  for  me. 


Athenes  wan  this  king  Minos  also, 

As  Aleathoe,  and  other  townea  mo, 

And  this  the  effect,  that  Minos  hath  so  driven 

Hem  of  Athenes,  tliat  they  mote  him  yeven 

Fro  yere  to  yere  her  owne  children  dere 

For  to  be  slaine,  as  ye  shall  after  here. 

This  Minos  hath  a  monster,  a  wicked  best. 
That  was  so  cruell,  that  without  areest, 
Whan  that  a  man  was  brought  into  his  presence, 
He  would  him  eat,  there  helpeth  no  defence : 
And  every  third  yeare,  withouten  dottt, 
They  casten  lotte,  as  it  came  about, 
On  rich  and  poore,  he  must  his  sonne  take, 
And  of  his  childe  he  must  present  make 
To  Minos,  to  save  him  or  to  spill, 
Or  let  his  beast  devour  him  at  his  wilL 
And  this  hath  Minos  done  right  in  dispite, 
To  wreke  his  sonne  was  set  all  his  delite, 
And  make  hem  of  Athenes  his  thrall 
Fro  yere  to  yere,  while  he  liven  shall ; 
And  home  he  saileth  whan  this  toun  is  wonne. 
This  wicked  custome  is  so  long  yronne, 
Till  of  Athenes  king  Egeus 
Mote  senden  his  owne  sonne  Theseus, 
Sens  that  the  lotte  is  fallen  him  upon 
To  ben  devoured,  for  grace  is  there  non. 
And  forth  is  ladde  this  wofull  yonge  knight 
Unto  the  country  of  king  Minos  fall  of  might, 
And  in  a  prison  fettred  fast  is  he, 
Till  the  time  he  should  yfreten  be. 

Well  maist  thou  wepe,  0  wofull  Theseus, 
That  art  a  kings  sonne,  and  damned  thus, 
Me  thinketh  this,  that  thou  art  depe  yhoid 
To  whom  that  saved  thee  fro  cares  cold, 
And  now  if  any  woman  helpe  thee, 
Well  oughtest  thou  her  servaunt  for  to  bee, 
And  ben  her  true  lover,  yere  by  yere, 
But  now  to  come  ayen  to  my  matere. 

The  toure,  there  this  Theseus  is  throw, 
Down  in  the  bottome  derk,  and  wonder  low, 
Was  joyning  to  the  wall  of  a  foreine 
Longing  unto  the  dough tren  tweine 
Of  Minos,  that  in  hir  chambers  grete 
Dwelten  above  the  maister  strete 
Of  the  towne,  in  joy  and  in  sollas : 
Not  I  u'at  how  it  happed,  percaas, 
As  Theseus  complained  him  by  night, 
The  kings  doughter,  that  Ariadne  higbt, 
And  eke  her  suster  Phedra,  herden  all 
His  complaint,  as  they  stood  on  the  wall 
And  looked  upon  the  bright  Moone, 
Hem  list  nat  to  go  to  bed  so  soone  : 
And  of  his  wo  they  had  compassion 
A  kings  sonne  to  be  in  such  prison, 
And  ben  devoured,  thought  hem  great  pite  : 
Than  Ariadne  spake  to  her  suster  free, 
And  said  :  «*  Phedra,  lefe  suster  dere, 
This  wofull  lords  sonne  may  ye  nat  here, 
How  pitously  he  complaineth  his  kin, 
And  eke  his  poore  estate  that  he  is  in, 
Aud  guiltlesse,  certes,  now  it  is  routh, 
And  if  ye  woll  assent,  by  my  trouth, 
He  shall  ben  hoi  pen,  how  so  that  we  do.** 

Phedra  answerde,  *'  Ywis  me  is  as  wo 
For  him  as  ever  I  was  for  any  man, 
And  to  his  helpe  the  best  rede  I  can 
Is  that  we  done  the  gailer  prively 
To  come  and  speke  with  us  hastely, 
And  done  this  wofull  man  with  him  to  come 
For  if  he  may  this  monster  overcome, 
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Than  were  he  quit,  there  is  none  other  boot, 
Let  us  well  taste  him  at  his  hcrte  root, 
That  if  so  be  that  he  a  weapon  have, 
Where  that  he  his  life  dare  kepe  or  save, 
Fighten  with  this  fiend,  and  him  defend, 
For  in  the  prison,  here  as  he  shall  discend, 
Ye  wote  well,  that  the  beast  is  in  a  place 
That  is  not  derke,  and  hath  roarae  and  eke  space 
To  welde  an  axe  or  swerde,  staffe  or  knife, 
So  that  me  thinketh  he  should  save  his  life, 
If  that  he  be  a  man,  he  shall  do  so : 
And  we  shall  make  him  balles  eke  also 
Of  wexe  and  towe,  that  whan  he  gapeth  fast, 
Into  the  beestes  throte  he  shall  hem  cast, 
To  sleke  his  honger,  and  encomber  his  teeth, 
And  right  anon,  whan  that  Theseus  seeth 
The  beest  acheked,  be  shall  on  him  leepe 
To  sleen  him,  or  they  comen  more  to  keepe  ; 
This  weapon  shal  the  gailer,  or  that  tide, 
Full  prively  within  the  prison  hide : 
And,  for  the  house  is  crencled  to  and  fro, 
And  hath  so  quaint  waies  for  to  go, 
For  it  is  shapen  as  the  mase  is  wrought, 
Thereto  have  I  a  remedy  in  my  thought, 
That  by  a  clewe  of  twine,  as  he  hath  gon 
The  same  way  he  may  returne  anon, 
Folowing  alway  the  threde,  as  he  hath  come, 
And  whan  this  beest  is  overcome, 
Than  may  he  flien  away  out  of  this  stede, 
And  eke  the  gailer  may  he  with  him  lede, 
And  him  avauiice  at  home  in  his  countre, 
Sens  that  so  great  a  lordes  sonne  is  he  : 
This  is  my  rede,  if  that  ye  dare  it  take." 

What  ahold  1  lenger  sermon  of  it  make  t 
The  gailer  coraeth,  and  with  him  Theseus, 
Whau  these  things  ben  accorded  thus. 

Downe  sate  Theseus  upon  his  knee, 
«  The  right  lady  of  my  life,"  quod  he, 
**  I  sorowfull  man,  ydamned  to  the  deth, 
Fro  you,  whiles  that  me  lasteth  breth, 
1  wol  nat  twinne,  after  this  aventure, 
Hut  in  your  service  thus  I  woll  endure, 
I    That  as  a  wretch  nnknow  I  woll  you  serve 
For  evermore,  till  that  mine  herte  sterve, 
I    Forsake  I  woll  at  home  mine  heritage, 
I     And,  as  I  said,  ben  of  your  court  a  page, 
|     If  that  ye  vouchsafe  that  in  this  place 
Ye  graunt  me  to  have  soche  a  grace 
That  1  may  have  nat  but  my  meate  and  drinke, 
And  for  my  sustinaunco  yet  woll  I  swinke, 
Right  as  you  list,  that  Minos,  ne  no  wight, 
Sens  that  be  saw  me  never  with  eyen  sight, 
Ne  no  man  else  shall  me  espie, 
So  slily  and  so  well  I  shal  me  grie, 
And  me  so  wel  disfigure,  and  so  low, 
That  in  this  world  there  shall  no  man  me  know, 
To  have  my  life,  and  to  have  presence 
Of  you,  that  done  to  me  this  excellence  ; 
And  to  my  father  shall  I  sende  here 
This  worthy  man,  that  is  your  gaylere, 
And  him  so  guerdon  that  he  shall  well  be 
One  of  the  greatest  men  of  my  countre, 
And  if  I  durst  saine,  my  lady  bright, 
I  am  a  kings  sonne,  and  eke  a  knight, 
As  wold  God,  if  that  it  might  be, 
Ye  weren  in  my  couutrey  all  thre, 
And  I  with  you,  to  bcare  you  companie, 
Than  shuld  ye  sene  if  that  I  thereof  lie  ; 
And  if  that  1  profer  you  in  lowe  manere 
To  ben  your  page,  and  serven  you  right  hero, 


But  I  you  serve  as  lowly  in  that  place, 
I  pray  to  Mars  to  yeve  me  suche  grace 
That  shames  death  on  me  there  mote  fall, 
And  death  and  poverte  to  my  frends  all, 
And  that  my  sprite  by  night  mote  go, 
After  my  death,  and  walke  to  and  fro, 
That  I  mote  of  traitour  have  a  name, 
For  which  my  sprit  mote  go,  to  do  me  shame, 
And  if  I  clavme  ever  other  degree, 
But  ye  vouchsafe  to  yeve  it  mee, 
As  I  have  said,  of  shames  death  I  dey, 
And  mercy,  lady,  I  can  naught  else  sey." 

A  semely  knight  was  this  Theseus  to  see, 
And  yonge,  but  of  twenty  yere  and  three, 
But  who  so  had  ysene  his  countenance, 
He  wold  have  wept  for  routh  of  his  penance : 
For  which  this  Ariadne  in  this  manere, 
Answerde  to  his  profre  and  to  his  chere. 

"  A  kings  sonne,  and  eke  a  knight,"  quod  she, 
"  To  ben  m y  servaunt  in  so  lowe  degree, 
God  shilde  it,  for  the  shame  of  women  all, 
And  lene  me  never  soch  a  case  befall, 
And  sende  you  grace,  and  sleight  of  herte  also, 
You  to  defend,  and  knightly  to  sleen  your  foe, 
And  lene  hereafter  I  may  yet1  find 
To  me,  and  to  my  suster  here,  so  kind, 
That  I  ne  repent  nat  to  yeve  you  life, 
Yet  were  it  better  I  were  your  wife, 
Sith  ye  ben  as  gentill  borne  as  I, 
And  have  a  realme  nat  but  fast  by, 
Than  that  I  suffred  your  gentillesse  to  sterve, 
Or  that  I  let  you  as  a  page  serve ; 
It  is  no  profite,  as  unto  your  kinrede, 
But  what  is  that,  that  man  woll  nat  do  for  dred  t 
And  to  my  suster,  sith  that  it  is  so, 
That  she  mote  gone  with  me,  if  that  I  go, 
Or  els  suffre  death  as  wel  as  I, 
That  ye  unto  your  sonne  as  trewly, 
Done  her  be  wedded,  at  your  home  coming, 
This  is  the  finall  end  of  all  this  thing, 
Ye  swere  it  here,  upon  all  that  may  be  sworne !" 

**  Ye,  lady  mine,"  auod  he,  a  or  els  to  torne 
Mote  I  be  with  the  Minotaure  or  to  morrow, 
And  haveth  here  of  mine  herte  blood  to  borow, 
If  that  ye  woll,  if  I  had  knife  or  speare, 
I  would  it  letten  out,  and  thereon  sweare, 
For  than  at  erste,  I  wot  ye  would  me  leve, 
By  Mars,  that  is  chiefe  of  my  be  leve, 
So  that  I  might  liven,  and  nat  faile 
To  morow  for  to  taken  my  bataile, 
I  nolde  never  fro  this  place  flie, 
Till  that  ye  should  the  very  profe  se, 
For  now,  if  that  the  soth  1  shall  you  say, 
I  have  loved  you  full  many  a  day, 
Though  ye  ne  wist  nat,  in  my  countre, 
And  aldermost  desired  you  to  see, 
Of  any  earthly  living  creature, 
Upon  my  truth  I  sweare  and  you  assure, 
This  seven  yere  I  have  your  servaunt  be, 
Now  have  1  you,  and  also  have  ye  mc, 
My  dere  herte,  of  Athenes  duchesse," 

This  lady  smileth  at  his  stedfastnesse, 
And  at  his  hertely  wordes,  and  at  his  chere, 
And  to  her  suster  said  in  this  manere : 

M  And  sothly,  suster  mine,"  quod  she, 
"  Now  be  we  duchesses,  both  I  and  ye, 
And  sikerde  to  the  regals  of  Athenes, 
And  both  hereafter  likely  to  be  queenes, 
And  saved  fro  his  death  a  kings  sonne, 
As  ever  of  gentill  women  is  the  wonne, 
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I     To  save  a  gentil  man,  enforth  hir  might, 
In  honest  cause,  and,  namely,  in  his  right, 
Me  thinketh  no  wight  ought  us  herof  blame, 
Ne  bearen  us  therefore  an  yvel  name." 
And  shortly  of  this  mater  for  to  make, 
This  Theseus  of  her  hath  leave  ytake, 
And  every  point  was  performed  in  dede, 
As  ye  have  in  this  eovenaunt  herde  me  rede, 
His  wepen,  his  clewe,  his  thing  that  I  have  said, 
Was  by  the  gailer  in  the  house  ylaid, 
There  as  the  Minotaure  hath  his  dwelling, 
Right  fast  by  the  dore,  at  his  entring, 
And  Theseus  is  lad  unto  his  dethe, 
And  forth  unto  this  Minotaure  he  gethe, 
And  by  the  teaching  of  this  Adriane, 
He  overcame  this  beest,  and  was  his  bane, 
And  out  he  cometh  by  the  clewe  againe 
Ful  prively,  whan  he  this  beest  hath  slaine, 
And  the  gailer  gotten  hath  a  barge, 
And  of  his  wives  treasure  gan  it  charge, 
And  toke  his  wife,  and  eke  her  suster  free, 
And  by  the  gailer,  and  with  hem  al  three 
Is  stole  away  out  of  the  lond  by  night, 
And  to  the  countre  of  Enupie  him  dight, 
There  as  he  had  a  frende  of  his  knowing, 
There  feesten  they,  there  daunsen  they  and  sing, 
And  in  his  armes  hath  this  Adriane, 
That  of  the  beest  hath  kept  him  fro  his  bane, 
And  get  him  there  a  noble  barge  anone, 
!     And  of  his  couutrey  folke  a  ful  great  wone, 

And  taketh  his  leave,  and  homeward  saileth  hee, 
And  in  an  yle,  amidde  the  wilde  see, 
There  as  there  dwelt  creature  none, 
\     Save  wild  bees  tee,  and  that  full  many  one, 
1     He  made  his  shippe  a  londe  for  to  sette, 
j     And  in  that  yle  halfe  a  day  he  lette, 
<     And  said,  that  on  the  londe  he  must  him  rest 

His  mariners  have  done  right  as  him  lest, 
;     And  for  to  tell  shortly  in  this  caas, 
.     Whan  Ariadne  his  wife  a  elope  was, 
I     For  that  her  suster  fayrer  was  than  she, 

He  taketh  her  in  his  honde,  and  forth  goeth  he 
To  ship,  and  as  a  traitour  stale  away, 
While  that  this  Ariadne  a  slepe  lay, 
And  to  his  countrey  wardehe  sailed  blive, 
j     A  twenty  divel  way  the  winde  him  drive, 
And  found  his  father  drenched  in  the  see. 
I     Me  list  no  more  to  spoke  of  him,  parde, 
I     These  false  lovers,  poison  be  hir  bane. 
|        But  I  wol  turne  againe  to  Adriane, 
r     That  is  with  slepe  for  werinesse  ytake, 
j     Ful  sorowfully  her  herte  may  awake. 

Alas,  for  thee  mine  herte  hath  pite, 
'     Right  in  the  dawning  awaketh  she, 
|     And  gropeth  in  the  bed,  and  fond  right  nought : 
"  Alas,'*  quod  she,  "  that  ever  t  was  wrought, 
I     I  am  betrayed,"  and  her  heere  to  rent, 

And  to  the  stronde  barefote  fast  she  went, 
|     And  cried  :  "  Theseus,  mine  herte  swete, 
|     Where  be  ye,  that  1  may  nat  with  you  mete  !" 

And  might  thus  with  beestes  ben  yslaine. 
,         The  holowe  rockes  answerde  her  againe, 
No  man  she  saw,  and  yet  shone  the  moone, 
And  hie  upon  a  rocke  she  went  soone, 
And  sawe  his  barge  sayling  in  the  see, 
|     Cold  woxe  her  herte,  and  right  thus  said  she  : 

■  "  Meker  then  yc  find  I  the  beestes  wilde." 
Hath  he  nat  sinne,  that  he  her  thus  begiide  ! 

I     She  cried,  "  O  turne  againe  for  routhe  and  sinne, 

■  Thy  barge  hath  nat  all  his  meinie  in  !" 


|  Her  kerchefe  on  a  pole  sticked  she, 
j  Ascaunce  he  should  it  well  yse, 
j  Aud  him  remerabre  that  she  was  behind, 
I  And  turne  againe,  and  on  the  stronde  her  find, 
i     But  all  for  naught,  his  way  he  is  gone, 
And  downe  she  fel  a  swowne  on  a  stone. 
And  up  she  riste,  and  kissed  in  all  her  care 
The  steppes  of  hisfeete,  there  he  hath  fare, 
And  to  her  bed  right  thus  she  speketh  tbo  : 

"  Thou  bed,"  quod  she, « that  hast  received  two 
Thou  shalt  answere  of  two,  and  not  of  one, 
Where  is  the  greater  parte  away  gone  ! 

"  Alas,  wher  shal  I  wretched  wight  become  ? 
For  though  so  be  that  bote  none  here  come, 
Home  to  my  countrey  dare  I  nat  for  drede, 
I  can  my  selfe  in  this  case  nat  rede." 

What  should  I  tell  more  her  complaining  I 
It  is  so  long,  it  were  an  heavy  thing ; 
In  her  epistle,  Naso  telleth  all, 
But  shortly  to  the  end  tell  I  shall, 
The  goddes  have  her  holpen  for  pite, 
And  m  the  signe  of  Taurus  men  may  see 
j  The  stones  of  her  crowne  shine  clere, 
'  I  will  no  more  speake  of  this  mater©, 
1  But  thus  this  false  lover  can  begile 
His  trew  love,  the  divel  quite  him  his  wile. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  PHILOMENE. 

Thou  yever  of  the  formes,  that  hast  wrought 
The  fayre  world,  and  bare  it  in  thy  thought 
Eternally,  er  thou  thy  werke  began, 
Why  madest  thou  unto  the  slaunder  of  man, 
Or  all  be  that  it  was  not  thy  doing, 
As  for  that  end  to  make  suche  a  thing, 
!  Why  suffredest  thou  that  Terens  was  bore, 
That  is  in  love  so  false  and  so  forswore, 
That  fro  this  world  up  to  the  first  Heven, 
Corrumpeth,  whan  that  folke  his  name  neren  \ 
And  as  to  me,  so  grisly  was  his  dede, 
:  That  whan  that  1  this  foule  storie  rede 
Mine  eyen  wexen  foule,  and  sore  also, 
Yet  lasteth  the  venime  of  so  longe  ago, 
That  enfecteth  him  that  wolde  behold 
■  The  storie  of  Tereus,  of  which  I  told, 
'  Of  Trace  was  he  lord,  and  kin  to  Marte, 
The  cruel  god  that  stante  with  blody  darte, 
And  wedded  had  he  with  blisfull  cherc 
King  Pandionis  faire  doughter  dere, 
That  bight  Progne,  floure  of  her  countre, 
I  Though  Juno  list  not  at  the  feast  be, 
,  Ne  Hymcneus,  that  god  of  wedding  is, 
But  at  the  feast  ready  ben,  ywis, 
The  furies  three,  with  all  hir  mortal  1  bronde, 
The  oule  all  night  above  the  balkes  wonde, 
That  prophete  is  of  wo  and  of  mischaunce  ; 
This  revel  1,  full  of  song  and  full  of  dauncr, 
.  Last  a  fourtenight,  or  little  lasse ; 
j  But  shortly  of  this  storie  for  to  passe, 
i  (For  I  am  weary  of  him  for  to  tell) 
Five  yere  his  wife  and  he  togither  dwell, 
Till  on  a  day  she  gan  so  sore  long 
To  seene  her  suster,  that  she  saw  not  long, 
;  That  for  desire  she  n'ist  what  to  say, 
j  But  to  her  husbond  gan  she  for  to  pray 
j  For  Gods  love,  tliat  she  mote  ones  gone 
:  Her  suster  for  to  seene,  and  como  ayen  anone. 
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Or  else,  but  she  mote  to  her  wend, 
She  praied  him  that  he  would  after  her  send  : 
And  this  was,  day  by  day,  all  her  prayere, 
With  al  humblesse  of  wifehood,  word  and  chere. 

This  Tereus  let  make  his  ships  yare, 
And  into  Grece  bimselfe  is  forth  yfare, 
Unto  his  father-in-law  gan  he  pray, 
To  vouchsafe,  that  for  a  moneth  or  tway, 
That  Philomene  bis  wives  suster  might 
On  Progne  his  wife  bat  ones  have  a  sight, 
*  And  she  shall  come  to  yon  again,  anon, 
My  selfe  with  her,  I  will  both  come  and  gon, 
And  as  my  hertes  life  I  will  her  kepe." 

This  old  Pandion,  this  king  gan  wepe 
For  tendernesse  of  herte,  for  to  leve 
His  doughter  gon,  and  for  to  yeve  her  leve  ; 
Of  all  this  world  he  loved  nothing  so, 
But,  at  the  last,  leave  hath  she  to  go, 
For  Philomene,  with  salt  teares  eke, 
Gan  of  her  father  grace  to  beseke 
To  seene  her  suster,  that  her  longeth  so, 
And  him  embrace th  with  her  amies  two  ; 
And  there  also  yong  and  faire  was  she, 
That  whan  that  Tereus  saw  her  beaute, 
And  of  array,  that  there  was  none  her  lichc, 
And  yet  of  beautie  was  she  to  so  riche, 
He  cast  his  fierie  hertc  upon  her  so, 
That  he  woll  have  her,  how  so  that  it  go, 
And  with  his  wiles  kneled,  and  so  praied, 
Till  at  the  last  Pandion  thus  saied. 

"  Now  sonne,"  quod  he,  «*  that  art  to  me  so  dere, 
I  thee  betake  my  voug  doughter  dere, 
That  beareth  the  key  of  all  mine  herte*  life, 
And  grete  well  my  doughter  and  thy  wife, 
And  yeve  her  leave  sometime  for  to  ploy, 
That  she  may  seen  me  ones,  or  I  deie  " 
And  sothly  he  hath  made  him  riche  feast, 
And  to  his  folke,  the  most  aud  eke  the  least, 
That  with  him  came :  and  yave  him  yefts  great, 
And  him  conveieth  through  the  master  streat 
Of  Athene*,  and  to  the  sea  him  brought, 
And  tourneth  home,  no  malice  he  ne  thought. 
The  ores  pulleth  forth  the  vessell  fast, 
And  into  Trace  arriveth  at  the  last, 
And  up  in  to  a  forest  he  her  led, 
And  to  a  cave  prively  he  him  sped, 
And  in  this  darke  cave,  if  her  lest 
Or  list  nought,  he  had  her  for  to  rest, 
Of  which  her  berte  agrose,  and  saied  thus  : 
M  Where  is  my  suster,  brother  Tereus !" 
And  therewitball  she  wept  tenderly, 
And  quoke  for  feare,  pale  and  pitiously, 
Right  as  the  lambe,  that  of  the  wolfe  is  bitten, 
Or  as  the  culver,  that  of  the  egle  is  smitten, 
And  is  out  of  his  clawee  forth  escaped, 
Yet  it  is  aferde,  and  awaped, 
Lest  it  be  hent  eftsones  :  so  sate  she, 
But  utterly  it  may  none  other  be, 
Bv  force  hath  this  traitour  done  a  deede, 
That  he  hath  reft  her  of  her  maidenhede, 
Muugre  her  head,  by  strength  and  by  his  might 
Lo,  here  a  deede  of  men,  and  that  aright. 
She  crieth,  "  Suster  !"  with  full  loude  Steven, 
Aud, "  Father  dere  !  Helpe  mo  God  in  Heven  !  ** 
All  helpeth  not,  and  yet  this  false  thefe 
Hath  done  this  lady  yet  a  more  mischefe, 
For  feare  lest  she  should  his  shame  crie, 
And  done  him  openly  a  villanie, 
And  with  his  sweard  her  tong  of  kerfe  he, 
And  in  a  casteH  made  her  for  to  be, 


Full  prively  in  prison  evermore, 
And  kept  her  to  his  usage  and  to  his  store, 
So  that  she  ne  might  never  more  astarte. 
O  sely  Philomene,  wo  is  in  thine  herte, 
Huge  been  thy  sorowes,  and  wonder  smart ! 
God  wreke  thee,  and  sende  thee  thy  boone  ! 
Now  is  time  I  make  an  end  soone. 

This  Tereus  is  to  his  wife  vcome, 
And  in  his  armes  hath  his  wife  ynome, 
And  pitiously  he  wept,  and  shoke  his  hedde, 
And  swore  her  that  he  found  her  suster  deddc, 
For  which  this  selie  Progne  hath  soch  wo, 

!  That  nigh  her  sorowfull  herte  brake  a  two. 

'  And  thus  in  teares  let  I  Progne  dwell, 
And  of  her  suster  forth  I  woll  you  tell. 

This  wofull  lady  ylearned  had  in  youth, 
So  that  she  worken  and  enbrauden  couth, 
And  weaven  in  stole  the  radevore, 
As  it  of  women  hath  be  woved  yore, 
And  sothly  for  to  saine,  she  hath  her  fill 
Of  meate  and  drinke,  of  clothing  at  her  will, 
And  couthe  eke  rede  well  ynough  and  endite, 
But  with  a  penne  she  could  not  write, 
But  letters  can  she  weave  to  and  fro, 
So  that  by  the  yere  was  all  ago, 
She  had  woven  in  a  flames  large, 
How  she  was  brought  fro  Athens  in  a  barge, 
And  in  a  cave  how  that  she  was  brought, 
And  all  the  thing  that  Tereus  wrought, 
She  wave  it  wel,  and  wrote  the  stone  above, 

!  How  she  was  served  for  her  susters  love. 

,  And  to  a  man  a  ring  she  yave  anon, 

;  And  praied  him  by  signes  for  to  gon 

1  Unto  the  queene,  and  bearen  her  that  clothe, 

|  And  by  eigne  swore  many  an  othe 
She  should  him  yeve  what  she  getten  might. 

This  man,  anon,  unto  the  queene  him  dight, 
And  toke  it  her,  and  all  the  raaner  told, 

|  And  whan  that  Progne  hath  this  thing  behold, 
No  worde  she  spake,  for  sorow  and  eke  for  rage, 
But  fained  her  to  gon  on  pilgrimage 
To  Baccus  temple,  and  in  a  Tittle  stound 
Her  dombe  suster  sitting  hath  she  found 

i  Weeping  in  the  castell,  her  selfe  alone  ; 

I  Alas,  the  wo,  constraint,  and  the  mone 

|  That  Progne  upon  her  dombe  suster  maketh. 

|  In  armes  everich  of  hem  other  taketh, 
And  thus  1  let  hem  in  hir  sorow  dwell  ; 
The  remnaunt  is  no  charge  to  tell, 
For  this  is  all  and  some,  thus  was  she  served 
That  never  agilte,  ne  deserved 
Unto  this  cruel  1  man,  that  she  of  wist. 
Ye  may  beware  of  men,  if  that  you  list, 
For  all  be  that  he  woll  not  for  shame 
Doen  as  Tereus,  to  lese  his  name, 
Ne  serve  you  as  a  murtherer  or  a  knave, 
Full  little  while  ahull  ye  trew  him  have, 
That  wol  I  sain,  al  were  he  now  my  brother, 

I  But  it  so  be  that  he  may  have  another. 


THE  LEGENDE  OP  PHILUS. 

Br  prove,  as  well  as  by  auctorite, 
That  wicked  fruite  commeth  of  a  wicked  tree, 
That  may  ye  find,  if  that  it  liketh  you, 
But  for  this  end,  I  speake  this  as  now, 
1  To  tell  you  of  false  Demophon : 
,  In  love  a  miter  heard  I  never  non, 
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But  it  were  his  father,  Theseus, 
God  fur  his  grace  fro  soch  one  kepe  us, 
Thus  these  women  praien,  that  it  here, 
Now  to  the  effect  tourne  1  of  my  mate  re. 

Destroied  is  of  Troie  the  citee, 
This  Demophon  came  sailing  in  the  see 
Toward  Athenes,  to  his  paleis  large, 
With  him  came  many  a  ship  and  many  a  barge 
Full  of  folke,  of  which  full  many  one 
Is  wounded  sore,  and  sicke  and  wo  begone, 
And  they  have  at  the  siege  long  ylaine. 
Behind  him  came  a  winde,  and  eke  a  raine. 
That  shofe  so  sore  his  saile  might  not  stonde, 
Him  were  lever  than  all  the  world  a  londe. 
So  hunted  him  the  tempest  to  and  fro, 
So  darke  it  was  he  could  no  where  go, 
And  with  a  wave  brusten  was  his  stere, 
His  ship  was  rent  so  lowe,  in  such  manere, 
That  carpenter  could  it  not  amende, 
The  see  by  night  as  any  torche  brende 
For  wood,  and  posseth  him  up  and  doun, 
Till  Neptune  hath  of  him  compassioun, 
And  Thetis,  Chorus,  Triton,  and  they  all, 
And  maden  him  up  a  londe  to  fall, 
Wherof  that  Phillis  lady  was  and  queene, 
Lycurgus  doughter,  fairer  unto  seene 
Than  is  the  floure  again  the  bright  Sonne. 
Unneth  is  Demophon  to  londe  ywonne, 
Weake  and  eke  werie,  and  his  folke  forpined 
Of  werinesse,  and  also  enfamined, 
And  to  the  death  he  was  almost  ydriven, 
His  wise  folke  consaile  have  him  yeven, 
To  seken  helpe  and  succour  of  the  queene, 
And  loken  what  his  grace  might  bene, 
And  maken  in  that  lande  some  chevesaunce, 
And  kepen  him  fro  wo,  and  fro  mischaunce, 
For  sicke  he  was,  and  almost  at  the  death, 
Unneth  might  he  speake,  or  drawe  breath, 
And  lieth  in  Rhodopeia  him  for  to  rest. 
Whan  he  may  walk,  him  thought  it  was  best 
Unto  the  couutrey  to  seeken  for  succour, 
Men  knew  him  wele,  and  did  him  honour, 
For  at  Athenes  duke  and  lord  was  he, 
As  Theseus  his  father  hath  ybe, 
That  in  his  time  was  great  of  renoun, 
No  man  so  great  in  all  his  regioun, 
And  like  his  father  of  face  and  of  stature, 
And  false  of  love,  it  came  him  of  nature, 
As  doth  the  foxe  Renarde,  the  foxes  sonne, 
Of  kinde  he  coulde  his  old  father  wonne 
Without  lore,  as  can  a  drake  swim  me, 
Whan  it  is  caught  and  carried  to  the  brimme : 
This  honorable  queen  Phillis  doth  him  chere, 
Her  liketh  well  his  sporte  and  his  manere, 
But  I  am  agroted  here  beforne, 
To  write  of  hem  that  in  love  been  forsworne, 
And  eke  to  haste  me  in  my  legende, 
Which  to  performe,  God  me  grace  seiide  ; 
Therfore,  I  passe  shortly  in  this  wise, 
Ye  have  well  heard  of  Theseus  the  gise, 
In  the  betraiyng  of  faire  Adriane, 
That  of  her  pitee  kept  him  fro  his  bane  ; 
At  short  wordes,  right  so  Demophon, 
The  same  way,  and  the  same  pathe  hath  gon 
That  did  his  false  father  Theseus, 
For  uuto  Phillis  hath  he  sworue  thus, 
To  wedden  her,  and  her  his  trouth  plight, 
And  piked  of  her  all  the  good  he  might, 
Whan  he  was  hole  and  sound,  and  had  his  rest, 
And  doth  with  Phillis  wliat  so  that  him  lest, 


As  well  I  could,  if  that  me  Est  so, 
Tellen  all  his  doing  to  and  fro. 

He  sayd  to  his  countrey  mote  him  saile, 
For  there  he  would  her  wedding  apparaile, 
As  fill  to  her  honour,  and  his  also, 
And  openly  he  tooke  his  leave  tho, 
And  to  her  swore  he  would  not  sojourne, 
But  in  a  month  again  be  would  retouroe, 
And  in  that  londe  let  make  his  ordinaunce, 
As  very  lorde,  and  tooke  the  obeisaunce 
Well  and  humbly,  and  his  shippes  dight, 
And  home  he  goeth  the  next  way  he  might, 
For  unto  Phillis  yet  came  he  nought, 
And  that  hath  she  so  harde  and  sore  y bought, 
Alas,  as  the  storie  doth  us  record, 
She  was  her  owne  death  with  a  corde, 
Whan  that  she  saw  that  Demophon  her  traied. 
But  first  wrote  she  to  him,  and  fast  him  prated 
He  would  come,  and  deliver  her  of  pain, 
As  I  rehearse  shall  a  worde  or  twain, 
Me  liste  not  vouchsafe  on  him  to  swinke, 
Dispenden  on  him  a  penne  full  of  ynke, 
For  false  in  love  was  he,  right  as  his  sire, 
The  Devill  set  hir  soules  both  on  a  fire : 
But  of  the  letter  of  Phillis  woll  I  write, 
A  worde  or  twain,  although  it  be  but  lite. 

"  Thine  hostesse,"  quod  she, "  0  Demophon, 
Thy  Phillis,  which  that  is  so  wo  begon, 
Of  Rhodopeie,  upon  you  mote  complain, 
Over  the  terme  set  betwixt  us  twain, 
That  ye  ne  holden  forward,  as  ye  sayd : 
Your  ancre,  which  ye  in  our  haven  layd, 
Hight  us,  that  ye  would  oomen  out  of  doubt, 
Or  that  the  Moone  ones  went  about, 
But  times  fower  the  Moone  hath  hid  her  face 
Sens  thilke  day  ye  went  fro  this  place, 
And  fower  times  light  the  world  again, 
But  for  all  that,  yet  shall  I  sothly  sain, 
Yet  hath  the  streme  of  Scython  not  brought 
From  Athenes  the  ship,  yet  came  it  nought, 
And  if  that  ye  the  terme  reken  would, 
As  I  or  other  true  lovers  doe  should, 
I  plain  not,  God  wot,  before  my  day." 
But  al  her  letter  writen  I  ne  may, 
By  order,  for  it  were  to  me  a  charge, 
Her  letter  was  right  long,  and  therto  large, 
But  here  and  there,  in  rime,  I  have  it  layd 
There  as  me  thought  that  she  hath  wel  sayd. 

She  sayd,  "  The  sailes  commeth  not  again, 
Ne  to  the  word  there  n'is  no  fey  certain, 
But  I  wot  why  ye  come  not,"  quod  she, 
"  For  I  was  of  my  love  to  you  so  fre, 
And  of  the  goddes  that  ye  have  swore, 
That  hir  vengeaunce  fall  on  you  therfore, 
Ye  be  not  suffisaunt  to  beare  the  pain, 
Too  moche  trusted  I,  well  may  I  sain, 
Upon  your  linage,  and  your  faire  tong, 
And  on  your  teares  falsely  out  wrong, 
How  coud  ye  wepe  so  by  craft  ?w  quod  she, 
"  May  there  suche  teares  fained  be  ! 

"  Now,  certcs,  if  ye  would  have  in  memory, 
It  ought  be  to  you  but  little  glory, 
To  have  a  sely  maide  thus  betrayed, 
To  God,"  quod  she,  «  pray  I,  and  oft  have  prayed 
That  it  be  now  the  greatest  price  of  all, 
And  most  honour  that  ever  you  shall  befall, 
And  whan  thine  old  aunceters  painted  bee, 
In  which  men  may  hir  worthinesse  see, 
Than  pray  I  God,  thou  painted  be  also, 
That  folke  may  reden,  forth  by  as  they  go, 
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«<Lo,  this  is  he,  that  with  his  flattery 
Betraied  hath,  and  done  her  villany, 
That  was  his  true  love,  in  thought  and  drede.' 

a  But  sothly,  of  o  point  yet  may  they  rede, 
That  ye  been  like  your  father,  as  in  this, 
For  he  begiled  Ariadne,  ywis, 
With  such  an  arte,  and  such  subtelte, 
As  thou  thy  selven  hast  begiled  me : 
As  in  that  poinct,  although  it  be  not  feire, 
Thou  folowest  certain,  and  art  his  heire. 
But  sens  thus  sinfully  ye  me  begile, 
My  body  mote  ye  sene,  within  a  while, 
Right  in  the  haven  of  Athenes  fleeting, 
Withouten  sepulture  and  burying^ 
Though  ye  been  harder  than  is  any  stone." 

And  whan  this  letter  was  forth  sent,anone, 
And  knew  how  brotell  and  how  fals  he  was, 
She  for  dispaire  fordid  her  selfe,  alas  ! 
Such  sorow  hath  she,  for  he  beset  her  so. 
Beware  ye  women  of  your  subtill  fo, 
Sens  yet  this  day  men  may  ensample  se, 
And  trusteth  now  in  love  no  man  but  me. 


THE  LEOENDE  OF  HYPERMESTRE. 

Ik  Grece,  whilom,  were  brethren  two 
Of  which  that  one  was  called  Danao, 
That  many  a  son  hath  of  his  body  wonne, 
As  such  false  lovers  ofte  conne. 

Emong  his  sonnes  all  there  was  one, 
That  aldermost  he  loved  of  everychone, 
And  whan  this  child  was  borne,  this  Danao 
Shope  him  a  name,  and  called  him  Lino, 
That  other  brother  called  was  Egiste, 
That  was  of  love  as  false  as  ever  him  liste, 
And  many  a  daughter  gate  he  in  his  life, 
Of  which  he  gate  upon  his  right  wife, 
A  doughter  dere,  and  did  her  for  to  call, 
Hypermestra,  yongest  of  hem  all, 
The  which  child  of  her  nativite, 
To  all  good  thewes  borne  was  she, 
As  liked  to  the  goddes  or  she  was  borne, 
That  of  the  shew  she  should  be  the  corne. 
The  werdes  that  we  clepen  destine, 
Hath  shapen  her,  that  she  must  needes  be 
Pitous,  sad,  wise,  true  as  stele, 
And  to  this  woman  it  accordeth  wele, 
For  though  that  Venus  yave  her  great  beaute, 
With  Jupiter  compowned  so  was  she, 
That  conscience,  trouth,  and  drede  of  shame, 
And  of  her  wifehode  for  to  kepe  her  name, 
This  thought  her  was  felicite  as  here, 
And  reed  Mars,  was  that  time  of  the  yere 
So  feble,  that  his  malice  is  him  raft, 
Repressed  hath  Venus  his  cruell  craft, 
And  what  with  Venus,  and  other  oppression 
Of  houses,  Mars  his  venime  is  adon, 
That  Hypermestre  dare  not  handle  a  knife, 
In  malice,  though  she  should  lese  her  life  ; 
But  nathelesse,  as  Heaven  gan  tho  turnc, 
Two  bad  aspectes  hath  she  of  Saturne, 
That  made  her  to  die  in  prison, 
And  I  shall  after  make  mencion, 

i     Of  Danao  and  Egistes  also, 

I     And  though  so  be  that  they  were  brethren  two, 

!     For  thilke  tyme  n'as  spared  no  linage, 

1     It  liked  hem  to  maken  manage 


Betwixt  Hypermestre,  and  him  Lino, 

And  casten  soch  a  day  it  shall  be  so, 

And  full  accorded  was  it  utterly, 

The  aray  is  wrought,  the  time  is  fast  by, 

And  thus  Lino  hath  of  his  lathers  brother, 

The  doughter  wedded,  and  ech  of  hem  hath  other; 

The  torches  brennen,  and  the  lamps  bright, 

The  sacrifice  been  full  ready  dight, 

Th'ensence  out  of  the  fire  reketn  soote, 

The  floure,  the  leefe,  is  rent  up  by  the  roote, 

To  maken  garlandes  and  erounes  hie, 

Full  is  the  place  of  sound  of  minstralcie, 

Of  songes  amourous  of  manage, 

As  thilke  tyme  was  the  plain  usage, 

And  this  was  in  the  paleis  of  Egiste, 

That  in  his  hous  was  lord,  right  as  him  liste  : 

And  thus  that  day  they  driven  to  an  end, 

The  frendes  taken  leve,  and  home  they  wend, 

The  night  is  come,  the  bride  shall  go  to  bed, 

Egiste  to  his  chamber  fast  him  sped, 

And  prively  let  his  doughter  call, 

Whan  that  the  house  voided  was  of  hem  all, 

He  looked  on  his  doughter  with  glad  chere, 

And  to  her  spake,  as  ye  sliall  after  here. 

u  My  right  doughter,  tresour  of  mine  herte, 
Sens  first  that  day  that  shapen  was  my  shert, 
Or  by  the  fatall  Buster  had  my  dome, 
So  me  mine  herte  never  thing  ne  come, 
As  thou,  Hypermestre,  doughter  dere, 
Take  hede  what  thy  father  sayth  thee  here, 
And  werke  after  thy  wiser  ever  mo, 
For  alderfirst  doughter  1  love  thee  so, 
That  all  the  world  to  me  n'is  halfe  so  lefe, 
Ne  n'olde  rede  thee  to  thy  mischefe, 
For  all  the  good  under  the  cold  Mone, 
And  what  I  meane,  it  shall  be  said  right  sone, 
With  protestacion  as  sain  these  wise, 
That  but  thou  doe  as  I  shall  thee  devise, 
Thou  shalt  be  ded,  by  him  that  all  hath  wrought, 
At  short  wordes,  thou  ne  scapest  nought 
Out  of  my  paleis,  or  that  thou  be  deed, 
But  thou  consent,  and  werke  after  my  reed, 
Take  this  to  the  fearfull  conclusioun." 
This  Hypermestre  cast  her  eyen  doun, 
And  quoke  as  doth  the  leefe  of  ashe  grene, 
Deed  wext  her  hew,  and  like  ashen  to  sen**, 
And  sayd  :  "  Lord  and  father,  all  your  will. 
After  my  might,  God  wote,  I  will  fulfill, 
So  it  be  to  me  no  confusion." 

u  1  n'ill,"  quod  he,  u  have  none  exeepcion," 
And  out  he  caught  a  knife,  as  rasour  kene, 
u  Hide  this,"  quod  he,  "  that  it  be  not  ynene, 
And  whan  thine  husbond  is  to  bed  go, 
While  that  he  slepeth,  cut  his  throte  atwo, 
For  in  my  dreme  it  is  warned  me, 
How  that  my  nevewe  shall  my  bane  be, 
But  which  I  n'ot,  wherfore  I  woll  be  siker, 
If  thou  say  nay,  we  two  shall  have  a  biker, 
As  I  have  said,  by  him  that  I  have  sworn." 
This  Hipermestre  hath  nigh  her  wit  forlorn, 
And  for  to  passen  harmclesse  out  of  that  place, 
She  graunted  him,  there  was  none  other  grace  : 
And  withall  a  costrell  takcth  he  tho, 
And  sayd, "  Hereof  a  draught  or  two, 
Yeve  him  drinke,  whan  he  goeth  to  rest, 
And  he  shal  slepe  as  long  as  ever  thee  lest, 
The  narcotikes  and  apies  been  so  strong, 
And  go  thy  way,  lest  that  him  thinke  to  long.** 
Out  cometh  the  bride,  and  with  full  aobre  chere, 
As  is  of  maidens  oft  the  manere, 
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To  chamber  brought  with  revel  and  with  song, 
And  shortly,  leste  this  tale  be  to  long, 
This  Lino  and  she  beth  brought  to  bed, 
And  every  wight  out  at  the  doore  him  sped, 
The  night  is  wasted,  and  he  fell  aslepe, 
Full  tenderly  beginneth  she  to  weepe, 
She  rist  her  up,  and  dredfully  she  quaketh, 
As  doth  the  braunch  that  Zephirus  shaketh, 
And  huaht  were  all  in  Argone  that  citee, 
As  cold  as  any  frost  now  wexeth  shee, 
For  pite  by  the  herte  strained  her  so, 
And  drede  of  death  doth  her  so  moche  wo, 
That  thrise  doune  she  fill,  in  suche  a  were, 
She  riste  her  up,  and  stakereth  here  and  there, 
And  on  her  handea  fast  looketh  she, 
u  Alas,  shall  mine  hands  bloudie  be  ! 
I  am  a  maide,  and  as  by  my  nature, 
And  by  my  semblaunt,  and  by  my  vesture, 
Mine  hands  been  not  shapen  for  a  knife, 
As  for  to  reve  no  man  fro  his  life. 
What  devill  have  I  with  the  knife  to  do ! 
And  shall  I  have  my  throte  corve  a  two  ! 
Than  shall  I  blede,  alas,  and  be  shende, 
And  nedes  this  thing  mote  have  an  ende, 
Or  he  or  I  mote  nedes  lese  our  life, 
Now  certes,"  quod  she,  u  sens  I  am  his  wife, 


And  hath  my  faith,  yet  is  bette  for  me 
For  to  be  dedde  in  wifely  honeste, 
Than  be  a  traitour  living  in  my  shame, 
Be  as  be  may,  for  earnest  or  for  game, 
He  shall  awake,  and  rise  and  go  his  way 
Out  at  this  gutter  er  that  it  be  day :" 
And  wept  full  tenderly  upon  his  face, 
And  in  her  amies  gan  him  to  embrace, 
And  him  she  joggeth,  and  awaketh  soft, 
And  at  the  window  lepe  he  fro  the  loft, 
I  Whan  she  hath  warned  him,  and  done  fcia  k 
.  This  Lino  swift  was  and  light  of  foots, 
I  And  from  her  ran  a  full  good  pass. 
This  sely  woman  is  so  weake,  alas, 
And  helplesse,  so  that  er  she  ferre  went, 
Her  cruell  father  did  her  for  to  bent. 
Alas,  Lino  !  why  art  thou  so  unkind ! 
Why  ne  hast  thou  remembred  in  thy  avail, 
And  taken  her,  and  led  her  forth  with  thee! 
For  whan  she  saw  that  gone  away  was  see, 
And  that  she  might  not  so  fast  go, 
Ne  folowen  him,  she  sate  doune  right  tho, 
Untill  she  was  caught,  and  fettred  in  prison : 
This  tale  is  sayd  for  this  conclusion. 
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Gladetii  ye  lovers  in  the  morowe  graic, 

Lo,  Venus  risen  among  yon  rowes  rede, 

And  floures  freshe  honour  ye  this  <laie, 

For  whan  the  Sun  upriat  than  wold  they  sprede, 

But  ye  lovers  that  lie  in  any  drede, 

Flieth,  least  wicked  tongues  vou  aspie, 

Lo,  yonde  the  Sun,  the  candell  of  jelousic. 

With  tears  blew,  and  with  a  wounded  herte 
Taketh  your  leve,  and,  with  saint  John  to  borow, 
Apeseth  somewhat  of  your  paines  smert, 
Time  cometh  eft,  that  cessen  shall  your  sorrow, 
The  glad  night  is  worth  an  heavy  morow, 
Saint  Valentine,  a  foule  thus  heard  I  sing, 
Upon  thy  day,  or  Sunne  gan  up  spring. 

Yet  sang  this  foule,  "  I  rede  you  all  awake, 
And  ye  that  have  not  chosen,  in  humble  wise, 
Without  repenting,  chescth  your  make, 
|     Yet  at  tho  least,  renoveleth  your  service  : 
And  ye  that  have  full  chosen,  as  I  devise, 
Confermeth  it  perpetually  to  dure, 
And  paciently  taketh  your  aveuture." 

And  for  the  worship  of  this  high  feast, 
Yet  woll  1  in  my  birdes  wise  sing, 
The  sentence  of 'the  complaint  at  the  least, 
That  wofull  Mars  made  at  the  departing 
Fro  fresh  Venus  in  a  niorowuing, 
Whan  Phebus  with  his  fine  torches  rede, 
liansaked  hath  every  lover  in  his  drede. 


Whilome,  the  three  Heavens  lorde  above, 
As  well  by  heavenlich  revolucion, 
As  by  desert,  hath  wonne  Venus  his  love, 
And  she  hath  take  him  in  subjection, 
And  as  a  maistrcsse  taught  him  his  lesson, 
Commaunding  him  never  in  her  service,  . 
He  were  so  bold  no  lover  to  dispise. 

For  she  forbade  him  jealousie  at  all, 

And  cruelty,  and  boste,  and  tyranny, 

She  made  him  at  her  lust  so  humble  and  tall 

That  when  she  dained  to  cast  on  him  her  o\e 

He  tooke  in  patience  to  live  or  die, 

And  thus  she  bridleth  him  in  her  maner, 

With  nothing  but  with  scorning  of  her  chere, 

Who  reigneth  now  in  blisse  but  Venus, 
That  hath  this  worthy  knight  in  governance  I 
Who  singeth  now  but  Mars,  that  serveth  thu 
The  faire  Venus,  causer  of  pleasaunce  \ 
He  bint  him  to  perpetuel  obeysaunce, 
I  And  she  binte  her  to  love  him  for  ever, 
j  But  so  be  that  his  trespacc  it  discover. 

Thus  be  they  knit,  and  reignen  as  in  Heven, 

By  loking  most,  as  it  fell  on  a  tide, 

That  by  hir  both  assent  was  set  a  Steven 

That  Mars  shall  enter,  as  last  as  he  may  glid 

In  to  her  next  paJais  to  abide, 

Walking  his  course  till  she  had  him  ytake, 

And  ho  prayed  her  to  hast  her  for  his  sake. 
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Than  said  he  thus, «  Mine  hertea  lady  sweete, 
Ye  know  well  my  mischief  in  that  place, 
For  aflterly,  till  that  I  with  yon  meete, 
My  life  atant  there  in  aventure  and  grace, 
Bat  whan  I  see  the  beante  of  your  face, 
There  is  no  drede  of  death  may  do  me  amort, 
For  all  your  luste  is  ease  to  mine  herte." 

She  hath  so  great  compassion  of  her  knight, 
That  dwelleth  in  solitude  till  she  come, 
For  it  stode  so,  that  Uke  time,  no  wight 
Connsailed  him,  ne  said  to  bim  welcome, 
That  nigh  her  wit  for  sorow  was  overcome, 
Wherefore,  she  spedded  as  fast  in  her  way, 
Almost  in  one  day  as  he  did  in  tway. 

The  great  joy  that  was  betwix  hem  two, 
Whan  they  be  mette,  there  may  no  tong  tel, 
There  is  no  more  but  unto  bedde  they  go, 
And  thus  in  joy  and  blisse  I  let  hem  dwell, 
This  worthy  Mars,  that  is  of  knighthood  well, 
The  floure  of  fairnesse  happeth  in  his  arms, 
And  Venus  kisseth  Mars,  the  god  of  arms. 

Sojourned  hath  this  Mars,  of  which  I  rede, 

In  ehambre  amidde  the  palais  prively, 

A  certaine  time,  till  him  fell  a  drede 

Through  Phebus,  that  was  commen  hastely, 

Within  the  palais  yates  sturdely, 

With  torch  in  hond,  of  which  the  stremes  bright 

On  Venus  ehambre  knockeden  ful  light. 

The  ehambre  there  as  lay  this  fresh  queene, 

Depainted  was  with  white  boles  grete, 

And  by  the  light  she  knew  that  shon  so  shene, 

That  Phebus  cam  to  bren  hem  with  his  hete  ; 

This  sely  Venus,  ny  dreint  in  teares  wpte, 

Enbraseth  Mars,  and  said,  u  Alas,  1  die, 

The  torch  is  come  that  al  this  world  wol  wrie." 

Up  sterte  Mars,  him  list  not  to  sleep©, 
Whan  he  his  lady  herde  so  complaine, 
But  for  his  nature  was  not  for  to  weepe, 
Instede  of  teares,  from  his  eyen  twaine 
The  firy  sparcles  sprongen  out  for  paine, 
And  hente  his  hauberke  that  lay  him  beside, 
Flie  wold  he  nought,  ne  might  himself  hide. 

He  throweth  on  his  helme  of  huge  weight, 
And  girt  him  with  his  swerde,  aud  in  hit*  honde 
His  mighty  speare,  as  he  was  wont  to  feight, 
He  shaketh  so,  that  it  almost  to  wonde, 
Full  hevy  was  he  to  walken  over  londc, 
He  may  not  hold  with  Venus  company, 
But  bad  her  flie  least  Phebus  her  espy. 

O  woful  Mars,  alas  !  what  maist  thou  sain, 

That  in  the  palais  of  thy  disturbaunce 

Art  left  behind  in  peril  to  be  slain  t 

And  yet  there  to  is  double  thy  penaunce, 

For  she  that  hath  thine  herte  in  governance, 

Is  passed  halfe  the  stremes  of  thine  eyen, 

That  thou  nere  swift,  wel  maist  tbou  wepe  and  crien. 

Now  flieth  Venus  in  to  Ciclinius  tour, 
With  void  corse,  for  fear  of  Phebus  light, 
Alas,  and  there  hath  she  no  socour, 
For  she  ne  found  ne  sey  no  maner  wight, 
And  eke  as  there  she  had  but  lit  tel  might, 
Wherefore  her  selven  for  to  hide  and  save, 
Within  the  gate  she  flodde  in  to  a  cave. 


Darke  was  this  cave,  and  smoking  as  the  hell, 
Nat  but  two  pass  within  the  vate  it  stood  ; 
A  nature!  day  in  darke  I  let  her  dwell ; 
Now  wol  I  speake  of  Mars,  furious  and  wood, 
|  For  sorow  he  wold  have  seene  his  herte  blood, 
Sith  that  he  might  have  done  her  no  company, 
He  ne  rought  not  a  mite  for  to  die. 

So  feble  he  wext  for  hete,  and  for  his  wo, 
That  nigh  he  swelt,  he  might  unneth  endure, 
He  passeth  but  a  sterre  in  daies  two, 
But  nevertheles,  for  al  his  hevy  arm  u re, 
He  foloweth  her  that  is  his  lives  cure, 
For  whose  departing  he  tooke  greater  ire, 
Than  for  his  brenning  in  the  fire. 

After  he  walketh  softly  a  paas, 
Complaining  that  it  pitie  was  to  here, 
He  saide,  "  0  lady  bright,  Venus,  alas, 
That  ever  so  wide  a  com  pas  is  my  sphere, 
Alas,  whan  shall  I  mete  you  herte  dere  1 
;  This  twelve  dayes  of  April  I  endure, 
,  Through  jejous  Phebus  this  misaventure." 

Now  God  helpe  sely  Venus  alone, 
But,  as  God  wold,  it  happed  for  to  be. 
That  while  the  we  ping  Venus  made  her  mone, 
Ciclinius,  riding  in  his  chivachee, 
Fro  Venus  Valanus  might  this  palais  see, 
I  And  Venus  he  salveth,  and  maketh  chore, 
And  her  receiveth  as  his  frende  full  dere. 

Mars  dwelleth  forth  in  his  adversite, 

Complaining  ever  in  her  departing, 

And  what  his  complaint  was  remembreth  me, 

And  therefore  in  this  lusty  morowning, 

As  I  best  can,  I  woll  it  same  and  sing, 

And  after  that  I  woll  my  leave  take. 

And  God  yeve  every  wight  joy  of  his  make. 

Cf>*  Complaint  of  JHxrtf. 

The  order  of  complaint  requireth  skilfully, 

That  if  a  wight  shal  plaine  pitonsly, 

There  mote  be  cause  wherfore  that  lie  him  plain, 

Or  men  may  deme  he  plaineth  folilv, 

And  causeles  :  alas,  that  do  not  I. 

Wherfore  the  ground  and  cause  of  al  my  pain, 

So  as  my  troubled  witte  may  it  attain, 

I  wol  reherse,  not  for  to  have  redrcsae, 

But  to  declare  my  ground  of  hevinesse. 

The  first  time,  alas,  that  I  was  wrought, 
And  for  certain  effects  hider  brought, 
By  him  that  lorded  each  intelligence, 
I  yave  my  trcw  service  and  my  thought, 
For  evermo,  how  dere  I  have  it  bought, 
To  her  that  is  of  so  great  excellence, 
That  what  wight  that  sheweth  first  her  offence, 
Whan  she  is  wroth  and  taketh  of  him  no  cure, 
He  may  not  long  in  joy  of  love  endure. 

This  is  no  famed  mater  that  I  tell, 

My  lady  is  the  very  sours  and  well 

Of  beaute,  luste,  fredome,  and  gentilnesse, 

Of  rich  array,  how  dere  men  it  sell, 

Of  all  disport  in  which  men  frendly  dwell, 

Of  love  and  play,  and  of  benigne  huroblesse, 

Of  sowne  of  instruments  of  alsweetnesse, 

And  thereto  so  well  fortuned  and  thew«*d. 

That  through  the  world  her  goodnes  is  shewed. 
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What  wonder  is  than  though  that  I  be  Bet 
My  service  on  soch  one  that  may  me  knet 
To  wele  or  wo,  sith  it  lithe  in  her  might, 
Therfore  mine  herte  for  ever  I  to  her  hette, 
Ne  trewly,  for  my  death  shall  I  not  lette 
To  ben  her  trewest  servaunt  and  her  knight, 
I  flatter  not,  that  may  wete  every  wight, 
For  this  day  in  her  service  shall  I  dye, 
But  grace  be,  I  see  her  never  with  eye. 

To  whom  shall  I  plaine  of  my  distresse, 

Who  may  me  help,  who  may  my  heart  redreese  f 

Shall  I  complaine  unto  my  lady  free ! 

Nay,  certes,  for  she  hath  such  heaviness*), 

For  feare  and  eke  for  wo,  that,  as  I  gesse, 

In  littel  time  it  would  her  bane  bee, 

But  were  she  safe,  it  were  no  force  of  mee, 

Alas,  that  ever  lovers  mote  endure 

For  love,  so  many  perilous  aventure. 

For  though  so  be  that  lovers  be  as  trewe, 

As  any  metal  that  is  forged  newe, 

In  many  a  case  him  tideth  oft  sorowe  ; 

Somtime  hir  ladies  woll  nat  on  hem  rewe  ; 

Somtime,  if  that  ielousie  it  knewe, 

They  might  lightly  lay  hir  heed  to  borowe ; 

Somtime  envious  folke  with  tonges  horowe, 

Depraven  hem  ;  alas  !  whom  may  they  please  f 

But  he  be  false,  no  lover  hath  his  ease. 

But  what  availeth  such  a  long  sermoun 

Of  aventures  of  love  up  and  doun  ? 

I  wol  retourne  and  speaken  of  my  paine  ; 

The  point  is  this,  of  my  distraction, 

My  right  lady,  my  salvacioun, 

Is  in  affray,  and  not  to  whom  to  plaine ; 

O  herte  8 wete,  O  lady  soveraine, 

For  your  disease  I  ought  wel  swoun  and  swelt, 

Though  1  none  other  narme  ne  drede  felt. 

To  what  fine  made  the  God  that  sit  so  hie, 
Beneth  him  love  [or]  other  companie, 
And  straineth  folke  to  love  niaugcr  hir  heed  ! 
And  than  hir  joy,  for  aught  I  can  espie, 
Ne  lasteth  not  the  twinckling  of  an  eye, 
And  some  have  never  joy  till  they  be  deed  : 
What  meaneth  this  !  what  is  this  mistiheed  ? 
Wherto  constraineth  he  his  folke  so  fast, 
Thing  to  desire,  but  it  should  last ! 

And  though  he  made  a  lover  love  a  thing, 
And  maketh  it  seem  stedfast  and  during, 
Yet  putteth  he  in  it  soch  misa venture, 
That  rest  n'is  there  in  his  yeving. 
And  that  is  wonder,  that  so  just  a  king 
Doth  such  hardnesse  to  his  creature ; 
Thus,  whether  love  break  or  els  dure, 
Algates  he  that  hath  with  love  to  doon, 
Hath  ofter  wo  than  chaunged  is  the  Moon. 

It  seemcth  he  hath  to  lovers  enmite, 
And,  like  a  fisher,  as  men  may  all  day  se, 
Baited  his  angle  hoke  with  some  pleasance, 
Til  many  a  fish  is  wood,  till  that  he  be 
Ceased  therwith,  and  than  at  erst  hath  he 
All  his  desire,  and  therwith  all  mischaunce, 
And  though  the  line  breke  he  hath  penaunce, 
For  with  that  hoke  he  wounded  is  so  sore, 
That  he  his  wages  hath  for  evermore. 


The  broche  of  Thebes  was  of  soch  kinde, 
So  full  of  rubies  and  of  stones  of  Inde, 
That  every  wight  that  set  on  it  an  eye, 
He  wende,  anone,  to  worth  out  of  his  mind, 
So  sore  the  beaute  wold  his  herte  bind, 
Till  he  it  had,  him  thought  he  must  die, 
And  whan  that  it  was  his,  than  should  he  drie 
Soch  wo  for  drede,  aye  while  that  he  it  had, 
That  welnigh  for  the  feare  he  should  [be]  mad. 

And  whan  it  was  fro  his  possession,  j 
Than  had  he  double  wo  and  passion,  j 
That  he  so  faire  a  jewell  hath  forgo, 
But  yet  this  broche,  as  in  conclusion, 
Was  not  the  cause  of  his  confusion, 
But  he  that  wrought  it  enfortuned  it  so, 
That  every  wight  that  had  it  ahold  have  wo, 
And  therfore  in  the  worcher  was  the  vice, 
And  in  the  coveitour  that  was  so  nice. 

So  fareth  it  by  lovers,  and  by  me,  j 

For  though  my  lady  have  so  great  beaute,  | 

That  I  was  mad  till  I  had  gette  her  grace, 

She  was  not  cause  of  mine  adversite,  I 

But  he  that  wrought  her,  as  mote  I  the, 

That  put  soch  a  beaute  in  her  face, 

That  made  me  coveiten  and  purchase 

Mine  owne  death,  him  wite  I,  that  I  die, 

And  mine  unwit  that  ever  I  claxnbe  so  hie. 

But  to  you,  hardy  knightes  of  renoune, 

Sith  that  ye  be  of  my  devisioune, 

Albe  I  not  worthy  to  so  great  a  name, 

Yet  saine  these  clerkea  I  am  your  patroune, 

Therfore  ye  ought  have  some  compassion 

Of  my  disease,  and  take  it  nat  a  game, 

The  proudest  of  you  may  be  made  ful  tame,  i 

Wherfore  I  pray  you,  of  your  gentilesse,  j 

That  ye  complaine  for  mine  heavinesse. 

And  ye,  my  ladies,  that  be  true  and  stable, 
By  way  of  kind  ye  ought  to  ben  able 
To  have  pite  of  folke  that  been  in  paine,  | 
Now  have  ye  cause  to  cloth  you  in  sable, 
Sith  that  your  empresse,  the  honorable,  I 
Is  desolate,  wel  ought  you  to  plaine, 
1  Now  should  your  holy  teares  fall  and  mine ;  i 
1  Alas,  your  honour  and  your  emprise, 
|  Nigh  dead  for  drede,  ne  can  her  not  chevise. 

Complaineth  eke  ye  lovers,  all  in  fere, 
|  For  her  that  with  unfained  humble  chere, 
I  Was  ever  redy  to  do  you  socour, 
Complaineth  her  that  ever  hath  be  you  dere, 
Complaineth  beaute,  freedorae,  and  manere,  1 
Complaineth  her  that  eudcth  your  labour,  I 
Complaineth  thilke  ensample  of  al  honour,  | 
That  never  did  but  gentilnesse, 
Kitheth  therfore  in  her  some  kindnesse. 

GTIje  Complaint  at  iltetnur. 

There  n'is  so  high  comfort  to  my  pleasance, 
Whan  that  I  am  in  any  heavinesse, 
As  to  have  leiser  of  remerabraunce, 
Upon  the  manhood  and  the  worthiness©, 
Upon  the  trouth,  and  on  the  stedfastnesse, 
Of  him  whose  I  am  all,  while  I  may  dure, 
There  ought  to  blame  me  no  creature, 
For  every  wight  praiseth  his  gentillesse. 
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i  is  bounte,  wisdome,  and  governaunce, 
ore  than  any  mans  witte  can  gesse, 
ace  hath  wolde  so  ferforth  him  avance, 
f  knighthood  he  his  parfite  richesse, 
r  honoureth  him  for  his  noblesse, 

0  so  well  hath  fonrmed  him  nature, 
am  his  for  ever  I  him  ensure, 
ery  wight  praiseth  his  gentillesse. 

it  withstanding  all  his  suffisaunce, 
ntil  herte  is  of  so  great  humblesse 
in  word,  in  werke,  and  in  countenance, 
e  to  serve  is  all  his  begin  esse, 
am  sette  in  very  sikernesse  ; 
•light  I  blisse  well  mine  aventour, 
at  him  list  me  serven  and  honour, 
ery  wight  praiseth  his  gentillesse. 

ertes,  Love,  it  is  right  covenable 
aen  ful  dere  abie  thy  noble  things, 
ke  a  bedde,  and  fasten  at  the  table, 
g  to  laugh,  and  sing  in  complainings, 
[>wne  to  cast  visage  and  lookings, 
to  chaunge  visage  and  countenaunce, 

1  sleeping,  and  dremen  at  the  daunce, 
)  revere  of  any  glad  feeling. 

ie  he  hanged  by  a  cable, 

>ld  al  know  through  her  espying, 

doth  no  wight  nothing  so  reasonable, 

.1  n'is  harme  in  her  imagining. 

lere  about  is  Love  in  yeviug, 

i  oft  he  yeveth  without  ordinaunce, 

ow  ynough,  and  little  of  plcasaunce, 

3  revers  of  any  glad  feling. 

e  time  his  yeft  is  agreable, 
ill  accombrous  is  the  using, 
btel  Jelousie,  the  deceivable, 
ften  time  causeth  distourbing, 
ben  we  ever  in  drede  and  su  firing, 
ccrtaine,  we  languishen  in  penaunce, 


And  have  well  oft  many  an  hard  mischance, 
All  the  revers  of  any  glad  feling. 

But  certes,  Love,  I  say  not  in  soch  wise, 
That  for  to  scape  out  of  your  lace  I  ment, 
For  I  so  long  have  been  in  your  service, 
That  for  to  lete,  of  will,  I  never  assent, 
No  force,  though  Jelousie  me  tonrment, 
Suffiseth  me  to  see  him  whan  I  may, 
And  therefore,  certes,  to  my  ending  day, 
To  love  him  best  shall  me  never  repent. 

And  certes,  Love,  whan  I  me  well  advise, 

Of  any  estate  that  man  may  represent, 

Than  have  ye  made  me,  through  your  franchise, 

Thefe  the  best  that  ever  in  earth  went ; 

Now  love  well  herte,  and  look  thou  never  stent, 

And  let  the  jealous  put  it  in  assay, 

That  for  no  paine  woll  I  not  say  nay, 

To  love  him  best  shall  I  never  repent. 

Harte,  to  thee  it  ought  ynough  suffice, 
That  Love  so  high  a  grace  to  you  sent, 
To  chose  the  worthies  in  all  wise, 
And  most  agreable  unto  mine  entent, 
Seek  no  ferther,  neither  way  ne  went, 
Sith  ye  have  suffisaunce  unto  my  pay ; 
Thus  wol  I  end  this  complaining  or  this  lay, 
To  love  him  best  shall  1  never  repent. 

LENVOY. 

Princes,  receiveth  this  complaining  in  gree, 

Unto  your  excellent  benignite, 

Direct  after  my  litel  suffisaunce, 

For  elde,  that  in  my  spirite  dulleth  mee, 

Hath  of  enditing  all  the  subtelte 

Welnigh  berafte  out  of  my  remembraunce : 

And  eke  to  me  it  is  a  great  penaunce, 

Sith  rime  in  English  hath  soch  scarcite, 

To  folow,  word  by  word,  the  curiosite 

Of  Graunson,  flour  of  hem  that  make  in  Fraunce. 


OF  THE  CUCKOW  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 


Chaucer  dreameth  that  hee  hoareth  the  cuckow  and  the  nightingale  contend  for  excellencie  in  tinging. 


v.  1 

;od  of  love,  and  benedicite, 
mighty  and  how  great  a  lord  is  he  ! 
e  can  make  of  low  hertes  hie, 
>f  high  low,  and  like  for  to  die, 
Lard  hertes  he  can  maken  free. 

n  make  within  a  little  stonnd, 

ke  folke  hole,  fresh,  and  sound, 

if  hole  he  can  make  seke, 

n  bind  and  unbinden  eke, 

lie  woll  have  bounden  or  unbound. 


20 

To  tell  his  might  my  wit  may  not  suffice, 
For  he  can  make  of  wise  folke  full  nice, 
For  he  may  do  all  that  he  woll  devise, 
And  lither  folke  to  destroyen  vice, 
And  proud  hertes  he  can  make  agrise. 

Shortly,  all  that  ever  he  woll  he  may, 
Against  him  dare  no  wight  say  nav, 
For  he  can  glad  and  greve  whom  him  liketh, 
And  who  that  he  woll  he  kmgheth  or  siketh, 
And  most  his  might  ho  shedeth  ever  in  May. 
r  r 
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For  every  true  gentle  herte  free, 
That  with  him  is  or  thinketh  for  to  be, 
Againe  May  now  shall  have  some  Btering 
Or  to  joy  or  els  to  some  mourning, 
In  no  season  so  much,  as  thinketh  me. 

i     For  whan  they  may  here  the  birds  sing, 
And  see  the  floures  and  the  leaves  spring, 
That  bringeth  into  hir  remembraunee 
A  manner  ease,  medled  with  grevaunoe, 
And  lustie  thoughts  full  of  great  longing. 

.  And  of  that  longing  commeth  hevinesse, 
i  And  thereof  groweth  of  great  sicknesse, 
,     And  for  lacke  of  that  that  they  desire, 

And  thus  in  May  ben  hertes  set  on  fire, 
|     So  that  they  brennen  forth  in  great  distresse. 

|     I  speake  this  of  feeling  truly 
|     If  I  be  old  and  unlusty, 

I     Yet  I  have  felt  of  the  sicknesse  through  May, 
\     Both  hote  and  cold,  and  accesse  every  day, 
How  sore  ywis  there  wote  no  wight  but  I. 

I  am  so  shaken  with  the  fevers  white, 

Of  all  this  May  sleepe  I  but  a  lite, 

And  also  it  is  not  like  to  me* 

That  any  herte  should  sleepy  be 

In  whom  that  Love  his  firy  dart  woll  smite. 

But  as  I  lay  this  other  night  waking, 
I  thought  how  lovers  had  a  tokening, 
And  among  hem  it  was  a  commune  tale 
That  it  were  good  to  here  the  nightingale 
Rather  than  the  leud  cuckow  sing. 

And  than  I  thought,  anon,  as  it  was  day, 

I  would  go  some  where  to  assay 
!     If  that  I  might  a  nightingale  here, 
j     For  yet  had  I  none  heard  of  all  that  yere, 
|     And  it  was  tho  the  third  night  of  May. 

And  anone,  as  I  the  day  aspide, 
|     No  lenger  would  I  in  my  bed  abide, 
i     But  unto  a  wood  that  was  fast  by, 
I     I  went  forth  alone  boldely, 

And  held  the  way  downe  by  a  brooke  side, 

I 

'     Till  I  came  to  a  laund  of  white  and  green, 
I     So  faire  one  had  I  never  in  been, 
!     The  ground  was  green,  ypoudred  with  daisie, 
l     The  floures  and  the  greves  like  hie, 

All  greene  and  white,  was  nothing  els  seene. 

i     There  sate  I  downe  among  the  faire  flours, 
i     And  saw  the  birds  trip  out  of  hir  hours, 
There  as  they  rested  hem  all  the  night, 
They  were  so  joyfull  of  the  dayes  light, 
They  began  of  May  for  to  done  honours. 

I     They  coud  that  service  all  by  rote, 

I     There  was  many  a  lovely  note, 

Some  song  loud,  as  they  had  plained, 
And  some  in  other  manner  voice  yfained, 

|     And  some  all  out  with  the  full  throte. 

They  proyncd  hem  and  made  hem  right  gay, 
And  daunceden  and  leptcn  on  the  spray, 
And  evermore  two  and  two  in  fere, 
Right  so  as  they  had  chosen  hem  to  yere 
In  Feverere  upon  saint  Valentines  day. 


And  the  river  that  I  sate  upon, 
It  made  such  a  noise  as  it  ron, 
Accordaunt  with  the  birdes  armony, 
Me  thought  it  was  the  best  melody 
That  might  ben  yheard  of  any  xnon. 

And  for  delite,  I  wote  never  how, 

I  fell  in  such  a  slomber  and  a  swow, 

Nat  all  asleepe,  ne  fully  waking, 

And  in  that  swow,  me  thought,  I  hearde  sing 

The  sorry  bird,  the  leud  cuckow. 

And  that  was  on  a  tree  right  fast  by, 
But  who  was  than  evill  apaid  but  I ! 
"  Now  God,"  quod  I,  "  that  died  on  the  crois, 
Yeve  sorrow  on  thee,  and  on  thy  leud  vois, 
Full  little  joy  have  I  now  of  thy  cry." 

And  as  I  with  the  cuckow  thus  gan  chide, 

I  heard  in  the  next  bush  beside 

A  nightingale  so  lustely  sing 

That  with  her  clere  voice  she  made  ring 

Through  all  the  greene  wood  wide. 

"  Ah,  good  nightingale,"  quod  I  then, 
M  A  little  hast  thou  ben  too  long  hen, 
For  here  hath  ben  the  leud  cuckow, 
And  songen  songs  rather  than  hast  thou, 
I  pray  to  God  evill  fire  her  bren." 

But  now  I  woll  you  tell  a  wonder  thing, 
As  long  as  I  lay  in  that  swouning, 
Me  thought  I  wist  what  the  birds  mcnt, 
And  what  they  said,  and  what  was  hir  entent, 
And  of  hir  speech  I  had  good  knowing. 

There  heard  I  the  nightingale  say, 
"  Now  good  cuckow,  £o  somewhere  away, 
And  let  us  that  can  smgen  dwellen  here, 
For  every  wight  escheweth  thee  to  here, 
Thy  songs  be  so  elenge,  in  good  ky." 

"  What,"  quod  she,  "  what  may  thee  aylen  now ! 
It  thinketh  me,  1  sing  as  well  as  thou, 
For  my  song  is  both  true  and  plaine, 
And  though  I  cannot  crakell  so  in  vaine, 
As  thou  dost  in  thy  throte,  I  wot  never  how. 

"  And  every  wight  may  understande  mee, 
But,  nightingale,  so  may  they  not  done  thee, 
For  thou  hast  many  a  nice  queint  cry, 
I  have  thee  heard  saine,  ocy,  ocy, 
How  might  I  know  what  that  should  be  ?" 

"  Ah  foole,"  quod  she,  "  wost  thou  not  what  it  is, 
Whan  that  I  say,  ocy,  ocy  1  ywis, 
Than  meane  I  that  I  would  wonder  faine, 
That  all  they  were  shamefully  yslaine, 
That  meanen  ought  againe  love  amis. 

"  And  also  I  would  that  all  tho  were  dede 
That  thinke  not  in  love  hir  life  to  lede, 
For  who  so  that  wol  not  the  god  of  love  serve, 
I  dare  well  Bay  he  is  worthy  to  sterve, 
And  for  that  skill,  ocy,  ocy,  I  grede." 

"  Eye,"  quod  the  cuckow,  "  this  is  a  queint  law, 

That  every  wight  shall  love  or  be  to  draw, 

But  I  forsake  all  such  com  panic, 

For  mine  entent  is  not  for  to  die, 

Ne  never  while  I  live  on  Loves  yoke  to  draw ; 
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oven  ben  the  folke  that  ben  on  live 
lost  disease  have,  and  most  unthrive, 
iost  endure  sorrow,  wo,  and  care, 
ast  feelen  of  welfare, 
aeedeth  it  ayenst  trouth  to  strive  ? " 

t ! "  quod  she, u  thou  art  out  of  thy  mind  ; 
light  thou  in  thy  churlenesse  find 
ake  of  Loves  servaunts  in  this  wise, 
this  world  is  none  so  good  servise 
ry  wight  that  gentle  is  of  kind. 

.hereof  truly  commeth  all  goodnesse, 
sour  and  all  gentlenesse, 
ip,  ease,  and  all  hertes  lust, 
joy,  and  full  assured  trust, 
,  pleasaunce,  and  freshncsse. 

yhead,  largesse,  and  curtesie, 
head,  and  true  corapanie, 
of  shame  for  to  done  amis  : 
that  truly  Loves  servaunt  is, 
lother  be  shamed  than  to  die. 

that  this  is  snth  that  I  sey, 
t  beleeve  I  will  live  and  dey, 
lokow,  so  I  rede  that  thou  do  ywis  : " 
i,"  quod  he,  "let  me  never  have  blisse, 
*  I  unto  that  counsaile  obey. 

tingale,  thou  speakest  wonder  fairc, 

r  all  that  is  the  sooth  contraire, 

ve  is  in  yong  folke  but  rage, 

1  old  folke  a  great  dotage, 

nost  it  useth,  most  shall  enpaire. 

thereof  cometh  disease  and  hevim**e, 
ow  and  care,  and  many  a  great  sicknesse, 
e,  debate,  anger,  and  envie, 
ving,  shame,  untrust,  and  jelousie, 
mischeefe,  poverty,  and  woodnesso  : 

ng  is  an  office  of  despaire, 

ne  thing  is  therein  that  is  not  faire, 

ho  tliat  getteth  of  love  a  little  blisse, 

he  be  alway  therewith,  ywis, 

ly  full  soone  of  age  have  his  haire. 

nightingale,  therefore  hold  thee  nie, 
ve  me  well,  for  all  thy  queint  crie, 
i  be  ferre  or  long  fro  thy  make, 
dhalt  t>e  as  other  that  been  forsake, 
ban  thou  shalt  hoten  as  doe  I." 

'  quod  she,  "  on  thy  name,  and  on  thee  ! 
>d  of  love  ne  let  thee  never  ythe, 
iou  art  worse  a  thousand  fold  than  wood, 
any  a  one  is  full  worthy  and  full  good,  1 
iad  be  naught  ne  had  love  ybe. 

evermore  Love  his  servants  amendeth, 

pom  all  evill  taches  hem  defendeth, 

nakcth  hem  to  brenne  right  in  a  fire,  I 

uth  and  in  worshipfull  desire, 

than  him  liketh,  joy  inough  him  sendeth." 

j  nightingale,"  he  said,  "  be  still, 
.ove  hath  no  reason,  but  it  is  will, 
ft  time  untrue  folke  he  eascth, 
rue  folke  so  biterly  he  displeaseth, 
for  default  of  courage  he  let  hem  spill. 


"  With  suche  a  lord  wulle  I  never  be, 

For  he  is  blinde  and  may  not  se  ; 

And  when  he  liethe  he  not  ne  when  he  fay le the  ; 

In  his  courte  full  seld  trouthe  availethe  ; 

So  dyverse  and  so  wilfull  ys  he." 

Than  tooke  I  of  the  nightingale  keejie, 

How  she  cast  a  sigh  out  of  her  deepe, 

And  said,  u  Alas,  that  ever  I  was  bore, 

I  can  for  tene  not  say  one  word  more," 

And  right  with  that  word  she  brast  out  to  wecpe. 

"  Alas,"  quod  she, u  my  herte  woll  to  breake, 
To  hearen  thus  this  leud  bird  speake 
Of  Love,  and  of  his  worshipfull  servise. 
Now  God  of  love,  thou  help  me  in  some  wise, 
That  I  may  on  this  cuckow  been  awreakt* ." 

Me  thoght  then  that  I  stert  out  anon, 
And  to  the  broke  I  ran  and  gate  a  ston, 
And  at  the  Cuckow  hcrtely  I  cast ; 
And  he  for  drede  flie  awey  full  fast, 
And  glad  was  I  when  that  he  was  gon. 

And  evermore  the  Cuckow,  as  he  fley, 
He  seid,  u  farewell,  farewell,  papyngay  !" 
As  thogh  he  had  skorryd  thoght  of  mc  : 
But  ay  I  hunted  him  fro  tre  to  tre 
Till  he  was  fer  all  out  of  sight  awey. 

And  than  came  the  nightingale  to  mee, 
And  said, "  Friend,  forsooth  I  thanke  thee, 
That  thou  hast  liked  me  to  rescow, 
And  one  avow  to  Love  make  I  now, 
That  all  this  May  I  woll  thy  singer  be." 

I  thanked  her,  and  was  right  well  apaied  . 
u  Ye,"  quod  she,  "  and  be  thou  not  dismaied, 
Tho  thou  have  herd  the  cuckow  erst  than  me, 
For,  if  I  live,  it  shall  amended  be 
The  next  May,  if  I  be  not  affraied. 

"  And  one  thing  I  woll  rede  thee  also, 

Ne  leve  thou  not  the  cuckow,  ne  his  loves  so, 

For  all  that  he  hath  said  is  strong  lesing  :" 

"  Nay,"  quod  I,  « thereto  sliall  nothing  me  bring, 

For  love,  and  it  hath  doe  me  much  wo. 

u  Ye,  use,"  quod  she, "  this  medicine 

Every  day  this  May  or  thou  dine, 

Go  looke  upon  the  fresh  daisie, 

And  though  thou  be  for  wo  in  point  to  die, 

Tliat  shall  full  greatly  lessen  thee  of  thy  pine. 

"  And  looke  alway  that  thou  be  good  and  trew, 

And  I  woll  sing  one  of  the  songes  new 

For  love  of  thee,  as  loud  as  I  may  crie  :" 

And  than  she  began  this  song  full  hie, 

"  I  shrew  all  hem  that  been  of  love  untrue." 

And  when  she  had  song  it  to  the  end, 

u  Now  farewell,"  quod  she,  "  for  I  mote  wend, 

And  god  of  love,  that  can  right  well,  and  may, 

As  much  joy  send  thee  this  day, 

As  any  lover  yet  he  ever  send." 

Thus  taketh  the  nightingale  her  leave  of  me, 
I  pray  to  God  alway  with  her  be, 
And  joy  of  love  he  send  her  evermore. 
And  shilde  us  fro  the  cuckow  and  his  lore, 
For  there  is  not  so  false  a  bird  as  he. 
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Forth  she  flew,  the  gentle  nightingale, 
To  all  the  birds  that  were  in  that  dale, 
And  gate  hem  all  into  a  place  in  fere, 
And  besoughten  hem  that  they  would  here 
Her  disease,  and  thus  began  her  tale. 

"  The  cnckow,  well  it  is  not  for  to  hide, 
How  the  cuckow  and  I  fast  have  chide 
Ever  8 i then  it  was  day  light, 
I  pray  you  all  that  ye  do  me  right 
On  that  foule  false  unkind  bridde." 

Than  spake  o  bird  for  all,  by  one  assent, 
u  This  matter  asketh  good  avisement, 
For  we  ben  birdes  here  in  fere, 
And  sooth  it  is,  the  cuckow  is  not  here, 
And  therefore  we  woll  have  a  parliment. 


u  And  thereat  shall  the  egle  be  our  lord, 
And  other  peres  that  been  of  record, 
And  the  cuckow  shall  be  after  sent, 
There  shall  be  yeve  the  judgement. 
Or  els  we  shall  finally  make  accord. 

"  And  this  shall  be  without  nay, 
The  morrow  after  saint  Valentines  day, 
Under  a  maple  that  is  faire  and  grene, 
Before  the  chamber  window  of  the  queue, 
At  Woodstocke  upon  the  grene  lay." 

She  thanked  hem,  and  than  her  leave  toke, 
And  into  an  hauthorne  by  that  broke, 
And  there  she  sate  and  song  upon  that  tree, 
"  Terme  of  life  love  hath  withhold  me/1 
So  loud  that  I  with  that  song  awoke. 
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L'ENVOY  DE  CHAUCER  A  BUKTON. 

Mr  master  Bukton,  whan  of  Christ  our  king, 
Was  asked,  what  is  troth  or  sothfastnesse, 
He  not  a  worde  answerde  to  that  asking, 
As  who  saith,  no  man  is  all  true,  I  gesse : 
And  therefore,  though  I  hight  to  cxpresse 
The  sorrow  and  wo  that  is  in  manage, 
1  dare  not  writen  of  it  no  wickednesse, 
Lest  I  my  selfe  fall  efte  in  suchc  dotage. 

I  woll  not  say  how  that  it  is  the  chaine 
Of  Sathanas,  on  which  he  knaweth  ever, 
But  I  dare  saine,  were  he  out  of  his  paine, 
As  by  his  will  he  would  be  bounden  n<?ver  ; 
But  thilke  doted  foole,  that  eft  hath  lever 
Yehayned  be,  than  out  of  prison  crepe, 
God  let  him  never  fro  his  wo  discever, 
Ne  no  man  him  bewayle,  though  he  wepe. 

But  yet,  lest  thou  doe  worse,  take  a  wife, 
Bet  is  to  wedde  than  brenne  in  worse  wise. 
But  thou  shalt  have  sorow  on  thy  flesh  thy  life, 
And  ben  thy  wives  thrale,  as  sain  these  wise, 
And  if  that  holy  writ  may  not  suffice, 
Experience  shall  thee  teach,  so  may  happe, 
Take  the  way  lever  to  be  taken  in  frise, 
Than  efte  to  fall  of  wedding  in  the  trappe. 

This  little  writte,  provcrbes  or  figures, 
I  sende  you,  take  keepe  of  it  I  rede, 
Unwise  is  he  that  can  no  wele  endure, 
If  thou  be  siker,  put  thee  not  in  dredc, 
The  Wife  of  Bathe  I  pray  you  that  ye  rede 
Of  this  matter  that  we  have  on  honde, 
God  graunt  you  your  lyfe  freely  to  lede 
In  fredomej  for  foule  is  to  be  bonde. 


BALADE  SENT  TO  K.  RICHARD. 


Sometime  the  world  so  stedfast  was  and  stable, 
That  mannes  word  was  an  obligatioun, 
And  now  it  is  so  false  and  deceivable, 
That  word  and  deed,  as  in  conclusioun, 
Is  nothing  like,  for  tourned  is  up  so  doun 
All  the  world,  through  mede  and  fikelnesse, 
That  all  is  lost  for  lacke  of  stedfastnesse. 

What  maketh  the  world  to  be  so  variable 
But  lust,  that  men  have  in  dissension  t 
For  among  us  a  man  is  hold  unable, 
But  if  he  can  by  some  collusion 
Doe  his  neighbour  wrong  and  oppression  : 
What  cause th  this  but  wilfull  wretchedness? 
That  all  is  lost  for  lacke  of  stedfastnesse ! 

i 

Trouth  is  put  downe,  reason  is  hold  fable, 
I  Vertue  hath  now  no  domination, 
|  Pity  is  exiled,  no  man  is  merciable, 
i  Through  covetise  is  blente  discretion, 

The  world  hath  made  a  permutation, 
.  Fro  right  to  wrong,  fro  trouth  to  fikelnesse, 

That  all  is  lost  for  lacke  of  stedfastnesse. 


L  ENVOY E. 

Prince,  desire  to  be  honourable, 

Cherish  thy  folke,  and  hate  extortion, 

Suffer  nothing  that  may  be  improvable 

To  thine  estate,  done  in  thy  region, 

Shew  forth  the  yerd  of  castigation, 

Drcde  God,  do  law,  love  trouth  and  worthinesse, 

And  wed  thy  folke  ayen  to  stedfastnesse. 
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GOOD  COUNSAIL  OF  CHAUCER. 

Fly  fro  the  prease,  and  dwell  with  soothfastnesse, 
Suffise  unto  thy  good  though  it  be  small, 
For  horde  hath  hate,  and  climbing  tikelnesse, 
Prease  hath  envy,  and  wele  is  blent  over  all, 
Savour  no  more  than  thee  behove  shall, 
Rede  well  thy  selfe  that  other  folke  canst  rede, 
,  And  trouth  thee  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede. 

Paine  thee  not  ech  crooked  to  redresse 
In  trust  of  her  that  tourneth  as  a  ball, 
Great  rest  standeth  in  little  businesse, 
Beware  also  to  spurne  againe  a  nail, 
Strive  not  as  doth  a  crocke  with  a  wall, 
Deme  thy  selfe  that  demest  others  dede, 
And  trouth  thee  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede. 

That  thee  is  sent  receive  in  buxomnesse, 
The  wrastling  of  this  world  asketh  a  fall, 
Here  is  no  home,  here  is  but  wildernesse, 
Forth,  pilgrime  1  forth,  beast,  out  of  thy  stall  1 
Looke  up  on  high,  and  thanke  God  of  all  ! 
Weive  thy  lusts,  and  let  thy  ghost  thee  lede, 
And  trouth  thee  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede. 

EXPLICIT. 


A  BALLADE  OF  THE  VILLAGE  WITHOUT 
PAINTING. 

PLAINTIFE  TO  FORTUNE. 

This  wretched  worldes  transmutation, 
As  wele  and  wo,  now  poor,  and  now  honour, 
Without  order  or  due  discretion, 
Governed  is  by  Fortunes  errour, 
But  natheless,  the  lacke  of  her  favour 
Ne  may  not  doe  me  sing,  though  that  I  die, 
fay  tout  perdu,  mon  tempt  et  mon  labour, 
For  finally  Fortune  I  defie. 

Yet  is  me  left  the  sight  of  my  reasoun, 

To  know  friend  fro  foe  in  thy  mirrour, 

So  much  hath  yet  thy  tourning  up  and  doun 

Y taught  me  to  knowen  in  an  hour, 

But  truly,  no  force  of  thy  reddour 

To  him  that  over  himselfe  hath  maistrie, 

My  suffisaunce  shall  be  my  succour, 

For  finally  Fortune  I  defie. 

0  Socrates,  thou  stedfast  champion, 
She  might  never  be  thy  turmentour, 
Thou  never  dredest  her  oppression, 
Ne  in  her  chere  found  thou  no  favour, 
Thou  knew  the  deceit  of  her  colour, 
And  that  her  moste  worship  is  for  to  he, 

1  know  her  eke  a  false  dissimulour, 
For  finally  Fortune  I  defie. 


THE  ANSWERS  OF  FORTUNE. 

No  man  is  wretched,  but  himselfe  it  wene, 
Ne  that  hath  in  himselfe  suffisaunce, 


Why  saist  thou  than  I  am  to  thee  so  kene, 
That  hast  thy  selfe  out  of  my  governance  1 
Say  thus,  graunt  mercy  of  thine  habundance 
That  thou  hast  lent,  or  this,  thou  shalt  not  strive, 
What  wost  thou  yet  how  I  thee  woll  avance  ! 
And  eke  thou  hast  thy  best  friend  alive. 

!  I  have  thee  taught  devision  bctweene 
Friend  of  effect,  and  friend  of  countenaunce, 
Thee  needeth  nat  the  gall  of  an  hine, 
That  cureth  eyen  darke  for  her  pennaunce, 
Now  seest  thou  clere  that  were  in  ignoraunce, 
Yet  holt  thine  anker,  and  yet  thou  maist  arrive 
There  bounty  beareth  the  key  of  my  substance, 
And  eke  thou  hast  thy  best  friend  alive. 

How  many  have  I  refused  to  sustene, 
Sith  I  have  thee  fostred  in  thy  pleasaunce  ! 
Wolt  thou  than  make  a  statute  on  thy  quene, 
That  I  shall  be  aye  at  thine  ordinaunce  1 
Thou  born  art  in  my  reigne  of  variaunce, 
About  the  whele  with  other  must  thou  drive, 
My  lore  is  bet  than  wicke  is  thy  grevaunce, 
And  eke  thou  hast  thy  best  friend  alive. 


THE  ANSWERS  TO  FORTUNE. 

Thy  lore  I  dampne,  it  is  adversity, 
My  frcnd  maist  thou  not  reve,  blind  goddesse, 
That  1  thy  friends  know,  I  thanke  it  thee, 
Take  hem  againe,  let  hem  go  lie  a  prease, 
The  niggardes  in  keeping  hir  richesse, 
Pronostike  is,  thou  wolt  hir  toure  assaile, 
Wicke  appetite  commeth  aye  before  sicknesse, 
In  general  this  rule  may  not  faile. 


FORTUNE. 

Thou  pinchest  at  my  mutability, 
For  I  thee  lent  a  droppe  of  my  richesse, 
And  now  me  liketh  to  withdraw  me, 
Why  shouldest  thou  my  royalty  oppresse  1 
The  sea  may  ebbe  and  flow  more  and  lcsse, 
:  The  welkcn  hath  might  to  shine,  rain,  and  hail, 
'  Right  so  must  1  kithe  my  brotilnesse, 
In  generall  this  rule  may  not  fail. 


THE  PLAINTIFE. 

Lo,  the  execution  of  the  majesty, 
That  all  purveigheth  of  his  rightwisenesse, 
That  same  thing  Fortune  clepen  ye, 
Ye  blind  beasts,  full  of  leaudnesse, 
The  Heaven  hath  property  of  sikernesse, 
I  This  world  hath  ever  restlesse  travailc, 
'  The  last  day  is  end  of  mine  entresse, 
In  generall  this  rule  may  not  faile. 


TH'ENVOTE  OF  FORTUNE. 

,  Princes,  I  pray  you  of  your  gentilnesse 
1  Let  not  this  man  and  me  thus  cry  and  plain, 
And  I  shall  quite  you  this  businesse, 
And  if  ye  liste  releve  him  of  his  pain. 
Pray  ye  his  best  frende,  of  his  noblesse, 
That  to  some  better  state  he  may  attain. 
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X  SCOGAN. 


Tobroken  been  the  statutes  hie  in  Heaven, 
That  create  were  eternally  t'endure, 
Sithe  that  I  see  the  bright  goddes  seven 
Mowe  wepe  and  waile,  and  passion  endure, 
As  may  in  yearth  a  mortall  creature : 
Alas,  fro  whens  may  this  thing  procede, 
Of  which  errour  I  die  almost  for  drede  ? 

By  word  eterne,  whilom,  was  it  shape, 
That  fro  the  fifth  cercle,  in  no  manere, 
Ne  might  of  teares  doune  escape, 
But  now  so  weepeth  Venus  in  her  sphere, 
That  with  her  teares  she  wol  drench  us  here. 
Alas,  Scogan,  this  is  for  thine  offence, 
Thou  causest  this  deluge  of  pestilence. 

Hast  thou  not  said,  in  blaspheme  of  the  goddis, 
,    Through  pride,  or  through  thy  gret  rekelnes. 
Such  things  as  in  the  law  of  love  forbode  is, 
That  for  thy  lady  saw  not  thy  distresse, 
Therfore  thou  yave  her  up  at  Mighelmesse  ? 
Alas,  Scogan,  of  olde  folke  ne  yong, 
Was  never  erst  Scogan  blamed  for  his  tong. 

Thou  drew  in  scorne  Cupide  eke  to  record, 
Of  thilke  rebell  word  that  thou  hast  spoken, 
For  which  he  woll  no  lenger  be  thy  lord, 
And  Scogan,  though  his  bow  be  not  broken, 
He  woll  not  with  his  arowes  be  ywroken 
On  thee  ne  me,  ne  none  of  our  figure, 
We  shall  of  him  have  neither  hurte  ne  cure. 

Now  certes,  frend,  I  drede  of  thine  unhape, 
i    Lest  for  thy  gilte  the  wreche  of  love  procede 
i    On  all  hem  that  been  hore  and  round  of  shn;>e. 
That  be  so  likely  folke  to  spede, 
Than  we  shall  of  our  labour  have  our  medi-, 
But  well  I  wot,  thou  wolt  answere  and  say, 
^    Lo,  old  Grisell  list  to  renne  and  play. 

j    Nay,  Scogan,  say  not  so,  for  I  me  excuse, 
God  helpe  me  so,  in  no  rime  doubtles, 
Ne  thinke  I  never  of  sleepe  wake  my  muse, 
That  rusteth  in  my  sheath  still  in  pees, 
I    While  I  was  yong  I  put  her  forth  in  prees, 
j    But  all  shall  passe  that  men  prose  or  rime, 
Take  every  man  his  tournc  as  for  his  time. 

Soo<ran,  thou  knelest  at  the  stremes  hedde 
Of  grace,  of  all  honour,  and  of  worthiness, 
In  thVndc  of  which  I  am  dull  as  dedde, 
Forgotten  in  solitary  wildernes.se, 
Yet,  Scogan,  thinke  on  Tullius'  kindness, 
Mind  thy  frende  there  it  may  fructifie, 
Farewel,  and  looke  thou  never  eft  love  defie. 


TO  HIS  EMPTY  PURSE. 

To  yon,  my  purse,  and  to  none  oth»r  might 

Complaine  I,  for  ye  be  my  lady  dere, 

I  am  sorry  now  that  ye  be  light, 

For,  certes,  ye  now  make  me  heavy  chere. 

Me  were  as  lefe  laid  upon  a  here, 

For  which  unto  your  mercy  thus  I  crie, 

Be  heavy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 

Now  vouchsafe  this  day  or  it  be  night, 
That  I  of  you  the  blissful  sowne  may  lvre, 
Or  see  your  colour  like  the  Sonne  bright, 
That  of  yelowneas  had  never  pere, 
Ye  be  my  life,  ye  be  my  hertes  store, 
Queene  of  comfort  and  of  good  coropanie, 
Be  heavy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 

Now  purse,  that  art  to  me  my  fires  light, 
And  saviour,  as  downe  in  this  world  here, 
Out  of  this  towne  helpe  me  by  your  might, 
Sith  that  you  woll  not  be  my  treasure, 
For  I  am  shave  as  nere  as  any  frere, 
But  I  pray  unto  your  curtesie, 
Be  heavy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 

EXPLICIT. 


A  BALLAD 

MAD*  BY  CHAOCJCK,  TKACBIXG  WHAT  IS  OETTTI.SBS. 
WHOM  IS  WORTHY  TO  BK  GAIXKD  VbVTILl. 

The  first  stocke  father  of  gentilnes, 

What  man  desireth  gen  til  for  to  bee, 

Must  followe  his  trace,  and  all  his  wittcs  dn-s 

Vertue  to  love  and  vices  for  to  flee. 

For  unto  vertue  longeth  dignitee, 

And  not  the  revere  falsly,  dare  I  deme. 

All  weare  he  miter,  crowne,  or  diademe. 

This  first  stocke  was  full  of  rightwisnes, 
Trcwe  of  his  worde,  sol>er,  pitous  and  free, 
Clone  of  his  goste,  and  loved  besinessc, 
Against  the  vice  of  slouth  in  honest e, 
And,  but  his  heire  love  vertue  as  did  he. 
He  is  not  gentill,  though  he  rich  seme. 
All  weare  he  miter,  crowne,  or  diademe. 

Viceste  may  well  be  heir  to  old  ricbesse. 
But  there  may  no  man,  as  men  may  wel  see, 
1  Bequethe  his  heire  his  vertues  noblenesse, 
:  That  is  appropried  unto  no  degree, 
But  to  the  first  father  in  majestee, 
That  maketh  his  heires  them  that  him  quemc, 
All  weare  he  miter,  crowne,  or  diademe. 
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mil  these  clothes  manifold, 
bote  sorafera  day  I 
»at  In  At  commoth  cold, 
cast  his  pilche  away, 
is  world  the  large  compasse 
3t  in  mine  armes  twaine ; 
mokel  woll  embrace, 
reof  he  shall  distraine. 


3  WORDS  UNTO  HIS  OWN  SCRIVENER. 


vener,  if  ever  it  thee  befall 

'roilus  for  to  write  new, 

long  locks  thou  maiflt  have  tho  scall, 

ny  making  thou  write  more  trew, 

y  I  mote  thy  wcrke  renew, 

?t  and  eke  to  rubbe  and  scrape, 

thorow  thy  negligenco  and  rape. 


VIRELAI. 


Alone  walking, 

In  thought  plaining, 

And  sore  sighing, 

All  desolate : 


Uei 

Of  my  living, 
MjJ  deatli  wishing 

Both  early  and  late  : 

Infortunate 
Is  so  my  fate 
That  wote  ye  what  I 

Out  of  measure 

My  life  I  hate  : 
Thus  desperate, 
In  such  poor  estate 

Do  I  endure. 

Of  other  cure 
Am  I  not  sure, 
Thus  to  endure 

Is  hard  certain. 

Such  is  my  ure, 
I  you  ensure, 
What  creature 

May  have  more  pain  I 

My  truth  so  plain 
Is  taken  in  vain, 
And  great  disdain 

In  remembraunce, 

Yet  I  full  fain, 
Would  me  complain, 
Me  to  abstain 

From  this  penaunce. 

But  in  Bubstaunce, 
None  allegeaunce 
Of  my  grevaunce 

Can  I  not  find. 

Right  so  my  chaunce 
With  displesaunce 
Doth  me  avauncc. 

And  thus  an  end. 


I 


GLOSSARY. 


I 

X 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  following  Glossary  is  intended  to  facilitate  the  reading  of  Chancer,  by  explaining,  in 
our  present  language,  such  of  his  words  and  phrases  as  are  now  become  difficult  to  be  under- 
stood, either  from  a  total  disuse,  or  from  any  smaller  alterations  of  orthography  or  inflexion. 
Many  of  these  words  and  phrases  having  been  already  explained  in  the  Notes  of  this  edition, 
it  has  been  thought  sufficient  in  that  case  to  refer  the  reader  to  those  Notes.  For  the  rest,  it 
is  hoped  that  this  work  may  be  of  use  in  removing  some  of  the  most  material  difficulties,  which 
occur,  not  only  in  the  Canterbury  Tales,  but  also  in  the  other  genuine 1  compositions  of  Chaucer, 
as  far  as  the  present  state  of  their  text  makes  it  safe  to  attempt  any  explanation  of  them. 

It  would  be  injustice  to  the  learned  author  of  the  Glossary  to  Mr.  Urry's  edition  *,  not  to 
acknowledge,  that  I  have  built  upon  his  foundations,  and  often  with  his  materials.  In  particu- 
lar, I  have  followed,  and  have  endeavoured  to  improve  upon,  his  example,  by  constantly  citing 
one  or  more  places,  in  which  the  word  or  phrase  explained  is  to  be  found  *.  Where  tho  places 
cited  by  him  were  apposite  and  satisfactory,  I  have  generally  spared  myself  the  trouble  of 
hunting  for  others,  with  this  caution  however,  that  I  have  not  made  use  of  any  one  of  his  refer- 
ences without  having  first  verified  it  by  actual  inspection  ;  a  caution  which  every  compiler 
ought  to  take  in  all  cases,  and  which  in  the  present  case  was  indispensably  necessary,  on  account 
of  the  numerous  and  gross  errors  in  the  text  of  that  edition  «  to  which  Mr.  Thomases  Glossary 
was  adapted. 

For  the  further  prevention  of  uncertainty  and  confusion,  care  has  been  taken  to  mark  the 
part  of  speech  to  which  each  word  belongs,  and  to  distribute  all  homonymous  words  into 
separate  articles  ».  The  numbers,  cases,  modes,  times,  and  other  inflexions  of  the  declinable 
parts  of  speech  are  also  marked,  whenever  they  are  expressed  in  a  manner  differing  from 
modern  usage. 

Etymology  is  so  clearly  not  a  necessary  branch  of  the  duty  of  a  Glossarist,  that,  I  trust,  I 
shall  be  easily  excused  for  not  having  troubled  the  reader  with  longer  or  more  frequent 
digressions  of  that  sort.  In  general,  I  havo  thought  it  sufficient  to  mark  shortly  the  original 
language  from  which  each  word  is  probably  to  be  derived,  according  to  the  hypothesis,  which  has 


1  At  the  end  of  this  advertisement  I  shall  add  a  short  Account  q^what  I  conceive  to  be  the  genuine  works  of  Chaucer, 
and  of  those  which  have  been  either  falsely  ascribed  to  him,  or  improperly  mixed  with  his,  In  the  Editions.  Tbo«e 
under  the  two  latter  descriptions  may  be  of  use  to  illustrate  the  works  of  Chaucer,  but  should  not  bo  confounded  with  | 
them. 

*  Mr  Timothy  Thomas.  See  A  pp.  to  the  Preface.  A  note I 
»  The  expediency  of  this  practice  is  obrlous.  It  enables  the  reader  to  apprehend  more  clearly  the  interpret*tkm  of 

the  Glossarist,  when  right ;  and  it  affords  him  an  opportunity  of  correcting  those  mistakes,  to  which  we  are  all  *>  t 
exceedingly  liable. 

♦  See  A  pp.  to  the  Preface.  A.  p.  Till. 

»  The  neglect  of  this  precaution,  and  of  that  Just  mentioned ,  lias  made  Mr.  Ilearne's  Oloswiea  to  Robert  of  Gloucester  I 
and  Robert  of  Brunne  of  ▼ery  little  use.  Who  would  place  any  confidence  in  such  Interpretations  ae  the  following  ?— 
R.  O.  XT.  as,  after,  before,  eret  till,  htt,  better,  bid,  bad,  desired,  prayed,  be,  are<—P.  L.  xmf .  aim,  esteem,  lore, 
desire,  reckoned,  aim'd,  fathom,  tell,  btttfftf .  biting,  abiding,  tarrying,  bidding,  praying,  hiddtn.  hring  hidden,  being 
•itsired,  continually,  commanded.  Judged,  adjudged,  readily.  ' 
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been  more  fully  explained  in  the  Essay,  &c.  Part  the  second,  that  the  Norman-Saxon  dialect 
in  which  Chaucer  wrote,  was  almost  entirely  composed  of  words  derived  from  the  Sojvh  and 
French  languages  6. 

As  every  author  must  be  allowed  to  be  the  best  expositor  of  his  own  meaning,  I  have  always 
endeavoured  to  establish  the  true  import  of  any  doubtful  word  or  phrase  by  the  usage  of 
Chaucer  liimself  in  some  other  similar  passage.   Where  it  has  been  necessary  to  call  in  foreign 
I     assistance,  recourse  has  been  chiefly  had  to  such  authors  as  wrote  before  him,  or  at  least  were 
contemporary  with  him  in  some  part  of  his  life  7. 

The  proper  names  of  persons  and  places,  as  they  occur  in  Chaucer,  are  often  either  to 
obscure  in  themselves,  or  so  disguised  by  a  vitious  orthography,  that  they  stand  in  as  roach 
1     need  of  an  interpreter  as  the  most  obsolete  appellative.  Some  other  proper  names,  particularly 
of  authors  quoted,  though  sufficiently  known  and  clear,  have  been  inserted  in  this  Glossary,  in 
order  to  make  it,  in  that  respect,  answer  the  purposes  of  an  Index. 

As  there  are  several  passages,  of  which,  after  all  my  researches,  I  am  unable  to  give  any 
probable  explanation,  I  shall  follow  the  laudable  example  of  the  learned  Editor  of M  Ancient 
Scottish  Poems  from  the  MS.  of  George  Bannatyne.  Edinb.  1770."  by  subjoining  a  list  of  such  wordf 
and  phrases  as  I  profess  not  to  understand.    I  only  wish  the  reader  may  not  find  occasion 
to  think,  that  I  ought  to  have  made  a  considerable  addition  to  the  number. 
I  will  just  add,  for  the  sake  of  those  who  may  be  disposed  to  make  use  of  this  Glossary  in 
1     reading  the  works  of  Chaucer  not  contained  in  this  edition,  that  it  will  be  found  to  be  almost 
equally  well  adapted  to  every  edition  of  those  works,  except  Mr.  Urry's.    Mr.  Urry'i 
1     edition  should  never  be  opened  by  any  one  for  the  purpose  of  reading  Chaucer. 

1778.  T.  TYBWHITT. 


«  A  few  words  are  marked  as  baring  been  taken  immediately  from  the  Latin  language.  The  number  has  increased 
very  considerably  since  the  time  of  Chaucer.  It  is  observable,  that  the  verbs  of  this  sort  are  generally  formed  from 
the  participle  past,  whereas  those  which  have  come  to  us  through  France  are  as  generally  formed  from  the  imjlnitirt 

mode. 

|  In  referring  words  to  the  other  two  great  classes  a  precise  accuracy  has  not  been  attempted.  The  small  remain*  »f 
I  the  genuine  Anglo-Saxon  language,  which  our  lexicographers  have  been  able  to  collect,  do  not  furnish  authorities  for 
'      a  multitude  of  words,  which  however  may  be  fairly  derived  from  that  source,  because  they  are  to  be  found  with  little 

variation  in  the  other  collateral  languages  descended  from  the  Gothic.  The  term  Saxon  therefore  is  here  used  with 
I       such  a  latitude  as  to  include  the  Gothic,  and  all  its  branc hes.    At  the  same  time,  as  the  Francic  part  of  the  French 

language  had  a  common  original  with  the  Anglo-Saxon,  it  happens  that  some  words  may  be  denominated  either 
!       Fhknch  or  Saxom  with  almost  equal  probability.   In  all  such  cases,  the  final  judgement  is  left  to  those,  who  barf 

leisure  and  inclination  (according  to  our  author's  phrase  ver.  15246  )  to  boult  the  matter  to  the  bren 
*  »SiniC  of  these  authors  have  been  pointed  ou  in  the  Essay,  A20.  §.  vim.  n.  24.   Of  the  others  the  most  considerabte 
I       arc,  the  author  of  the  Visions  of  Pierce  Ploughman,  fiowuR,  Ocvlsvs,  and  Lydgatk. 

In  the  Essay.  &c.  n.  T»7.  a  circumstance  is  mentioned,  which  shews  that  the  Visions  of  Pierce  Ploughman  were 

written  after  135»i.  I  have  Mnce  taken  notice  of  a  passage  which  will  prove,  I  think,  that  they  were  written  alter 
I       1:162.   The  great  storm  of  wind,  alluded  to  in  fol.  xx.  b.  1.  14. 

And  the  South tcesternc  icinde  on  Sattcrdaic  at  even,  be.  in  probably  the  storm  recorded  by  Thorn,  in ter  x  Script. 

c.  2122.  Wal&ingham,  p.  178.  and  most  particularly  by  the  Continuator  of  Adam  Murimutb,  p.  115. 
j         A.I>.  M.CCC'.LXII.— XV.  die  Januarii,  circa  horam  vesperarum,  vent  us  vehemens  netus  Australis  Africus  Uou 
I       rabic  erupit,  Ate. 

,  The  i:»th  of  Janu  iry  in  the  year  l.»L\  X.  S.  was  a  Saturday. 


AN  ACCOUNT 


OF  THE 


WORKS  OF  CHAUCER 


TO  WHICH 


THIS  GLOSSARY  IS  ADAPTED; 


AND  OF  THOSE  OTF1ER  PIECES  WHICH  HAVE  BEEN  IMPROPERLY  INTERMIXED  WITH  HIS  IN  THE  EDITIONS.  i 


Of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  the  greatest  work  of  Chaucer,  it  is  needless  to  repeat  what 
has  been  said  in  different  parts  of  this  Edition  ;  particularly  in  the  App.  to  the  Preface,  A.  and 
in  the  Introductory  Discounc.   One  of  the  earliest  of  his  other  works  was  probably 

I.  The  Romaunt  of  the  Rose.  lie  speaks  of  it  himself  in  L.W.  329  and  441.  It  is 
professedly  a  translation  of  the  French  Roman  de  la  Bote,  and  many  gross  blunders  in  the 
printed  text  may  be  corrected  by  comparing  it  with  the  original.  Dr.  Hunter  was  so  obliging 
as  to  lend  me  a  MS.  of  this  poem,  the  only  one  that  I  have  ever  heard  of,  which  has  occasionally 
been  consulted  to  good  advantage  ;  but  it  does  not  supply  any  of  the  most  material  defects  of 
the  printed  Editions.   See  page  209. 

II.  Tboilus  and  Creseide,  in  v.  Books.  This  Poem  is  also  mentioned  by  our  author  in 
L.W.  332  and  441.  It  is  for  the  most  part  a  translation  of  the  Filottrato  of  Doccace  ;  but  with 
many  variations,  and  such  large  additions,  that  it  contains  above  2700  lines  more  than  its 
original.   See  the  Essay,  &c.  n.  62.  and  page  209. 

There  are  several  MSG.  of  this  poem  in  the  Bodleian  Library  and  in  the  Museum,  which  have 
been  occasionally  consulted. 

III.  The  Court  of  Love  was  first  printed  among  the  additions  made  to  Chaucer's  works 
by  John  8towe,  in  the  Edition  of  1561.  One  might  reasonably  have  expected  to  find  it 
mentioned  in  L.W.  loc.  c'U.  but  notwithstanding  the  want  of  that  testimony  in  its  favour,  I  am 
induced  by  the  internal  evidence  to  consider  it  as  one  of  Chaucer's  genuine  productions.  I 
have  never  heard  of  any  MS.  of  this  poem. 

IV.  The  Complaint  of  Pitee.  So  this  Poem  is  entitled  in  MS.  Ilarl.  78.  It  is  extant 
also  in  M8.  Bodl.  Fairf.  16.   The  subject  is  alluded  to  in  the  Court  of  Low,  ver.  700.  seq. 

V.  Of  Queke  Annelida  and  False  Arcite,  with  the  Complaint  of  Annelida. 
The  story  of  this  poem  is  said  in  ver.  10.  to  have  been  originally  in  Latin  ;  and  in  ver.  21. 
Chancer  names  the  authors  whom  he  professes  to  follow.  "Firtte  folve  I  St  ace  ami  after  him 
Corinne."  As  the  opening  only  is  taken  from  Statius,  L.  IV.  v.  619,  we  must  suppose  that 
Corinne  furnished  the  remainder ;  but  who  Corinne  was  is  not  easy  to  guess.  See  the  Gloss,  in  v. 
Corinne.  It  should  be  observed,  that  the  Arcite,  whose  infidelity  is  here  complained  of,  is 
quite  a  different  person  from  the  Arcite  of  the  Knighttt  talc ;  from  which  circumstance  we  may 
perhaps  be  allowed  to  infer,  that  this  poem  was  written  before  Chaucer  had  met  with  the 
Theseida. 


It  is  extant  in  MSB.  Had.  372.  and  Bodl.  Fairf.  16. 
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VI.  The  Assemblee  op  Foules  is  mentioned  by  Chancer  himself  in  L.W.  419.  under  the  , 
title  of  «  The  Parlement  of  foultsT  In  M8.  Bodl.  Fairf.  16.  it  is  entitled  «  The  Parlement  of 

Briddes.9* 

The  opening  of  this  poem  is  built  upon  the  Somnium  Scipionis  of  Cicero,  as  it  appears  at  the 
head  of  Macrobiuses  commentary.  The  description  of  a  Garden  and  Temple,  from  ver.  183  to 
ver.  287,  is  almost  entirely  taken  from  Roccaces  description  of  the  Temple  of  Venus  in  the  vn 
book  of  the  Theseida,  See  the  note  on  ver.  1920.  I  have  found  no  reason  to  retract  the 
suspicion  there  intimated  as  to  the  date  of  this  poem  ;  nor  can  I  confirm  it  by  any  external 
evidence.  | 

VII.  The  Complaint  of  the  Black  Knight,  in  MSS.  Bodl.  Fairf.  16.  and  Bod- 638.  is 
entitled  "  Complaint  of  a  lover's  life  "  I  do  not  wish  much  confidence  to  be  given  to  the 
conjecture,  in  App.  to  the  Pref.  C.  n.*  that  this  poem  relates  to  John  of  Gaunt. 

VIII.  Chaucer's  A.  B.  C.  was  first  printed  in  Mr.  8peght's  2d  Edit,  in  1602.  It  is  said,  in 
the  title,  to  have  been  composed  at  ike  request  of  ike  Duchesse  Blanche.  If  that  be  true,  it  ought  to 
be  placed  before 

IX.  The  Booke  of  the  Duchesse,  which  Chaucer  himself  has  mentioned  by  the  title 
of  u  The  deth  of  Blaunche  the  Duchesse."  L.W.  418.  See  an  account  of  this  poem  in  the  n.  on  ver. 
4467.  and  page  209. 

X.  The  House  of  Fame  is  mentioned  by  Chaucer  himself  in  L.W.  417.  It  was  probably 
written  while  he  was  comptroller  of  the  custom  of  wools,  and  consequently  not  earlier  than 
1374.  See  the  passage  from  B.  II.  quoted  in  the  App.  to  the  Pref.  C.  n.  e.  It  is  extant  in 
MSS.  Bodl.  Fairf.  16.  and  Bod.  638. 

XI.  Chaucer's  Dreme  was  first  printed  in  Mr.  8peght's  Edit,  of  his  works  in  1697.  Bale 
seems  to  speak  of  it  under  the  title, u  De  easteUo  dominant*.  Lib.  i."  The  supposed  plan  of  this 
poem,  prefixed  to  it  by  Mr.  Speght,  is  a  mere  fancy  ;  but  there  is  no  ground  for  doubting  the 

authenticity  of  the  poem  itself. 

When  I  imagined  that  a  passage  in  this  Dreme,  ver.  1820 — 1926,  was  probably  copied  from 
the  Lay  of  Elidus  (Discourse,  &c  n.  24.)  I  did  not  recollect,  that  the  incident  there  related  is 
very  similar  to  one  in  the  Grecian  fabulous  history  (See  Hyginus,  fab.  CXXXVI.  de  Polyido.) 
and  therefore  might  easily  have  come  to  Chaucer  through  some  other  channel. 

XII.  The  Flour  and  the  Lefe  was  also  printed  for  the  first  time  in  the  Edit,  of  1597; 
but  I  do  not  think  its  authenticity  so  clear  as  that  of  the  preceding  poem.   The  subject, at  | 
least,  is  alluded  to  by  Chaucer  in  L.W.  188—194. 

XIII.  The  Legende  of  Goode  Women  is  extant  in  MSS.  Bodl.  Arch.  Seld.  B.  24.  and 
Fairf.  16.  For  the  time  of  its  composition  see  the  Discourse,  &c.  n.  3.  See  also  the  n.  on  ver. 
4481.  An  additional  argument,  for  believing  that  the  number  intended  was  nineteen,  may  be 
drawn  from  the  Court  of  Lone,  ver.  108.  where,  speaking  of  Alceste,  Chaucer  says — 

u  To  whom  obeyed  the  ladies  gode  ninetene." 

XIV.  The  Complaint  of  Mars  and  Venus  is  said,  in  the  conclusion,  to  have  been 
translated  from  the  French  of  Graunson ;  probably  that  Otho  de  Graunson,  who  was  retained 
in  the  military  service  of  Richard  II,  with  an  annuity  of  200  marks.  Pat.  17.  It.  II.  p.  1.  m.6. 
ap.  Rymer.  Mr.  Speght  mentions  a  tradition,  if  I  understand  him  right,  that  this  poem  *as 
originally  made  of  the  Lady  Elizabeth,  daughter  to  John  of  Gaunt,  whom  he  calls  King  of  Spain, 
and  her  husband  the  Lord  John  Holland,  half-brother  to  Richard  II.  I  cannot  see  any  thing  in 
the  poem  itself  that  countenances  this  particular  notion,  though  I  have  little  doubt,  that  it  was 
intended  to  describe  the  situation  of  some  two  lovers  under  a  veil  of  mystical  allegory. 

This  poem  is  extant  in  MSS.  Bodl.  Arch.  Seld.  B.  24.  and  Fairf.  16.    In  MS.  Harl.  7333  it  is 
entitled  "  The  broclte  of  Thelxs  as  of  the  lore  of  Mars  and  Venus ; "  which  inclines  me  to  believe, 
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that  it  is  the  poem,  mentioned  by  Lydgate,  and  from  him  by  Bale,  which  has  of  late  been 
supposed  to  be  lost.   Lydgate's  words  are — 

Of  Annelida  and  of  false  Arcite 
He  made  a  complaynt  dolefull  and  piteous, 
And  of  the  broche  which  that  Vuleanus 
At  Thebes  wrought,  full  divers  of  nature. 

Prol.  to  Trag.  Sign.  A.  ii.  b. 

From  this  passage  Bale,  as  I  suppose,  deceived  by  the  ambiguous  sense  of  the  word  broche,  has 
attributed  to  Chaucer  a  poem  "  De  Vulcani  «n» ; "  of  Vulcan's  spit.  He  should  have  said  "  De 
Vulcani  gemma,  or  monili."  See  Broche  in  the  Glossary. 

This  broche  of  Thebes,  from  which  the  whole  poem  is  here  supposed  to  have  taken  its  title,  is 
described  at  large  in  the  Complaint  of  Mart,  ver.  93 — 109.  The  first  idea  of  it  seems  to  have 
been  derived  from  what  Statius  has  said  of  the  fatal  necklace  made  by  Vulcan  for  Harmonia. 
Theb.  II.  265 — 305.  Lydgate  refers  us  to  (hide  •  but  I  cannot  find  anything  in  him  upon  the 
subject. 

XV.  The  Cuckow  and  the  Nightingale  in  MS.  Fairf.  16.  is  entitled  *  The  bote  of  Cupide 
God  of  Lore."  It  is  extant  also  in  MS.  Bod.  638.  and  as  far  as  ver.  235.  in  Arch.  Seld.  B.  24. 
and  might  be  much  improved  and  augmented  with  some  lines  from  those  MSS.  The  Ballade 
of  three  Stanzas  with  an  Envoye,  which  seems  to  belong  to  this  poem  in  the  Editt.  does  not 
appear  at  all  in  MS.  Bod.  638.  In  MS.  Fairf.  16.  it  is  at  the  end  of  the  Booke  of  the  Duchesse. 
I  cannot  believe  that  it  was  written  by  Chaucer. 

Beside  these  more  considerable  works,  it  appears  from  L.W.  422.  430.  that  our  author  had 
composed  many  u balades,  roundels,  virelayes;  "  that  he  had  "made  many  a  lay  and  many  a  thing." 
A  few  pieces  of  this  sort  are  still  extant,  but  hardly  any,  I  think,  of  so  early  a  date  as  the 
Legende.   I  will  set  them  down  here  as  they  stand  in  the  Editt. 

1.  IS  Envoy  de  Chaucer  a  Bukton.  Beginning, 
My  maister  Bukton,  whan  of  Christ,  &c. 

So  this  little  poem  is  entitled  in  MS.  Fairf.  16.  It  has  always  been  printed  at  the  end  of  the 
Booke  of  the  Duchettc,  with  an  &c.  in  the  first  line  instead  of  the  name  of  Bukton;  and  in 
Mr.  Urry's  Edit,  the  following  most  unaccountable  note  is  prefixed  to  it.  a  This  seems  an 
Envoy  to  the  Duke  of  Lancaster  after  his  loss  of  Blanch." 

From  the  reference  to  the  Wife  of  Bathe,  ver.  29.  I  should  suppose  this  to  have  been  one  of 
our  author's  later  compositions,  and  I  find  that  there  was  a  Peter  de  Buketon,  the  King's  Escheator 
for  the  County  of  York,  in  1397,  (Pat.  20  R.  II.  p.  2.  m.  3.  ap.  Rymer.)  to  whom  this  poem, 
from  the  familiar  style  of  it,  is  much  more  likely  to  have  been  addressed  than  to  the  Duke  of 
Lancaster. 

2.  Balade  sent  to  King  Richard. 
Beginn.  Sometime  the  world,  &c. 

So  this  poem  is  entitled  in  MS.  Harl.  E.  It  is  extant  also  in  Fairf.  16.  and  in  Cotton.  Otho. 
A.  XVIII. 

3.  Balade  beginning — Fie  fro  the  prete,  &c. 

In  MS.  Cotton.  Otho.  A.  XVIII.  this  balade  is  said  to  have  been  made  by  Chaucer  u  upon  his 
death-bed  lying  in  his  anguish ; "  but  of  such  a  circumstance  some  further  proof  should  be  required. 
It  is  found,  without  any  such  note,  in  MS.  Arch.  Seld.  B.  24.  and  Fairf.  16. 

4.  Balade  of  the  village. 
Beginn.  Thin  wretched  world es,  &c. 

It  is  extant  in  MS.  Fairf.  16.  and  Bod.  638.  In  MS.  AshmoL  59.  it  is  said  to  have  been 
translated  from  the  French.    Tanner,  in  v.  Chaucer. 

5.  V Envoy  de  Chaucer  a  Skogan. 
Beginn.  Tobroken  ben  the  Statutes,  &c. 

So  this  poem  is  entitled  in  MS.  Fairf.  16.  Among  a  number  of  people  of  all  sorts,  who  had 
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letters  of  protection  to  attend  Richard  II.  upon  his  expedition  to  Ireland  in  1399,  is  Henriau 
Scogan,  Armiger.   This  jocose  expostulation  was  probably  addressed  to  him  by  our  author  some  . 
years  before,  when  Scogan's  interest  at  court  may  be  supposed  to  have  been  better  than  j 
his  own.  I 

6.  Chaucer  to  his  emptie  purse.  ! 
Beginn.  To  you,  my  purse,  Ac. 

This  balade  is  extant  in  MS.  Fairf.  16.  and  in  Cotton.  Otho.  A.  XVIII.   The  Envoy  appetn  | 
to  be  addressed  to  Henry  the  4th. 

7.  Balade  beginning — The  frste  stock,  &c.  ' 
These  three  stanzas  have  been  preserved  in  a"  Moral  Balade  by  Henry  Scogan ;"  of  which 

some  notice  will  be  taken  below  I 

8.  Proterbe$  by  Chaucer. 
Begin u.  What  Jurt  these  clothes,  &c. 

So  this  little  piece  is  entitled  in  MS.  Ilarl.  7578.  It  evidently  contains  two  distinct  PmeAs 
or  Moral  Admonitions. 

9.  Chaucer's  wrdes  to  hit  Scrirenere. 
Beginn.  Adam  Scrirenere,  &c. 

A  proof  of  his  attention  to  the  correctness  of  his  writings.  See  also  T.  V.  1794, 6.  , 
The  works  of  Chaucer  in  prose  are,  j 

I.  A  Translation  of  Boetiiius  de  consolation*  Philosophic,  which  he  has  mentioned  himself 
in  L.W.  ver.  425. 

II.  A  Treatise  on  the  Astrolabe,  addressed  to  his  son  Lowis,  in  1391.  It  is  plain  from 
what  is  said  at  the  beginning  of  this  treatise,  that  the  printed  copies  do  not  contain  more  than 
two  of  the  five  parts,  of  which  it  was  intended  to  consist. 

III.  The  Testament  of  Love  is  evidently  an  imitation  of  Boethius  de  consolation*  PhO* 
tophus.   It  seems  to  have  been  begun  by  our  author  after  his  troubles,  in  the  middle  part  of  I 
the  reign  of  Richard  II,  and  to  have  been  finished  about  the  time  that  Gower  published  his  1 
Confessio  A  mantis,  iu  the  16th  year  of  that  reign.    At  least  it  must  then  have  been  far  advanced,  1 
as  Gower  mentions  it  by  its  title.  Con/.  Am.  190.  b. 

The  foregoing  I  consider  as  the  genuine  works  of  Chaucer.  Of  those,  which  have  been 
j  improperly  intermixed  with  his  in  the  Editions,  the  following  are  known  to  be  the  works  of 
'     other  authors. 

1.  The  Testament  and  Complaint  of  Creseide  appears  from  ver.  41.  not  to  have  been  written  by 
Chaucer  ;  and  Mr.  Urry  was  informed  u  by  Sir  James  Ereskin,  late  Earl  of  Kelly,  and  diverse 
aged  scholars  of  the  Scottish  nation,"  that  the  true  author  was  "Mr.  Robert  IlExnEBSou,  I 
chief  School-master  of  Dumferlin,  a  little  time  before  Chaucer  was  first  printed,  and  dedicated  to 
King  Henry  VIII.  by  Mr.  Thynne."  I  suppose,  the  same  person  is  meant  that  is  called  Robert 

i     Henrysone  in  "Ancient  Scottish  Poems"  where  several  of  his  compositions  may  be  seen, from 
p.  98  to  p.  138. 

2.  The  Flourc  of  Courtesie  is  said,  in  the  title,  to  have  been  made  by  John  Lydoate. 

3.  La  Belle  Dame  sans  mercie,  a  translation  from  Alain  Cliartier,  is  attributed  in  MS.  Uari. 
|  372.  to  Sir  Richard  Ros.  See  App.  to  the  Pref.  C.  note  °.  Upon  looking  further  into  Alain's 
,     works  I  find  a  Balade  upon  the  taking  of  Fougieres  by  the  English  in  1448  (Oeutrts  $A]< 

Chartier,  p.  717.)  ;  so  that  he  was  certainly  living  near  fifty  years  after  Chaucer's  death  ;  which 
makes  it  quite  incredible  that  the  latter  should  have  translated  any  thing  of  his. 

4.  The  Letter  of  Cupidc  is  dated  in  1402,  two  years  after  Chaucer's  death.  It  was  written  by 
Thomas  Occleve,  who  mentions  it  himself,  as  one  of  his  own  compositions,  in  a  Dialog 
which  follows  his  Complaint.  MS.  Bodl.  1504. 

<k  Yes,  Thnmas,  ye«,  in  the  epistle  of  Cupide 
Thou  hast  of  hem  co  largclich  seid." 
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6.  John  Gowee  unto  the  noble  King  Henry  the  4th,  with  some  Latin  verses  of  the  same  author. 

6.  Sayings  ©/Dan  John  (Lydgate). 

7.  Scooan  unto  the  lordes  and  gentlemen  of  the  Kynges  house. 

So  the  title  of  this  poem  is  expressed  in  the  old  Editt.  but,  according  to  Mr.  Speght,  in  the 
written  copies  it  is  thus  ; "  Here  followeth  a  moral  balade  to  the  Prince,  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  the 
Duke  of  Bedford,  the  Duke  of  Glocester,  the  King's  sonnes ;  by  Henry  Scogan,  at  a  supper  among 
the  Marchants  in  the  Vintry  at  London  in  the  house  of  Lewie  John'9  This  cannot  be  quite 
accurate ;  as  neither  of  the  two  younger  sons  of  Henry  IV.  had  the  title  of  Duke  while  their 
eldest  brother  was  Prince  ;  but  I  find  that  there  was,  about  that  time,  a  Lewie  John,  a  Welsh- 
man, who  was  naturalized  by  act  of  Parliament,  2  H.  V.  and  who  was  concerned  with  Thomas 
Chaucer  in  the  execution  of  the  office  of  Chief  Butler.  Hot.  Pari.  2  H.  V.  n.  18.  The  same 
person,  probably,  was  appointed  Remitter  of  all  monies  that  should  be  sent  to  Rome  for  three 
years.  Ap.  Rymer.  an.  eodem. 

The  article  concerning  Skogan  in  Tanner's  Bibl.  Brit,  is  a  heap  of  confusion.  He  is  there 
called  John  ;  is  said  to  have  been  a  Matter  of  Arte  of  Oxford  and  jester  to  K.  Edward  VI.  (perhaps 
a  misprint  for  IV)  ;  to  have  been  contemporary  with  Chaucer,  and  famous  in  the  year  1480. 
In  a  collection  of  foolish  stories,  which  is  supposed  to  have  been  first  published  by  Dr.  Andrew 
Borde,  in  the  time  of  Henry  VIII,  under  the  title  of  Scogan's  jests,  he  is  called  Thomas ;  and 
there  too  he  is  represented  as  a  Graduate,  I  think,  of  Oxford,  and  as  jester  to  some  King, 
but  without  any  circumstances  sufficient  to  determine  what  King  is  meant. 

I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  the  Scogan,  who  wrote  this  poem,  is  rightly  named  Henry  in 
Mr.  Speght's  MS.  As  to  the  two  circumstances  of  his  having  been  a  Master  of  Arts  of  Oxford 
and  jester  to  a  King,  I  can  find  no  older  authority  for  either  than  Dr.  Borde's  book.  That  he 
was  contemporary  with  Chaucer,  but  so  as  to  survive  him  for  several  years,  perhaps  till  the 
reign  of  Henry  V,  is  sufficiently  clear  from  this  poem. 

Shakespeare  seems  to  have  followed  the  jest-book,  in  considering  Scogan  as  a  mere  buffoon, 
when  he  mentions,  as  one  of  FalstafTs  boyish  exploits,  that  he  "  broke  Scogan's  head  at  the 
Court-gate ; "  (2d  Part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  3.)  but  Jonson  has  given  a  more  dignified,  and,  probably, 
a  juster  account  of  his  situation  and  character.  Masque  of  the  Fortunate  Isles,  Vol.  vi.  p.  192. 

Mere  fool.  Skogan  P  what  waa  he? 

Johphiel.  O,  a  fine  gentleman  and  matter  of  arts 
Of  Henry  the  fourth'*  time,  that  made  ditguitet 
For  the  king's  tons,  and  writ  in  ballad-royal 
Daintily  well. 

Mere-fool.  But  wrote  he  like  a  gentleman  t 

Johphiel.    In  rhime,  fine  tinkling  rhime  and  flowand  rene, 
With  now  and  then  tome  tense;  and  he  wat  paid  for't, 
Regarded  and  rewarded ;  which  few  poeta 
Are  now  a-daja. 

This  description  of  Skogan  corresponds  very  well  with  the  ideas  which  would  naturally  be 
suggested  by  the  perusal  of  the  poem  before  us,  and  of  that  addressed  to  him  by  Chaucer.  See 
above,  p.  447.  And  indeed  I  question  whether  Jonson  had  any  other  good  foundation  for 
what  he  has  said  of  him. 

8.  A  balade  of  goode  counseil,  translated  out  of  Latin  terses  into  English,  by  Dak  Johx  Ltdoate. 
9L  A  balade  made  in  the  preise,  or  rather  dispreise,  of  women  for  their  doubleness  ;  by  Ltdoate, 

according  to  MS.  Ashmol.  6943. 

10.  A  balade  warning  men  to  beware  of  deceitful  women  ;  by  Lydgate,  according  to  MS.  Harl. 
8251. 

To  these,  which  are  known  to  be  the  works  of  other  authors,  we  should  perhaps  add  an  11th, 
vix.  Balade  in  commendation  of  our  Ladie  ;  as  a  poem  with  the  same  beginning  is  ascribed  to 
Ltdoate,  under  the  title  of  "Invocation  to  our  Lady."  Tanner,  in  v.  Ltdoate. 
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The  anonymous  compositions,  which  hare  been  from  time  to  time  added  to  Chaucer's  in  tl 
seyeral  Editt.  seem  to  have  been  received,  for  the  most  part,  without  an  y  external  evident 
whatever,  and  in  direct  contradiction  to  the  strongest  internal  evidence.  Of  this  sort  i 
"  Tie  Plowman  i  tale?  first  printed  in  1542  :  See  the  Discourse,  Ac.  §.  xl  n.  32.  *  The  Story 
Gamely*?  and  "  The  Continuation  of  ike  Canterbury  Tale*?  first  printed  in  Mr.  Urry's  Editia 
"Jack  Upland,"  first  produced  by  Mr.  Speght  in  1602.  I  have  declared  my  suspicion,  in  tl 
Gloss,  v.  Obioenes,  that  the  *  Lamentation  of  Marie  Magdalene"  was  not  written  by  Chance 
and  I  am  still  clearer  that  the  «  AuembUe  of  Lading  "A  Pram  of  Women?  and  the  "ifoaafc 
Low?  ought  not  to  be  imputed  to  him.  It  would  be  a  waste  of  time  to  sift  accurately  the  hea 
of  rubbish,  which  was  added,  by  John  Gltowe,  to  the  Edit,  of  1501.  Though  we  might  peril* 
be  able  to  pick  out  two  or  three  genuine  fragments  of  Chaucer,  we  should  probably  find  the 
so  soiled  and  mangled  *,  that  he  would  not  thank  us  for  asserting  his  claim  to  them. 


*  As  n  specimen  of  the  care  and  discernment,  with  which  Mr.  Stowed  collections  wen  made,  I  would  refer  t 
curious  leader  to  what  is  ealled  a  Balade,  fol.  324.  b.  Ed.  Bp. 

Beginn.  0  merciAU  and  o  merckMe. 

The  four  first  stanzas  axe  ibmid  m  different  paxto  of  an  Imperii  1X5.  HarL  KSLi.12 

The  11th  stanaa  makes  part  of  an  Envoy,  which  in  the  same  MS.  n.  87.  b  annexed  to  the  poem  entitled  *  The  Cnjl 
Lovert,"  among  the  Additions  to  Chanoer's  works,  by  J.  Btowe;  which  poem,  by  the  way,  though  printed  with  s  da 
of  1347,  and  ascribed  to  Ghanoer,  has  in  the  MS.  a  much  more  probable  date  of  1499,  near  sixty  years  after  Cktssa 
death. 

There  is  one  little  piece,  perhaps  by  Chancer,  foL  224.  Bd.  Bp. 

Begfam.  Alone  wlktnff,  In  thought  plaining,  Ace. 

which  comes  nearer  to  the  desortptlarof  a  Virtiap,  than  anything  else  of  his  that  has  been  preserved.  See  u»  tool 
quoted  In  the  Gloss,  v.  Virelape. 


EXPLANATION  OF  THE  ABBREVIATIONS 


BY  WHICH  THE  WORKS  OF  CHAUCER  AND  SOME  OTHER  BOOKS  ARE  GENERALLY  CITED  IN  THE 

FOLLOWING  GLOSSARY. 


The  Arabian  numerals,  without  any  Utter  prefixed,  refer  to  the  verses  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  in  this  Edition. 

Edit-  5  P.  i 


A- B.C.  —Chaucer's  A.  B.  C,        .          .          .          .          .          .  .     .  foL  347 

A.  F.  —  Assemble©  of  Foules,          .......  233 

An.  —Annelida  and  Arcite,     .                   .                             .  843  b. 

Astr.  —Treatise  on  the  Astrolabe,             ....  .249 

BaLVU.  — Balade  of  the  Village,  .     .         319  b. 

Ber.  —The  History  of  Beryn,  Edit.  Urr.  p.  600. 

B.  K.  —Complaint  of  the  Black  Knight,  257  b. 
Bo,  —Translation  of  Boethius,  5  Books,  liti  b. 

C.  D.  —Chaucer's  Drome,  334 
C.  L.  — Court  of  Lore,       ........  387 

C.  M.  —Complaint  of  Man,  309  b. 

C.  M.  V.  —Complaint  of  Mars  and  Venus,  308  b. 

C.  N.  — Cuckow  and  Nightingale,        .                             .          •  316  b. 

Cotg.  — Cotgrave's  Fr.  and  Eng.  Dictionary. 

Con/.  Am.  —  Gower's  Confessio  AmantU,  Edit  1532. 

C.  y.  —Complaint  of  Venus,          «...                    .  .  310 

Du.  —The  Book  of  the  Duchesse,  commonly  called,  The  Dreme  of  Chaucer,  227 

F.  —The  House  of  Fame,  3  Books,         ......  292 

F.  L.  —The  Flour  and  Leaf ,              .          .  .344 

Gam.  —The  Tale  of  Oamelyn,  Edit.  Urr.  p.  36. 
Jun.  EtymoL  — Junii  Etymologicon  Ling.  Angl.  by  Lye. 

Kllian.  — Kiliani  Etymologicum  Ling.  Teuton. 

L.W.  —Legende  of  good  Women,                                                •  185 

Lydg.  Trag.  — Lydgate's  Translation  of  Boceace  De  easibus  virorum  illustrium,  Edit. 

J.  Way  land. 

M.  —The  Tale  of  Melibeus,  p.  106 . 

Magd.  — Lamentation  of  Marie  Magdalene,  302 


P.  —The  Persones  Tale,  p.  148. 

P.  L.  —Translation  of  Peter  of  Langtoft,  by  Robert  of  Brunne.  Ed.  Ilearne. 

P.  P.  — Vibions  of  Pierce  Ploughman,  Edit.  1550. 

Prompt  Ysirr.—Promptorium  Parvulorum  siwe  Clericorum.  MB.  Harl.  221.  A  dictionary,  in 
which  many  hundreds  of  English  words  are  translated  into  Latin,  compiled  in 
1440,  by  a  Frier  Preacher,  a  Recluse,  at  Lynne  in  Norfolk.  He  gives  notice  In 
his  preface,  that  his  English  is  that  spoken  in  the  East  country  ;  and  accord- 
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ingly  his  orthography  will  he  found  to  differ  Tory  much  from  Chaucer**.  Hi* 
name  was  Richard  Fraunces,  if  we  may  boiler©  a  MS.  note  cited  by  Hearne, 
Gloat,  to  P.  L.  t.  Seukt ;  who  has  there  also  given  an  account  of  an  edition 
of  this  dictionary,  printed  by  Pynson  In  1490.  Dr.  Hunter  has  a  copy  of  it. 

Pror.  — ProTerbes  by  Chaucer,  .         .  32\  k 

R.  —The  Romaunt  of  the  Rose,  100 

R.  O.  —Robert  of  Glooester's  Chronicle.  Ed.  Hearne. 

8k.  —Skinner's  Etymvlofficon  Ling.  Angl. 

Bp.  — 8peght,  the  Editor  of  Chaucer. 

T.  — Troilui  and  Creseide,  6  Books,  •     .  143 

T.  L.  —Testament  of  Lore,  3  Books,  fj\  h. 

Ur.  — Urry,  the  Editor  of  Chaueer. 


GLOSSARY. 


wbtch  It  commonly  called  the  Indefinite  Article,  is 
'  really  nothing  more  than  a  corruption  of  the  Saxon 
Adjtcnve  ans,  or  an,  before  a  Substantive  beginning 
with  a  consonant. 

It  is  sometimes  prefixed  to  another  Adjective ;  the 
Substantive,  to  which  both  belong,  being  understood. 
tct.  206. 

A  Frere  there  was,  a  wanton  and  a  mbry.  See  ver. 
loA  and  the  note. 

It  is  also  joined  to  Nouns  plural,  taken  collectively ; 
ma,  An  hundred  frankes,  ver.  13301.  A  thousand  frankes, 
ver.  13206. — and  to  such  as  are  not  used  in  the  singular 
number;  as,  A  listss,  ver.  1/1  ft.  See  the  Note.  So  the 
Latins  said,  Dnce  liter*,  Cic  ad  Att  v.  9.  and  the 
French,  formerly,  unes  licet  /  unes  lettres  ;  unes  trivet. 
Frolssart  v.  L  c  153.  237.  v.  1L  c  7& 
•At  prep,  before  a  Gerund,  is  a  corruption  of  on.  To  go  a 
asoomo.  11884.  R.  6719.  L  e.  on  begging.  The  prep,  is 
often  expressed  at  length.  On  hunting  ben  they  ridden. 
1689.   To  ride  on  hawking.  13667* 

In  the  same  manner,  before  a  noun  it  Is  generally  a 
corruption  of  On  or  In.  A'bed.  5989, 6509.  A'Jlre.  6308. 
A'Goddet  name.  17267.  A'norwe.  824.  A'nighU  5784. 
A\eerke.  4335,  5?J7.  though  in  some  of  these  instances 
perhaps  it  may  as  well  be  supposed  to  be  a  corruption  of 
At. 

A  In  composition,  in  words  of  Saxon  original,  is  an 
abbreviation  of  Ar,  or  Or ;  of  At  ;  of  On,  or  In  ;  and 
often  only  a  corruption  of  the  prepositive  particle  a  a,  or 
y.  In  words  of  French  original,  it  is  generally  to  be  de- 
duced from  the  Latin  Ab,  Ad,  and  sometimes  Ex. 

A.  Inter).  Ah !   1080.  9109. 

Aback  a,  adv.  Sax.  Backwards.  L.  W.  864. 

Aba  tar.  part.  pa.  Fa.  Abashed,  ashamed.  8193.8887. 

A  sate,  v.  Fa.  To  beat  down. 

Abawkd,  part.  pa.  Fa.  Esbahi.  Astonished.  R  3646. 
/  was  abawkd  for  marveile.  Orig.  Moult  m'sbbaut  de 
la  merveille. 

Abboob,  Abjeyb,  A  bib,  v.  Sax.  To  suffer  for.  3936. 12034. 
16162. 

Abbt,  n.  Sax.  Help.  T.  ii.  357. 

Abidx,  v  Sax.  To  stay.  3131,3. 
A  bidden,  )        (  (  T.  iL  935. 

Abidbw,   f  p       ^    )  2984. 9762. 
AsrT  for  Abidbth.  16643.  H.  4977. 

Ablb,  adj.  Fb.  Fit,  proper.  167.  R.  986. 

A  BOTB,  part.  pa.  of  Abate.  C.  D.  1290. 

Abocoht,  part,  pa  of  Arbook.  2305. 

Abootxn,  prep.  Sax.  On-butan.  About  2191.  4146. 

Arbaidz,  v.  Sax.  To  awake ;  to  start  4188.  See  Braid*. 

 pa.  t.  Awaked,  started.  8U37.  10791. 15014. 

Abbbob.  adv.  Sax.  Abroad.  K.  2563. 

Abbbob,  v.  Fr.  To  shorten,  to  abridge.  9531. 

Abrochs,  v.  Fb.  To  tap,  to  set  abroach ;  spoken  of  a  ves- 
sel of  liquor.  5759. 

Abobion,  n.  Fa.  Abuse,  impropriety.  T.  iv.  990. 

Accbssb,  n.  Fb.  Properly,  the  approach  of  a  fever;  A 
fever.  B.  K.  136. 

Accxdib,  n.  Fr.  from  Axr.li**  Or.  Negligence;  arising 
from  discontent,  melancholy,  Ac.  P.  161,  col.  2,  L62.  svq. 


Accord,  n.  Fb.  Agreement.  840. 
 v.  Fr.  To  agree.  832. 

Accord  kd en,  pa.  t  pU  L.  W.  168. 

Accordant,  i  1 10417. 

According,  )    parfc  vr'     X  6506. 
Aocube,  v.  Fb.  To  discover.  R.  1&91. 
Achats,  n.  Fr.  Purchase.  573. 
Achatour,  n.  Fa.  A  purchaser ;  a  caterer.  570. 
Ache  red.  part.  pa.  Sax.   Choaked.  L.  W.  2006. 
Acubvb,  v.  Fr.  To  accomplish.  R.  2049.  46HQ. 
Ackblk  (AkeU),  v.  Sax.  To  cool.  C.  L.  1076. 
Acloyb,  v.  A.  F.  517.  may  perhaps  mean— To  cloy ;  to 

embarrass  with  superfluity. 
Acoib,  v.  Fb.  To  make  quiet  R.  3564. 
AcouBBRD,  part  pa.  Fr.  Encumbered.  510. 
Acrokb,  adj.  Fr.  Crooked,  aukward    C.  L.  378. 
Adawb,  v.  Sax.  To  awake.  10274.  T.  lit  1126. 
Ado,  e.  Sax.  To  do.  It  is  used  to  express  the  Fb.  a  faire. 

To  have  ado.  R.  3036.  To  have  to  do.  And  don  all 

that  they  han  ado.  R.  5080.  Etfacent  ce  qu'ils  doivent 

pairs.   Orig.  4801. 
Adon  (corruption  of  Op-don),  part.  pa.  Sax.  Done  away. 

L.  W.  2582. 
Adon,  pr.  n.  Adonis.  2226. 
Adoun,  adv.  Sax-  Downward.  2417— Below.  17054. 
Adrad,  Adraddb,  part.  pa.  of  Adrxde,  v.  Sax.  Afraid, 

607,3425. 
Adrians  for  Ariadne,  pr.  n.  4487. 
Advertence,  n.  Fr.  Attention,  T.  iv.  698. 
Advocacies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Law-suits.  T.  it  1469. 
Advocas,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Lawyers,  advocates.  12225. 
A f shed,  Aferdk,  part  pa.  Sax.    Afraid,  frightened. 

12218.  T.ii.606. 
Affbctr,  n.  Lat.  Affection.  R.  5486.  T.  iii.  1397. 
Affbrmsd,  part  pa.  Fr.  Confirmed.  2331.  L.  W.  790. 
Affib,  v.  Fr.  To  trust  R.  3155. 
Affray,  v.  Fr.  To  affright  8331. 

 n.  Fr.  Disturbance,  5M7— Fear.  R.  4397. 

Affrikan,  pr.  n.  The  elder  Scipio  AJricanus.  A.  F.  41. 
Ariis,  v.  Fb.  To  file,  polish,  714. 

Aforkn,  Afornb,  Afobx,  adv.  et  prep.  Sax.  iEc-JOpan. 
Before. 

Again,  prep.  Sax.  On- jean.  Against  2453.  10456.  To- 
ward. 4811.  5419.— adv.  993.  10456. 

Agast,  for  Aoastbd,  part  pa.  Terrified.  2343. 

Aoastb,  v.  Sax.   To  terrifie.  1509. 

Aoathon,  pr.  n.  L.  W.  526.  I  have  nothing  to  say  concern- 
ing this  writer,  except  that  one  of  the  same  name  is 
quoted  in  the  Prol.  to  the  Tragedie  of  Cambises,  by 
Thomas  Preston.  There  is  no  ground  for  supposing, 
with  Gloss.  Vr.  that  a  philosopher  q/Samos  is  meant,  or  I 
any  of  the  Agathoes  of  antiquity.  j 

Aobins,  prep.  12667.  as  Again.  i 

Agb.v,  adv.  803,  as  Again. 

Agiltk,  v.  Sax.  To  offend,  to  sin  ag  itast  l\  17l,coLl,L 57.  1 

  for  Agiltbd,  pa.  t.  Sinned.  5674. 

Ago,  Agon,  for  Yoon,  part  pa.  Sax.  Gone ;  past  2338» 
6445. 

Agree,  Fa.  d  pre".  In  good  part.  R.  4349. 
Agrbfb,  (A'grefe).  In  grief.  14899.  T.  iii  864. 
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Agrsgb,  v.  Fr.  To  aggravate.  M.  107,  coL  2, 1.  46. 
Agrbyed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Injured,  agrieved.  4197.  L-  W.  345. 
Agrise,  v.  Sax.  To  shudder.  fi4»4.— To  make  to  shudder. 

7231. 

Aorosb,  pa.  U  Shuddered,  trembled.  T.  ii.  930.  L.  W.  830. 

Agrotbd,  part.  pa.  Cloyed,  surfeited.  Aoroton*  with 
juktb  or  drinick.   Ingurgito.  Prompt.  Parv. 

Aqitlsr,  «.  Fr.  A  needle-case.  R.  98. 

A  just,  v.  Fr,   To  applie.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  3. 

Akrhorns,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Acorns.  Bo.  L  m.  6. 

Aknowi,  part.  pa.  Sax.  To  ben  aknowe.  C.  L.  1199.  To 
confess.   J  am  aknotce.   Bo.  iv.  pr.  4.  I  acknowledge. 

Ax.  Alls,  adj.  Sax,  All.  Al  and  torn.  5673, 1 1910.  The  whole 
thing.  At  al.  8921,  9»98.  In  the  whole.  Over  all. 
7666,  8924.  Through  the  whole.  In  alle  manere  wise. 
13276.  By  every  kind  of  means.  At  alle  rightes.  2102. 
With  every  thing  requisite. 

Alain,  pr.  n.  A.  F.  316.  a  poet  and  divine  of  the  xnth 
Century.  Beside  his  Planetus  Natura,  or  Plaint  of 
Kindt,  which  is  here  quoted,  he  wrote  another  poem  in 
Latin  verse,  called  Anticlaudianus,  to  which  our 
author  alludes  in  F.  ii.  478.  For  the  rest  of  his  works 
see  Fabric  Bibl.  Med.  Mt.  in  v.  Alan  us  de  Insulis. 

Ai.dk*,  Allbr,  gen.  ca.  pi.  Of  all.  801.  825.  It  is  fre- 
quently joined  in  composition  with  adjectives  of  the 
superL  deg.  Alder  fir  si.  9492.  Alder  last.  B.  K.  504. 
AlderlevesU  T.  iiL  240.  First,  Last,  Dearest  of  all. 

Ax,  All,  adv.  Sax.  generally  answers  to  the  Lat.  Omnino. 
Al  alone.  9200.  Quite  alone.  Al  hoi.  117&2.  Entire. 
Al  holly.  767a  Entirely.  All  in  one.  C.  D.  670.  At 
the  same  time.  All  newe.  13308.  A -now.  Al  only. 
13385.  T.  iv.  1096.  Solely,  singly.  It  is  sometimes 
used  elliptically  for  although,  or  all  be  it  that.  2266. 
All  tell  I  not  as  now  his  observances.  2477*  All  be  ye 
not  ofo  complexion. 

Alargkd,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Eslargi.  Given  largely.  C.  D.  156. 

Axauns,  n.  pi.  A  species  of  Dog.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  2150. 
They  were  much  esteemed  in  Italy  in  the  xrvth  century. 
Oualv.  dt  lafiatnma,  (ap.  Murator.  Antiq.  Med.  JE.  t.  ii. 
p.  394.)  commends  the  governors  of  Milan,  quod  equos 
emissarios  equabus  magnis  eommiscuerunt,  et  procreati 
sunt  in  nostro  territorio  Drstrarii  nobiles,  qui  in  magna 
pretio  habentur.  Item  Canes  Alanos  alia  statura  et 
mirabilis  fortitudinis  nutrire  ttuduervnt. 

Alavk,  n.  Fr.   Alhiy  ;  a  mixture  of  base  metal.  9043. 

Albification,  n.  Lat.  A  Chemical  term  for  making  white. 
16273. 

Altaly,  n.  Arab.  A  Chemical  term  for  a  species  of  Salt 
16278. 

Alchymistrr,  n.  Fr.   Alchymist.  10672. 

Aldkian,  pr.  n.  A  *»tar  on  the  neck  of  the  Lion,  Sp.  10579. 

Ale  and  brrd.  13801.  This  oath  of  Sire  Thopas  on  ale  and 
bred  was  perhaps  intended  to  ridicule  the  solemn  vows, 
which  were  frequently  made  in  the  days  of  Chivalrie  to 
a  Peacock,  a  Pheasant,  or  some  other  nobl<-  bird.  Sec  M. 
de  Saintc  Palaye,  Sur  Vane  cheval.  Menu  lllme.  I  will 
add  hero,  from  our  own  history,  a  most  remarkable 
instance  of  this  strange  practice.  When  Kdward  I.  was 
Betting  out  upon  his  last  expedition  to  Scotland  in  1306, 
he  knighted  his  eldest  son  and  several  other  young  noble- 
men with  great  solemnity.  At  the  close  of  the  whole 
(hays  Matthew  of  "Westminster,  p.  454.)  allali  sunt  in 
pompatud  gloria  duo  cyoni  vel  olores  ante  regem,  pha- 
lerati  rctibus  aureis  vel  Jistulis  dcauralis,  desiderabile 
spectaculum  intuentibus.  Quihus  visit,  Rex  votom  vovit 
Dko  c.eli  kt  cyonis  sc  proficisci  in  Scotiam,  mortem 
Jvhannis  Comyn  et  Jidem  Ices  am  Scotorum  vivus  sive 
mortuus  vindicaturus,  dfc  This  practice  is  alluded  to 
in  "  Dcnrar's  wish,  thai  the  King  were  Johne  Thomson- 
nis  man."  MS.  Maitland.  St.  5. 

I  wold  gif  all  that  ever  I  have 
To  that  condition,  so  CJod  me  saif, 
That  ye  had  vowit  to  thr  swan 
Ane  yeir  to  be  Johne  Thomsonnis  man. 

And  so  In  the  Prol.  to  the  Contin.  of  the  Canterb.  T. 
ver.  452.  the  Hosteler  says— I  make  a  vowe  to  the 
pkcock,  ther  shall  tcake  a/oule  mist. 
Alkok,  t\  Fr.   To  alleviate.  IL  6626. 


Alboeaxce,  n.  Fr.  Alleviation.  C.  D.  16B& 
Aleis,  n.  Fr.  A  Use.  The  Lota-tree.  R.  1377. 
Alembirbs,  n.pl.Fn.  Vessels  for  distilling  -,  Stills.  162B 
Alb  stake,  n.  Sax.  A  stake  set  up  before  en  Ale-hosse, 

by  way  of  sign.  12255. 
Aleve,  n.  Fr.  An  alley.  13491. 

Algatks,  Aloate,  adv.  Sax.  Always.  TouUsJvu.  Ft 

7031, 7619. 
Alokzir,  pr.  n.  A  dry  of  Spain.  57' 
Alioht,  v.  Sax.  To  descend.  8785. 

pa.  U  for  Alighted.  985,  2191. 


Ausandre,  pr.  n.  Alexandria,  a  city  in  Egypt  6L 
Allege,  Fr.  To  al  ledge  9532. 

Almagkst,  pr.  n.  5765.  The  Arabs  celled  the  Miy***  irrmfc 

of  Ptolemee  Almagesihi,  or  Almegistki,  a  oorruptksi  4 

Mtytrni.  See  D'Herbelot,  in  v. 
Almanore8,  n.  pL  Fr.  Almond-trees.  R.  1363. 
Almbssr,  n.  Sax.  from  the  Lat.  Gr.  Eleemosyna.  Abu 

7191,  P.  171,  col.  1. 1.  5.  Almewes,  pL  P.  171, 00L  LLC 
Alnath,  pr.  n.  The  first  star  in  the  horns  of  Aries,  wbeee 

the  first  mansion  of  the  moon  takes  its  name.  Sr.  1MB 
Alonde,  (A'londe )  ;  On  land.  L.  W.  2164. 9468. 
Alono,  prep.  Sax.  On-lonj,  16398.    Where**  ft  sm 

along.  By  what  it  was  occasioned.  T.  ii.  1001.  On  me i 

nought  along  thine  evil/are.  Thy  ill  fare  is  not  orrsifc— 

by  me. 

Alo*>ed,  part  pa.  Fr.  Praised.  R.  2354. 

A  lour,  v.  Fr.  To  allow,  to  approve.  10968.  His  dtdes  or 

to  a lowe /(/r  his  hardyness*.  P.  L.  281.  There/ore  fere* 

alow  him  title,  or  lysten  to  his  reason.   P.  P.  76.  b» 
A  lowe,  adv.  Sax.  Low.  C  L.  1201. 
Alpes,  n.  pU  Bulfinches.  R.  658. 
Als,  conj.  Sax.  Also,  4315, 11902— As.  T.  v.  367. 
Amaloamino.  A  Chemical  term  for  mixing  of  Qaicksflfe 

with  any  metal-  16239. 
Am  rasbatri b,  a.  Fr.  Embassy.  4653. 
Ambes  as,  4544.  Two  Aces,  at  dice.  F*. 
Ambling,  part.  pr.  Fr.  8264. 
Amrnds,  v.  Fr.  To  mend.  3068,  3076. 
Amrnusb,  v.  Fr.   To  lessen.  P.  154,  col.  2,  L  35. 
Ameveo,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Moved.  8374. 
Am ias,  pr.  n.  Tbe  city  of  Amiens.  R.  3896. 
Am  1  dobs.  prep.  Sax.   At,  or  in.  the  middle.  2011. 
Amis,  adv.  Sax.   Ill,  badly.  11610,  17 197-   See  Mia. 
Amonrste,  r.  Fr.  To  admonish,  to  advise.  M.  112,  erf.  2, 

1.  14.  P.  170,  col.  2,  1.  22. 
Among,  adv.  Sax.   Together ;  at  the  same  time ;  at  ttw 

same  place.   R.  690,  3881.   Du.  298.    Ever  a*o*g.  R. 

3771.   Ever  at  the  same  time.   Con/.  Am.  114.  b. 
Amoxoes,  prep.  Sax.  Among.  6534,  9902.   See  then,  on 

ver.  761. 

Amorettb,  n.  Fr.   An  amorous  woman.   R.  4755.  And 

eke  as  well  by  (r.  be)  amorbttbs. — Car  aussi  bien  so*t 

amourettes.   Orig.  4437. 
Amorily,  V.  L.  1383.  is  perhaps  put  by  mistake  for  MerUf. 
A  .mortis  kd,  part,  pa.  Fr.   Killed.  P.  151,  col.  2, 1. 9. 
Amor  we.  On  the  morrow.  824,  2491. 
Amphi  oologies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Gr.  Ambiguous  expressions 

T.  iv.  1406. 
An,  for  on,  prep.  1 1 161.    R.  2270. 
Ancille,  n.  Lat.   A  maid-servant.   A.  B.  C.  109. 
Ancrr,  n.  Fr.   Anchor.   R.  3780. 
And,  conj.  Sax.   If.   768,  10»»7, 15613, 16714. 
Anklacb,  n.  359.   See  the  note. 
Anes,  adv.  for  Ones.   Once.  4072. 
Anhano,  v.  Sax.   To  hang  up.  12193. 
Anientissko,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Reduced  to  nothing.  M.  Ill, 

col.  2. 1.  59. 
Anight,  In  the  night   L  W.  1473. 
Anker,  n.  Sax.   An  anchorite,  or  hermite,  R.  6348. 
Annuellek,  n.  16480.   See  the  note. 
Anntnciat,  part.  pa.  Lat.   Foretold.  14021. 
Anoie,  n.  Fr.   Hurt,  trouble.    R  44o4. 

  r.  To  hurt,  to  trouble.    M.  108,  col.  1, 1.  48. 

Anoiful,  adj.  Hurtful;  unpleasant.   M.  lo8,col.  1.L8. 
Antem,  n.  Sax.   AllCepn.   An  anthem.  13590. 
Anticlaudian.  F.  it  478.  The  title  of  a  Latin  poem  by 

Alanus  de  Insults.   See  Alain. 
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Anttlegics,  pr.  a.  Antfloohus.  Du.  1064. 

Antiphonere,  n.  Lat.  Gr.  A  book  of  Antiphones,  or 
Anthem*.  134(9. 

Anvelt,  n.  Sax.  An  anvil.  Du.  1165. 

Any,  adj.  Sax.  Either;  One  of  two.  7115.— It  usually  gig- 
nine*  one  of  many. 

A  fa  IDE.  part.  pa.  Fa.  Paid,  satisfied.  1870,  9439. 

Apaibb,  v.  Fr.  See  Apkirk. 

Ape,  m.  Sax.  Metaphorically,  a  fooL  3389,  16781.  The 

mumke  put  in  the  mannet  hode  an  ape.  And  in  hi*  wife's 

eke.  13370.  The  monk  mado  a  fool  of  the  man,  and  of 

his  wife  U^—Win  of  ape.  16993.  See  the  note. 
Apkirb,  v.  Fa.  To  impair ;  to  detract  from.  3149.  Our 

ttate  it  apbirbs.  P.  L.  290.— To  be  impaired ;  to  go  to 

ruin.  T.  11. 329. 
Apbbt,  adj.  Fa.  Open.  P.  161,  col.  1,  L  39.  Prive  and 

aperU  6696.  In  private  and  in  publick. 
Ann  for  Opieb,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Opiates.  L.  W.  2659. 
Appau.ii>.  part.  pa.  Fa.  Made  pale.  10679, 13032. 
Appabailb,  v.  Fr.  To  prepare.  L.  W.  2462. 
Apparsncs,  n.  Fr.  An  appearance.  1 1577. 
Apperceivb,  v.  Fr.  To  perceive.  84/6. 
AppKRccivixasn.pt.  Perceptions.  10600. 
AppBTtTE,  v.  Fr-  To  desire,  to  covet   L.  W.  1580. 
Appose,  v.  Fr.  To  object  to ;  to  question.  7179, 15831.  It 

seems  to  bo  a  corruption  of  Oppose. 
Approver,  n.  Fr.   An  informer.  6925. 
Apprcntwb,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Apprentices,  novices.  K.  687. 
Aqceintable,  adj.  Fa.  Easy  to  be  acquainted  with.  R.  2213. 
Aquite,  r.  Fr.  To  pay  for.  6742. 
A  race,  r.  Fr.  To  draw  away  by  force.  8979. 
Aramde,  n.  Sax.  A  message.  T.  ii.  72- 
Araye.  n.  Fr.    Order.  8138.— Situation.  6484,  13300.- 

Clothing.  6S09— Equipage.  8821. 

 >  r.  Fr.  To  dress.  3689.— To  dispose.  8837- 

Arrlastkrs,  n.  pL  Fr.    Arbalcetre*.    Engines  to  cast 

darts,  Ac.   R.  4196. 
Archangel,  a.  R.  915.  The  herb  so  called ;  a  dead  nettle. 

Ota**.  Urr^-In  the  Orig.  it  is  Mesange,  the  bird  which 

we  call  a  Titmouse. 
Arch k bishop,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  An  Archbishop.  7084. 
A  Ben  EoEXEif ,  n.  Sax.  Lat.   An  Archdeacon.  6884. 
Arch bdi acre,  n.  Fr.   Archdeacon.  C.  D.  2136. 
Abchswivcs,  9071.  Wives  of  a  superior  order. 
Ari.ubb,  n.  Fr.  Burning.  P.  168,  col.  1, 1. 17- 
Abede,  r.  Sax.  To  interpret.  Du.  289.  See  Rede. 
Arrraoe,  n.  Fr.  Arrear.  604. 
Arbmb,  v.  Sax.   To  raise.   P.  159.  col.  1 .  L  23. 
Abbbone,  r.  Fr.   Arraitonner.  To  reason  with.  R.  6220. 
Arebte,  n.  Fr.  Arrest,  constraint.  9158.  Delay.  L.  W.  806. 
 v.  Fr.  To  stop.  829. 

Arettb,  v.  Fr.  To  impute  to.  728.  P.  159,  col.  1, 1.  69. 

Arooil,  n.  Fr.   Potter's  clay.  16281. 

Arietb,  pr.  n.  Aries,  one  of  the  signs  In  the  Zodiac.  T.  Iv. 

1592.  T.  v.  1189. 
Aristotle,  pr.  n.  10547-  A  treatise  on  Perspective,  under 

his  name,  is  mentioned  by  Vincent  of  BeauvaU,  in  the 

xiii.  century.  Spec.  His  tor.  L.  Hi.  c.  84.  Extat  etiam 

titer,  qui  dicitur  Perspectiva  Arlstotelis. 
Abivaob,  n.  Fb.  F.  1.  223.  as  Arivaile. 
Aritajlb,  n.  Fr.   ArrivaL   F.  451. 
Ark,  n.  Lat.  A  part  of  the  circumference  of  a  circle.  4422. 
Ajucb,  w.'  T.  it  1650.  may  perhaps  be  put  for  defence, 

eeeurily. 

Armies,  adj.  Sax.  Without  an  arm.  14209. 

Abm-orete,  adj.  Sax.  As  thick  as  a  man's  arm,  2147* 

Abmipotbnt,  adj.  Lat.  Mighty  in  arms.  1984. 

Armobjkr,  pr.  n.  Basse  Bretagne,  in  France,  called  an- 
tiently  Britannia  Armorica.  11041. 

Armube,  n.  Fr.  Armour.  M.  1 13,  col.  1. 1.  25. 

Arx,  pL  b.  of  An.  v.  Sax.  Are.  4708, 821& 

Arnolds  or  the  news  TOWNS,  pr.  n.  of  a  Physician 
Chemist  of  the  xiil  Century.  16896.  See  Fabric.  Bibl. 
Med.  JEt.  in.  v.  Arxaldus  Villanovanub. 

Aboomb,  F.  it  32.  seems  to  signify  At  large,  Arowms  or 
more  utter.   Remote,  deprope.  seorsum.  Prompt  Parv. 

A'aow ;  in  a  row ;  probably  from  the  Fr.  Rue.  Succes- 
sively. 6836.  R.  7608. 


Arsmetrjkk,  n.  Lat.  Arithmetick.  1900.  See  the  note. 
Arte,  v.  Lat.   To  constrain.  T.  i.  389.  C.  L.  46. 
Artelries,  n.  pU  Fr.  Artillerie.  M.  113,  col.  1,  L  25. 
As,  adv.  8ax.  Alj* .   Al  so.   Omnino  sic  A*  fatL  T.  v. 

1640.   Very  fast   As  tveilh.  5057,  16404.  Very  quickly ; 

immediately.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3172. 
Ascauncb.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  7327. 
Ashen,  n.  pi.  Sax,   Ashes.  1304.   T.  11.  539. 
Ahlakb,  f.  Sax.  To  slacken  ;  to  abate.  1762.  3553. 
AftPK,  n.  Sax.   A  sort  of  poplar.  2923.  L.  W.  2637. 
Asps*,  adj.  Of  an  asp.  7249. 
Aspir,  v.  Fr.  To  espie.  13521. 

Asprk,  adj.  Fr.  Rough,  sharp.  T.  iv.  827.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  7. 
AsPRENEfcSB,  n.  Sharpness.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  4. 
Absaut,  n.  Fr.  Assault  991. 
ArtEGE,  n.  Fr.  Siege.  1062a 

Assrth.  R.  5600.  Sufficient,  enough.    Asses.  Orig.  P.  P. 

fol.  94.  b.  And  if  it  suffice  not  for  asseth. 
Assise,  n.  Fr.  Situation.  R.  1238. 
Absoile,  v.  Fr.   To  absolve ;  to  answer.  9528.  C.  L.  1284. 

AssoiUth.  imp.  m.  2.  perf.  pi.  9528. 
Aksomonkd,  part.  pa.  Summoned.  C  L.  170. 
Assure,  v.  Fr.  To  confide.  T.  t  681. 
Astkrte,  v.  Sax.  To  escape.  1597-  6550.— To  release.  6896. 

Asterte.  for  Atlerted.  part.  pa.  1594. 
A  stoned,  8192,  Astonied.  11651.  part  pa.  Fa.  Confounded, 

astonished. 
Aktrelarrk,  n.  Fa.  Astrolabe.  3200. 
Astrologien,  n.  Fr.  Astrologer.  Ast. 
Aswkveo,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Stupificd,  as  in  a  dream.  F.  IL  41. 
Amvoune.   In  a  swoon.    3821.6.   10788.  T.   lit  1098. 

Aduun  he  fell  all  sodenly  in  bwoune. 
At,  atte,  prep.  B\x.   See  the  n.  on  ver.  12542.  At  after 

touper.  10816,  11531.  As  soon  as  supper  was  finished. 

At  day.  13169.   At  break  of  day.  At  on.  4195,  8313.  Of 

one  mind. 
Attake,  v.  Sax.   To  overtake.  16024. 

 ,  for  Ataxic*,  part.  pa.  6966. 

A*thrb  ;  In  three  parts.  2935. 

Attamkd,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Entame'.  Opened ;  Begun.  14824. 

—Tasted,  felt  C.  D.  596.-  Disgraced.   C  D.  1128. 
Attemper,  fl<tf.  Fa.  Temperate.  14844.  M.  107,  col.  1,1.34. 
Attbmpbely,  adv.  Fr.  Temperately.  13192. 
Attour,  n.  Fr.  Head  dress.  R.  3718. 
Attry,  Attkrxy,  adj.  Sax.  Poisonous,  pernicious.  P.  15ft, 

col.  2, 1.  9. 

A"twinnb,  3589.  A^nvo,  P.  167, coL  1, 1. 46.  In  two,  asunder. 
Atyear.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  4725. 

A  vale,  v.  Fa.  To  lower ;  to  let  down.  3124— To  fall  down, 
T.  iii.  627- 

Ayance,  r.  Fr.  To  advance ;  to  profit  246.  T.  v.  434. 

Avant,  n.  Fa.  Boast  227- 

A  vantage,  b.  Fr.  Advantage.  2449. 

Avante,  v.  Fa.  To  boast  5985. 

Avalnt.  adv.  Fr.   Forward.   R.  3958,  479a 

Auctoritbe.  n.  Lat.  A  text  of  Scripture ;  or  of  some 

re»pvctnble  writer.  See  tho  n.  on  ver.  6858,-and  ver. 

55H3.  6790. 

Auctovr,  ».  Lat.  A  writer  of  credit  6794. 

Ayenaunt.  atlj.  Fr.   Becoming.   R.  1263. 

Aventaile,  ».  Fr.  Sec  n.  on  ver.  9UBa 

Aventi'be,  n.  Fr.   Adventure.  846. 

Aybhrois,  pr.  n.  435.  Ebn  Rowchd,  an  Arabian  Physician 
of  the  xii.  century.  See  D'llcrbelot  in  r.  Roscuo,  and 
the  author*  mentioned  in  n.  on  ver.  433. 

Aught,  it.  Sax.  Api)»C  Anything.  T.  iit  46R.  It  Is 
sometime*  used  as  an  adrerb.  If  that  the  childe*  mother 
were  auuht  she.  5454.  Can  he  ought  tell  a  merry  tale  or 
tweie  Y  16U65. 

AroitT,  pa.  t.  of  Owe.  T.  iit  1801.  as  Ought. 

Aught-where,  adv.  Sax.   Any  where.  L.  W.  1538. 

Augrim,  a  corruption  of  Algorithm.  See  n.  on  ver.  32ia 

Avicen,  pr.  n.  434.  12823.  Ebn  Sina,  an  Arabian  phy- 
sician of  the  x.  century.  See  D'Herbelot,  in  r.  Sina,  and 
the  authors  mentioned  in  n.  on  ver.  433. 

Avis,  n.  Fb.  Advice.  187a  The  king  at  hi*  avys  *ent 
messengers  thre.  P.  L.  286. 
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Atmawd,  part  pr.  Observing.  C.  D.  1882. 

Ayisb,  v.  Pr.  To  observe.  T.  ii.  276.  Avistth  p*u.  imp. 
m.  2  per/.  pL  Look  to  yourselves;  take  em  of  your- 
selves. 3185. 

A  virion,  r.  Fr.  Vision.   15120,  9. 

Avmrlb,  n.  Fr.  An  ambling  pace.  13814. 

Aumsnbr.  n.  Fr.  Aumoniere.   A  pane.   R.  2087* 

Avm kkb,  n.  R.  2271.  Aumere  of  alike.  Boone  <b  #o*. 
Orig.  It  seems  to  be  a  corruption  of  Aumkneb, 

Acntrb,  v.  Fa.  Corruption  of  Avairrcaa.  To  adventure. 
4207- 

Auntrous,  adj.  Adventurous.  13837* 
ArotrTKRBR,  Atootxbr,  n.  Fa,  An  adulterer.  P.  167,  coL,  1, 
1.  7-  6054. 

Avouterie,  Ayoutrib,  n.  Adulterie.  8888. 9309. 
Avow,  n.  Fr.   Vow.  2239.  2419. 

Aurora.  Du.  1169.  The  title  of  a  Latin  metrical  version 
of  several  parte  of  the  Bible  by  Petms  de  Riga,  Canon  of 
Rheims,  in  the  xn.  century.  Leyaer.  in  his  Hist.  Poet 
Med.  JBvi,  p.  692— 736.  haa  given  large  extract*  from 
this  work,  and  among  others  the  passage  which  Chancer 
seems  to  have  had  in  his  eye.  Bee  p.  728. 

Ann  Jubal  ratios  ferramentl  notat  ictus. 

Pondera  llbrat  in  his.   Consona  quseque  fadt. 
Hoc  inventa  modo  prius  est  an  musica.  quamris 

Pythagoram  dicant  hanc  docuisse  prius. 

Autsb.m.Fr.    Altar.  2294. 

Awaits,  n.  Fr.   Watch.  7239.  17098. 

Awaiting,  part  pr.  Keeping  watch.  7634. 

Awapbd.  part.  pa.  Sax.  Confounded,  stupified.  T.  L  316. 

L.  W.  814. 
A  wayward,  adv.  Sax.  Away.  17211. 
Awrkkb,  v.  Sax.  To  revenge.  10768.  R.  278. 
Axe,  v.  Sax.  To  ask.  3557. 
Axing,  n.  Request.  1828. 
Ay,  adv.  Sax.   Ever.  7408. 
Aysl,  n.  Fa.  Grandfather.  2479. 
A  yen,  adv.  is  prep.  P.  166,  col.  1,  L  56.  as  Again. 
Ayenst,  prep.  P.  169,  ool.  1,  L  15.  as  Aoaim. 
Aybnward,  adv.  Sax.  Back.  T.  iii.  751. 


B. 

Ba  ,  t».  6015,  seems  to  be  formed  from  Bams,  r.  Fr.  To  kiss. 
Bach kl kr,  n.  Fr.   An  unmarried  man.  9150.— A  Knight : 

*«7.  34'55.— One  who  has  taken  his  first  degree  in  an 

University.  11438. 
Bachblbrib,  n.  Fr.   Knighthood  ;  17074.    The  Bachelerie. 

8146.   The  Knights. 
Bade,  pa.  t.  of  Bedb.  6706  .  7449. 
Bidder,  comp.  d.  of  Bad.  adj.  Sax.  Worse.  1053B. 
Baoob,  v.   To  swell ;  to  disdain.  Sk.  Rather,  perhaps, 

to  squint   Du.  624. 
Bagoingly,  adv.  R.  292.  seems  to  be  the  translation  of  en 

lorgnogant ;  squintingly. 
Baillie,  n.  Fr.  Custody,  government   R.  4302.  75/4. 
Baitk,  v.  Sax.  To  feed ;  to  stop  to  feed.  T.  i.  192.  C.  L.  195. 
Balance,  n.  Fr.   Doubt,  suspense.  R.  4667  /  dare  lay 

is  balance  All  that  T have.  16079.  I  dare  wager  all  1 1,  h. 
Bale,  n.  Sax.   Mischief,  sorrow.  16949. 
Bales,  C.  L.  80.  r.  Balaib.  pr.  n.  Fr.   A  sort  of  bastard 

Ruby. 

Balkbs,  n.  pi  Sax.  The  timbers  of  the  roof.  3626. 
Balled,  adj.   Smooth  as  a  ball;  bald.    19B.  352»». 
Bandon,  n.  Fr.   See  Du  Cange.  in  v.   Ahandons.    To  hr 
bandon.  R.  1163.   To  her  disposal.  A  ton  bandon.  Orig. 
Bane.  m.  Sax.   Destruction.  1099. 

Barbe,  n.  A  hood,  or  muffler,  which  covered  the  lower 
part  of  the  face,  and  the  shoulders.  T.  ii.  110.  See  Du 
Cange,  in  y.  Barbtta. 

Barev,  pa.  t  pi.  of  Bere.  r.  Sax.  Bore.  723. 

Bahoaine,  n.  Fr.   Contention.   R.  2551. 

Baroaret,  n.  Fr.   Bergerette.   A  sort  of  song.   F.  L.  34B. 

Barme,  n.  Sax.  The  lap.  10945.  1475a  Barmr-cloth, 
3236.   An  apron. 

Bahrk,  n.  Fr.   A  bar  of  a  door.  552.— A  stripe.  331. 


Ba  rebuts,  adj.  Sax.  Barren.  8324. 
Basilicok.  n.  A  Basilisk.  P.  166,  col  1,  L  60. 
Basse,  a.  Fr.  A  Kiss.  C.  L.  797. 
BAsnifo,  part  pr.  Sewing  slightly.  R-  104. 
Batailed,  pari.  pa.  Fa.  Embattled.  R.  4162. 
Baths  for  Bothe.  4085.  4189. 

 v.  Sax.  15273.  We  should  rather  say  to  bask. 

Bauds,  adj.  Fa.  Joyous.  R.  5674. 

Bauderib,  Bacdrir,  n.  Pimping.  1928.  T.  iii.  398.  KecnfRj 

a  bawdy-house.  6887. 
Baudy,  adj.  Dirty.  16103.    With  bavdy  eoU.  Lydg.  Traj 

&  ix.  f.  36.  b. 

Bayard,  pr  n.  Fr.  Originally,  a  Bay-bone;  a  hone  fa 

general,  16881.  T.  i.  218. 
Bay-window,  C.  L.  1058.  A  large  window ;  probably  • 

called,  because  it  occupied  a  whole  bap,  Le.  the  spae 

between  two  cross-beams. 
Be,  prep.  Sax.  By.  2577* 
Be  for  Bexn,  part  pa.  Sax.   60.  7611.  9245. 
i  Beau  szmblant,  Fr.  Fair  appearance.  C  L.  1085. 
Bbau  8trs,  Fr.  Fair  Sir ;  a  mode  of  address.  R.  6053. 
Bbbledds,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Covered  with  blood.  2004. 
Bsrluttb,  v.  Sax.  To  stain.  T.  ii.  1027. 
Bbckb,  v.  Fa.  To  nod.  12330. 17295. 
Bsclappe,  v.  Sax.  To  catch.  15477. 
Bedakfed,  part  pa.  Sax.   Made  a  fool  of.  9067-  «« 

Daffs. 

Bkdb,  r.  Sax.  To  order,  to  bid.— To  offer.  8236.  9658.  T.  v 
185.— To  pray.  R.  7374.  To  bede  hit  necke  T.  iv.  1105 
To  offer  his  neck  for  execution. 

Bedotx,  v.  Sax.  To  make  to  dote ;  to  deceive.  L.W.154J 
See  Dots. 

Bedrjcde,  adj.  Sax.  Confined  to  bed.  7351.  9168. 
Bxdreinte,  part  pa.  Drenched,  thoroughly  wetted.  C  L 
577- 

Been,  n.  pL  Sax.  Bees.  10518. 

Beftll  for  Befell,  pa.  t  of  Befall,  v.  Sax.  10007. 

Beforbn,  Befobne.  adv.  et  prep.  Sax.  Before. 

B boiled,  part  pa.  Fr.  Beguiled.  12208. 

Bbgon,  part  pa.  of  Bxoo.  r.  Sax.  Gone.  Wd  eejea 
6188.  R.  5533.  In  a  good  way.  Wo  begon.  5333.  11688 
Far  gone  in  woe.  Worse  begon.  T.  y.  1327.  In  a  won* 
way.  With  gold  begon.  R.  943.  Painted  over  with  gold 
a  or  paintes.  Orig. 

Beoonne,  part.  pa.  of  Bbgixne,  r.  Sax.   Begun.  11341. 

Beualve.  n.  Sax.   Half;  side,  or  part  T.  iv.  945. 

Behestb,  n.  Sax.   Promise.  4461,  2. 

Behete,  v.  Sax.  To  promise.  1856. 

Behbwb,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Coloured.  T.  iii.  216.  Set 
IIewx. 

Behightz,  v.  Sax.  To  promise.  P.  154,  coL  2,  L  42. 

 part.  pa.   Promised.  11  1<kl 

Behiohte.v,  pa.  t  pi.   Promised.  11639. 
Behoye.  w.  Sax.  Behoof,  advantage.  R.  1090. 
Bkjaprd,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Tricked.  19853.    Langbcd  at 
T  i.  532. 

Beknowe.  v.  Sax.  To  confess.  1558.  5306. 

Bel  amy,  Fr.   Good  friend.  12252. 

Bkleve,  n  Sax.   Belief.  His  bfleve.  3456.   IBs  creed. 

Belle,  adj.  ftm.  Fr.   Fair.  T.  ii.  288. 

Belle  chere,  Fr.  Good  cheer.  13339. 

Belle  chose,  Fr.  6029.  6092. 

Belle  Isaude,  F.  iii.  707.  The  fair  Isaude ;  the  metres 
of  Tristan.    She  is  called  Jsoude.  L.  W.  254. 

Belle,  v.  Sax.  To  roar.  F.  iii.  713. 

Bklmarie.  pr.n.  See  n.  on  ver.  57. 

Belous,  n.  Sax.   Bellows.  P.  154,  col.  1, 1.  8. 
j  De.mes,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Trumpets.  154(>4.  R.  7605. 
I  Bkn.  inf.  m.  Sax.   To  be.  141.  167- 

 pr.  t.  pi.   Are.  764.  820.  945. 

  part.  pa.   Been.  361.  465. 

I  Benched,  part.  pa.  Furnished  with  benches.  L.  W.  204. 
!  Bends,  n.  Fr.   A  band  ;  or  horizontal  stripe.  R.  NG9. 

Bending,  w.  Striping;  making  of  bands,  or  strip**.  P.  155 
1     col.  2, 1.  30. 

Bene,  n.  Sax.  A  bean.  9728.  And  al  nas  teurth  a  ass* 
R.  G.  497. 

Benedicts  !  Lat.    An  exclamation,  answering  to  oui 
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BUss  us  I   It  was  often  pronounced  as  a  Trisyllable, 

BeneiU  /  15399-  T.  L  781.  III.  758.869. 
Bbniqns,  adj.  Fa.  Kind.  8973. 
Bewutb,  «.  Sax.  To  take  away.  P.  158,  col.  9,  L  95. 
Benisox,  ft.  Fa.  Benediction.  9939. 
BnoNKf,  pari.  pa.  of  Bexme.  Taken  away.  R.  1509. 
Bent,  n.  Sax.  The  bending,  or  declivity  of  a  hill.  1983. 
Bs&AnrED,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Rained  upon.  T.  iv.  1179. 
Bancs,  *.  Sax.  Beard.  To  make  any  one's  6*rd«  ;  to  cheat 

him.  See  n.  on  rer.  4094. 
Bus,  ft- Sax.  A  bear.  9060. 

v.  Sax.  To  bear ;  to  carry.  To  bere  in,  or  on  hand: 

To  accuse  falsely.  504a  5975.  To  persuade  falsely.  5»M, 

5B6&— To  bere  the  bells.  T.  iii.  199.  To  carry  the  prize. 

 a.  Sax.  A  bier.  9908  — A  pillow-bear.  Du.  954. 

Banana,  a.  Sax.  Behaviour.  P.  155,  ooL  1, 1.  40. 
Bnn,  a.  Sax.  Yest.  16281. 

Bernard,  pr.  n.  436.  a  Physician  of  Montpelier  in  the 
xmth  Century.  See  the  authors  mentioned  in  n.  on  ver. 
433. 

  pr.  n.  L.  W.  16.  St  Bernard,  Abbot  of  Clalrvaux 

I        in  the  xnth  Century.  Our  author  alludes  to  a  proverbial 
I        saying  concerning  him.  Bemardus  ipse  non  vidit  om- 
nia. See  Hoffman,  in  v. 
!     Bamsm,  n.  Sax.  A  barn.  3958. 

I  Besaxt,  a.  Pa.  A  piece  of  gold,  so  called  because  firat 
coined  at  Byzantium,  now  Constantinople.  8k.  It.  1106. 

Besekb,  v.  Sax.  To  beseech.  990. 

Beset,  Bxacrra,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Placed,  employed.  3299. 
7534. 

Beset,  part  pa.  of  Bebee,  v.  Sax.  Beseen.  Evil  besty, 
8841.  IU  beseen ;  of  a  bad  appearance.  Richely  besey, 
8860,  of  a  rich  appearance. 
Bxshbt,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Shut  up.  R.  4488.  T.  iii.  603. 
Besbrswb,  v.  Sax.  To  curse.  6426, 7- 
Baama,  prep.  Sax.  By  the  side  of.  5597.  6009. 
Besmotrsd,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Smutted.  76. 
Sestet,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Spit  upon.  P.  152,  col.  1, 1. 33> 
Bkstadds,  Bestab,  part  pa.  Sax.  Situated.  5069.  It  is 
I       sometimes  used  in  an  ill  sense,  for  Distressed.  11. 12*7- 
j     Bam,  ft.  Fa.  A  beast  1978. 

.  adj.  sup.  Sax.  Best.  1808.  11843. 

1     Best,  adj.  Sax.  Busy.  9855. 

Bar,  Bette,  adv.  comp.  for  Better.  7533. 133S2. 
,     Betake,  v.  Sax.  To  give.  3748.  To  recommend  to.  8037. 
Bbtaught,  pa.  t  Recommended  to.  R.  4438.  See  the  n. 
on  ver.  13859. 

|     Bbtb,  v.  Sax.  To  prepare,  make  ready.  To  bets  fires. 

9255.  9994.  To  make  fires.— To  mend ;  to  heal.  To  bete 
1       neUes,  3995.  To  mend  nets.  To  bete  sorwe,  T.  L  666. 

To  heal  sorrow. 

,   r.  Fa.  To  beat  4906. 

Bbtbchb,  r.  as  Betake.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13859. 
Brth,  imp.  a*,  ipers.  pi  Sax.  Be  ye.  7656.  17259. 
Bans,  Bannoa,  pa.t$  part  of  Banna,  v.  Sax.  Hap- 
pened. 7773.  T.  ii.  55. 
Betoke,  pa.  t  of  Betake.  Recommended.  16009. 
Betrajbed,  port  pa.  Fa.  Betrayed.  Thei  have  betraised 

thee.  P.  L.  255. 
Bbtwtx,  Bstwixsjv  ,  prep.  Sax.  Between.  9134. 
Bewepe,  v.  Sax.  To  wepe  over.  T.  i.  763. 
Biwmy,  Beweib.v.Sax.  To  discover.  5193. 9747.  T.  H.  537. 
Bete,  «.  Sax.  To  buy.  16762.  See  Abeyk. 
Bavara,  part  pa.  Sax.  Begotten.  T.  i.  978. 
Bialaooil,  pr.  n.  Fa,  Belaccueit  Courteous  reception. 

R.  2»64.  4  at  The  same  person  is  afterwards  called 

Fairs  welcoming.  R,  5836. 
Bibbed,  part  pa.  Lat.  Drunk.  4160. 
Bible,  n.  Fa.  Any  great  book.  16325.  F.  iii.  244. 
BfCCKEL  Bones.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  19590. 
Bidde,  v.  as  Bans.  3641. 
Bib,  v.  Sax.  To  suffer.  5749.  See  Abets. 
Bioiffa,  pr.  n.  Fa.  Beguins.  A  nun,  of  a  certain  order. 

R.  686) ,  7368.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Beghinst. 
Bikes,  n.  Sax.  A  quarrel.  L.  W.  9650. 
:     Boom,  n.  Sax.  A  builder.  The  bilder  oke.  A.  F.  176. 
I        The  oak  used  in  building. 
Bit*,  ft.  A  letter.  9811. 


Bimbnb,  v.  Sax.  To  bemoan.  R.  9667. 
Bint,  for  Biicdeth.  C  M.  Y.  47.  & 
Biana  for  Bama,  ft.  Sax.  R.  1014. 

Hire  chert  was  simple,  as  birds  in  hour.  1.  e.  as  bride  in 
chamber. 

Simple  fut  comme  une  espouses.  Grig. 
Bibmarx,  n.  Sax.  Abusive  speech.  3963.  And  bold,  and 

abiding,  bismabss  to  suffer.  P.  P.  108.  h. 
Bit,  for  Biddeth,  187.  10605. 
BrroRE,  n.  Fa.  A  bittern.  6554. 

Bitrent,  part  pa.  Twisted ;  carried  round.  T.  iii.  1937. 
iv.  870.  Perhaps  from  the  Sax.  BeCJiymian.  Cir- 
cumdare. 

Biwopkn,  part  pa.  of  Bewepe.  Drowned  in  tears.  T  iv. 

916. 

Blancmanges,  ii.  Fa.  389.  seems  to  have  been  a  very  dif- 
ferent dish  in  the  time  of  Chaucer,  from  that  which  is 
now  called  by  the  same  name.  There  is  a  receipt  for 
making  it  in  Bis.  Hart  n.  4016.  One  of  the  ingredients 
is, "  the  brawns  of  a  capon,  Used  smalt" 

Blandise,  v.  Fa.  To  flatter.  P.  154,  coL  2,  L  34. 

Blanche  fevers,  T.  L  917.  See  Cotgrave,  in  v.  "  Fievres 
blanches.  The  agues  wherewith  maidens  that  have  the 
greenesickneas  are  troubled ;  and  hence ;  II  a  lesfltvres 
blanches :  Either  he  is  in  love,  or  sick  of  wantonneos." 
C.  N.  41.  /  am  so  shaken  with  the  fkvers  white. 

Ble,  n.  Sax.  Colour.  Magd.  391. 

Bleb.  pr.  n.  16094. 16952.  A  forest  in  Kent.  Ur. 

Blbixe,  n.  Sax.  A  pustule.  R.  553. 

Blend,  e.  Sax.  To  blind,  to  deceive.  T.  ii.  1496. 

Blent,  pa.  t.  of  Blend.  T.  v.  1194. 

 part.  pa.  9387.  16545. 

 pa.  t  of  Blench,  r.  Sax.  Shrinked,  started  aside. 

1080.  And  so  perhaps  it  should  be  understood  in  ver. 
3751.  and  T.  Hi.  1352. 

Blerkd,  part  pa.  Sax.  In  its  literal  sense  is  used  to  de- 
scribe a  particular  disorder  of  the  eye,  attended  with 
soreness  and  dimness  of  sight :  and  so  perhaps  it  is  to  be 
understood  in  ver.  16198.  But  more  commonly,  in 
Chaucer,  a  man's  eye  is  said  to  be  blertd  metaphorically, 
when  he  is  any  way  imposed  upon.  17201.  R.  3912.  See 
also  ver.  3863. 

Blbts,  r.  Sax.  To  stay.  T.  iv.  1357. 

Blin,  r.  Sax.  To  cease.  16639. 

Busbe,  t\  Sax.  To  bless.  8428. 

Blive,  Belivb,  adv.  Sax.  Quickly.  5973.7109. 

Blo&me,  n.  Sax.  Blossom.  3324. 

 v.  To  blossom.  9336. 

Blosmt,  adj.  Full  of  bloshoms.  9337. 

Bos  up  and  down,  pr.  n.  of  a  town  in  the  road  to  Canter- 
bury. 16951.  It  is  not  marked  in  the  common  maps. 

Bobancb,  n.  Fa.  Boasting.  6151. 

Boche,  n.  Fa.  Bone.  A  swelling ;  a  wen  or  boil.  Bo.  iii. 
pr.4. 

Bona,  Bod  Erf,  part  pa.  of  Beds,  r.  Sax.   Bidden,  com- 
manded. 6612. 
Bode,  pa.  t  of  Bide,  r.  Sax.  Remained.  T.  v.  29. 

 n.  Sax.  A  stay,  or  delay.  An.  12a 

 An  omen.  A.  F.  343. 

Bodekix,  n.  Sax.   A  dagger.  3058. 

BoECB,  pr.  n.  675a  15248.  Boethlus.  nis  most  popular 
work  De  consolatione  Philosophic*  was  translated  by 
Chaucer  certainly  before  1381,  (See  L.  W.  425.)  and  pro- 
bably much  earlier.  The  reflections  on  Predestination,  in 
T.  iv.  966—1078.  of  which  there  is  no  trace  in  the 
Filostrato,  are  almost  entirely  taken  from  Bo.  v.  pr.  3. 
Several  other  passages  of  the  same  work,  which  our 
author  has  copied,  have  been  pointed  out  in  the  notes 
on  ver.  743.  2923. 

Botvrs,  ».  Fr.   A  box.  12941. 

Boistous,  adj.  Sax.  Boisterous ;  rough.  1716a 

BntftTOUftLY,  adv.  Roughly.  8667. 

i)OKBt.BR,  n.  Fr.   A  buckler.  112. 

Bokxlino,  part  pr.  Fr.  Buckling.  2505. 

Boket,  n.  Sax.  A  bucket  1535. 

Bolas,  n.  BuUace ;  a  sort  nf  plumb,  or  sloe.  R.  1.177. 

Bole  Armoniat.  16258.   Armenian  earth.  Fr.  Ur. 
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Bollxn,  part.  pa.  of  Bolob,  9.  Sax.  Swollen.  B.  K.  101. 
Bolt,  n.  Sax.    An  arrow.  3264.    Bolt-upright.  13246. 

Straight  as  an  arrow. 
Boxk,  n.  Sax.  A  boon,  petition.  9671.   He  bade  hem  aU 

a  bone.  9492.  He  made  a  request  to  them  all. 
Boras,  n.  Fa.   Borax.  632.  16258. 

Bono,  n.  Fa.  A  border;  the  side  of  a  ship.  3585.  Over 

bard.  5342. 
Bordb,  n.  Sax.  A  table.  52. 

Bordbl,  n.  Fa.    A  brothel. — Bordel-women.  P.  169, 

col.  2. 1.  26.  Whores. 
Bordellers,  n.  pi.  Keepers  of  bawdy-houses.  R.  7084. 
Borkl,  n.  Fr.  Bureau.   Coarse  cloth  of  a  brown  colour. 

See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Burellus,  In  ver.  5938,  it  seems  to 

signifle  clothing  in  generaL 
 adj.  made  of  plain,  coarse  stuff.  1102&— BorW  folk. 

7454,  6.   Borel  men.  13061.  Laymen.    So  in  P.  P.  50. 

Buret  clerk*  is  probably  put  for  Lay  clerks. 
Boawa,  n.  Sax.  A  pledge.    Hath  laid  to  bonce.  1624. 

Hath  pledged.  Have  here  my  ftith  to  borwe.  11546. 

Have  hero  my  faith  for  a  pledge.  Beint  John  to  borwe. 

10910.  St  John  being  my  security. 
Bosaro,  n.  Fr.   A  buzzard ;  a  species  of  Hawk,  unfit  for 

sporting.  R.  4033. 
Boss*,  n.  Fr.  A  protuberance.  3266. 
Boar,  n.  Sax.   Pride,  boasting.  14105. 
 aitv.  Aloud.  He  cracked  bost.  3999.  He  spake  thise 

teordes  bost.  P.  L.  275. 
Botb,  n.  Sax.  Remedy  ;  Help ;  Profit  426. 13396. 

  v.  Sax.  To  help.  P.  155.  col.  2. 1.  46. 

 pa.  t.  of  Brrs.  v.  Sax.  Bit  14519.  His  swerd  best 

botb.  P.  L.  243. 
Botxlxs.  adj.  Sax.  Bootless ;  remediless.  T.  i.  783. 
Botxl.  Botbixb,  n.  Fr.   Bottle.  7513.  12820. 
Botbrixib,  n.  Sax.   A  butterflie.  15280. 
Bothb,  adj.  Sax.  Two  together.  Our  bo  the  labour.  T.  i. 

97-3.  The  labour  of  us  two  together.  Nostrum  amborum 

labor.  In  T.  iv.  168.  Ed.  Ca.  reads  your  bother  love,  which 

might  lead  one  to  suspect  that  bother  was  the  ancient 

genitive  case  of  Bothb,  as  AlUr  was  of  Alle.  See  the 

Essay,  *c.  n.  27. 
 conj.  is  generally  used  to  copulato  two  members  of 

a  sentence  ;  but  sometimes  more.  See.  ver.  992. 

And  rent  adoun  bothe  wall,  and  sparre,  and  rafter. — 

And  v.-r.  23ou. 

To  whom  both  heven,  and  erthc,  and  see  is  sene. 

So  the  Greeks  sometimes  used  Au£«.ij*». 

Od.  •'.  78.  Au^«        xi>^oi  Tt,  zecj  rn.yXae.ir,  xat  •»!  at*. 
Both r.M,  n.  Fit.   liuuton.   A  bud,  particularly  of  a  rose. 

R.  17-M.  ft  at. 
BoruKRON,  n.  Fr.    A  sodomite.  R.  7°72. 
Boi'f.HTON  i'ndf.r  bi.ee,  pr.  h.  of  a  town  in  Kent  16024. 
Bolke.  n.  Sax.    The  b.idy.  2748. 

Boi  ltk,  r.  Sax.   T<»  sift,  to  beparate  the  flour  of  wheat 

from  the  bran.  15246. 
Bo i  n,  adj.  Sax.    Heady.  118U7.   And  bade  hem  ail  to  be 

DOW N R    1*.  T.  10.  b. 

Boi'ntkr.  n.  Fr.    Goodness.  8033,  10163. 

IUh-rdk,  n.  Fr.    A  jest.  17030. 

Hoi  HitK,  r.  Fr.    To  jist.  U'712. 

HurRHO.v.  u.  Fr.    A  staff.  K.  .'1401.  4092. 

IiockK,  «.  Sax.    A  house  ;  a  chamber.  .3.167.  13672. 

Bows,  n.  Sax.  A  bow,  loll.  A  doggc/or  the  boirc.  6931. 
WWW.    A  dog  used  in  shooting. 

Boxk.  n.    A  blow.  L.  \V.  13116. 

Bracer,  n.  Fr.    Armour  for  the  nrm.  111. 

Bhadwakw.v,  pr.  11.  15-4.'L  Thomas  Brad  ward  ine.  Arch- 
bishop «.f  Canterbury  in  1349.  II is  book  De  causa  Dei, 
to  which  our  author  alludes,  id  in  print   See  Tanner,  in 

V.  ItltADOU'A  HD1NU**. 

Braidk,  1,.  Sax.    A  htart  L.  W.  1164.    At  a  braide.  R. 

1336.    Tan to»t.  Ori«. 
 #•.  Sax.     To  awake;  to  Ftnrt  42J13.  6-381.  See 

Abraide.    Out  I'fhis  trit  he  braids.  11339.  14456.    He  ran 

out  of  his  Hfn^.  In  wr.  5257,  it  signifies  to  take  off.  See 

h1s<»  F.  iii.  :,1H{. 

Brakkt,  n.  Brit.   Bragod.   A  sweet  drink  made  of  the 


wort  of  ale,  honey,  and  spice.  9881.  It  is  still  in  use  hi 
Wales.  Richards,  in  v.  Bragod. 

Bra&tl,  n.  A  wood  used  in  dyeing,  to  ghre  a  red  eotosx. 
15465.— This  passage  of  Chaucer  is  a  decisive  proof,  that 
the  Brazil-wood  was  long  known  by  that  name  befon 
the  discovery  of  the  country  so  called  in  America.  See 
Huetiana,  p.  268.  In  the  inventory  of  the  effects  d 
Henry  V.  Rot.  Pari.  3  H.  VI.  m.  SO.  is  the  following 
article.  "  11  Oraundes  peces  du  Bracile,  pria  n.a.  vma.' 

Bratt,  n.  Sax.  A  coarse  mantle.  163491 

Brbch,  n.  Sax.  Breeches.  1288*. 

Bred*,  n.  Sax.  Breadth.  1972.  In  bred*.  T.  L  SSL  A 
broad.  In  F.  iii.  132.  it  seems  to  be  put  for  bride. 

Brbmb,  adj.  Sax.  Furious,  1701.  /Sdl  sckmrpiy  and  /W 
brim.  p.  L.  244. 

Brbnne,  e.  Sax.  To  burn.  2333. 

Brent,  pa.  U  4  part.  Burnt.  24*7.  29591 

Brbnninoly,  adv.  Sax.  Hotly.  1506. 

Brxrks,  n.  pL  Fr.  Briars.  1534. 

Brbstb,  v.  Sax.  To  burst.  1982.  11071. 

Bret-ful,  adj.  689.  The  sense  is  much  more  casar  thai 
the  etymology. 

Bribb,  n.  Fr.  Properly,  what  Is  gives  to  a  beggar ;  Wha 
is  given  to  an  extortioner,  or  cheat.  6900* 

Bribe*,  in  f.  m.  Fr.  To  beg.  4415.  or  perhaps,  To  steal 
See  Rot.  Pari.  22  E.  IV.  n.  30.  Have  stcUn  and  bribb 
Signetts  (Cygnets).  And  so  in  P.  P.  1 15.  b.  a  brSmm 
seems  to  signifie  a  thief;  as  bribers,  pilars,  and  pikekar 
neis,  are  classed  together;  and  still  more  plainly  fa 
Lydg.  Trag.  152. 

Who  saveth  a  tkeje%  whan  the  rope  is  knet. — 
With  some  false  turne  the  brfbomr  will  him  quit*. 

See  also  Antient  Scottish  Poems,  p.  17L  at.  *J.  1.  3. 
Brikourbs.  6949.  Upon  second  thoughts.  I  believe  that  1 
was  wrong  in  adopting  this  word  from  Ma.  C  l  and  that 
we  should  rather  read  with  other  Mas. 

"  Certain  he  knew  of  briberies  mo." 

Pee  the  n.  on  ver.  2469. 
Bridale,  n.  Sax.   A  marriage-feast.  4373. 

Bridobs.  n.  pi.  Sax.   Birds.  10025. 

Briok,  11.  Fr.   Contention  M.  118.  col.  1,  L  4. 

Brikk,  n.  Sax.   Breach  ;  Ruin.  147UI. 

Brisi.mr,  adj.   R.  1R36.  T.  iv.  1H4.  as  Brbmb. 

Brocage,  n.   A  treaty  by  a  broker  or  agent.  3375.  R.  6P71 

Br^iie,  w.  Fr.  Seems  to  have  signified  originally  tk, 
tongue  of  a  buckle  or  clasp  ;  and  from  thence  the  hvckU 
or  clasp  itself  .T265.  8131.  T.  v.  1660.  But  see  ver.  lt« 
It  probably  came  by  degrees  to  signifie  any  sort  cf  jneti 
Broche  jubll.  Monile,  armilla.  Prompt.  Parv.  Srt 
N  ore  he. 

Broided.  part.  pa.  Fr.   Braided ;  woven.  1051. 
Brokk isa.  part.pr.    Throbbing:  quaverinjr.  3377. 
Bro.mehoi.me,  pr.  n.  A  priory  in  Norfolk.  4284.  The  roodi 

0/ Bromhvlme  is  mentioned  in  P.  P.  24. 
Bro.vde.  n.  Fr.   A  torch.  96ol. 
Brostkv,  part.  pa.  of  Breotk.  3827' 
Br(»tel,  ailj.  Sax.    Brittle.  9155.  M.  1 14,  col.  2,  L  45. 
Brotelnessr,  n.   Brittleness.  91.r>5. 
BnoTHERHED,  n.  Sax.   Br<»thcrly  affection.  12972. 
Broi'ded,  part.  pa.  Fr.   Rrode".    K.mbroidered.  143S/. 
Brokkv,  in/.  111.  Sax.   To  brook  ;  enjoy  ;  use.  101H2.  iS."** 
Bi  ckes  iiorne.   A  buck's  horn.  3387.   To  blotc  the  buckti 

home  is  put  for  any  useless  employment. 
Bi'ffettk,  n.  Fr.    A  blow.  P.  151.  col.  2, 1.  46. 
Bi  <;lehorn,  n.   A  drinking  vessel  made  of  horn.  UJte 

Gloss.  Ur.  derives  it  from  HuruUr  cornu.   The  Gloss.  V 

Anc.  Scott.  Po.  explains  Bowgle  to  mean  a  B»fal<:  I 

have  been  told  that  in  some  parts  of  the  North  a  Bull  u 

now  called  a  lUngle. 
Br.MRi.B,  r.  Sax.   To  make  a  humming  noise.   In  rcr 

6554.  it  is  used  to  describe  the  noi>e  made  by  a  bittern. 
Bi'Ri>oi'v,  n.  Fr.   Bourdon.   A  humming  noise ;  the  bust 

in  musick.  675.  4163. 
IU  rikln  n.  pi.  Sax.   Burying-places.  15654. 
Bi*rned,  part.  pa.  Fr.    Burnished.  1985. 
BtRNELTHKAs.su.    I53ia   See  the  note.   The  story  wn> 

poses,  that  the  priest's  son,  when  he  was  to  be  ordained, 
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directed  his  servant  to  call  him  at  eock-crowing,  and 
thai  the  cook,  wboat  leg  he  had  farmerl  y  broken,  having 
overheard  this,  purposely  refrained  from  crowing  at  his 
usual  time ;  by  which  artifice  the  young  man  was  suf- 
fered to  sleep  till  the  ordination  was  over. 

Bcemrtb,  m.  Fa.  Brunette.  Cloth  dyed  of  a  brown 
colour.  R.  826.  4756.  Bee  Du  Cange  in  v.  Burnxtum. 

Boas.  ft.  Fa.  A  bush.  R.  54.  102. 

Bum,  Bct,  adv.  4-  conj  Sax.  But ;  Bed.  4824.— Unless ; 
ITisi.  13115.  1  Were  Birr  lost.  If  on  euem  nisi  perdita. 
15943.  1606ft— Only.  1134a  which  that  am  but  lorne. 

But,  prep.  Sax.  Without.  Gloss.  Ur.  I  cannot  say  that 
1  have  myself  observed  this  preposition  in  Chaucer,  but 
I  may  have  overlooked  It  The  Saxons  used  it  very  fre- 
quently ;  and  how  long  the  Scottish  writers  have  laid  it 
•aide,  1  am  doubtful.  It  occurs  repeatedly  in  Bp.  Doug- 
las. But  spot  or /alt.  p.  3. 1.63.  Poete  but  pert.  p.  9.  1. 19. 
But  and  kbit.  p.  123.  L  40.  Without  and  within ;  BtlCan 

anb  human;  originally,  I  suppose,  Bi  ucan  anb  bi 

mnan.  By  and  with  are  often  synonymous. 

Boson,  adj.  Sax.  Obedient ;  civil.  13107.  13178. 

Boxuhlt,  adv.  Sax.  Obediently.  8082. 

Br,  prep.  Sax.  has  sometimes  the  signification  of  in.  By 
the  marwe.  16065.  In  the  morning,  or  day-time.  Bee 
the  note.  Bp  hie  life.  R.  5935.  In  his  life-time— It  is 
sometimes  used  adverbially.  By  and  by.  1013.  4141. 
Hear,  hard  by.  Bv  and  by.  Sigillatim.  Prompt.  Parv. 
See  R.  4581.  These  were  his  wordes  by  and  by.  i.  e.  Seve- 
rally; distinctly.  And  so  perhaps  this  phrase  should  be 
understood  In  the  passage  above  quoted. 

Bypobjtb,  See  Bepornb. 

Bylxvb,  r.  Sax.  To  stay.  10897.  T.  ilL  684. 

Bybapt,  paru  pa.  of  Bybzvb,  r.  Sax.  Bereved ;  taken 
away.  1363. 

Bywobo,  n.  Sax.  A  proverb.  T.  Iv.  769. 

C. 

Caocsts,  r.  To  catch.  P.  166,  col.  1. 1.  57. 

Cadence,  m.  Fa.  F.  II.  114.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  17354.  and 

Jun.  Etymolog.  in  v. 
CsnuuTD,  pr.  n.  of  a  city  In  Bretagne.  11180. 
Cjkmr,  M.  d-  adj.  Fa.  Chttif.  A  wretch ;  wretched.  1719. 

1948. 

Caicm ATxm,  ».  Fa.  A  chemical  process,  by  which  bodies 
are  reduced  to  a  calx.  16878. 

Cautulbd,  pa.  U  Fa.   Calculated.  11596. 

Calxwbis,  R.  7093.  Is  probably  mis-written.  The  Orig. 
has  ha  poire  du  Caiixoubl.  12468.  Cotgrave  says,  that 
CailUmit  is  the  name  of  a  very  sweet  pear. 

Calidonb,  pr.  ft.  18539.  It  should  be  Laeedomie.  See  the 
I       n.  on  ver.  18537. 

!     Cauophia,  pr.  n.  F.  111.  188.    We  should  rather  read 

Calypba,  with  the  two  Budl.  MPS.  for  Calypso. 
|     Caiab.  ft.  Fa.  A  species  of  cap.  6600.  T.  ilL  775. 
I     Camaillb,  n.  Fa.  A  cameL  9078. 
I     Camsub  s,  n.  Fa.  A  stuff  made  «»f  camel's  hair.  R.  7367* 
j     Camubs,  adj.  Fa.  Flat  3932.  3P7*. 
.     Cab,  v.  Sax.  To  know.  4467.  5638.  See  Conns. 

Gajvaxsb,  adj.  Fa.  Cananean.  15527* 
!     Canx,  pr.  n.  Cana  In  Galilee.  5593. 
;     Canbl,  n.  Fa.  CanaL  Channel.  Dn.  943. 

Canbllb,  ft.  Fa.  Cinnamon.  R.  J  37 a 
I     Canevae,  n.  Fa.  Canvas.  16407. 

I     Canon,  18884.  The  title  of  Avioenna's  great  work.  See 

D'Herbeiot,  in  v.  Canun. 
I     Cantbl,  ft.  Sax.  A  fragment.  3010. 

Cam,  n.  Lat.  A  horse.  17013, 4.  And  gave  him  Caplbs 

to  his  carte.  P.  P.  109. 
Capttainb, ».  Fa.  A  captain.  18516. 
Capttolxs,  n.  Lat.  The  Capitol  at  Rome.  14621,  3. 
Cappb,  n.  Lat.  A  cap,  or  hood.  To  set  a  man's  cap.  588. 

3145.  To  make  a  fool  of  him. 
Captif,  adj.  Fa.  Captive.  T.  lit.  383. 
Cabotaclb,  ft.  Fa.  Ob.  A  pain  about  the  heart  18847- 
Cabsctbs,  n.pi.  Lat.  Ob.  Characters.  P.  P.  61. 
Casts, pa.  L  of  Caavb,  v.  Sax.  Cut  14519. 
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Cable,  n.  Sax.  A  churl ;  a  hardy  country  fellow.  547. 
Cabmbs,  n.  pi.  Fa.  Carmelite  Friars.  R.  7468.  1 
Carols,  n.  Fa.  A  sort  of  dance.  1933.  I 
 e.  Fa.   To  dance.  8904.  In  caroling.  16813.  In  | 

dancing.  • 
Carps,  r.  To  talk.  476.  By  carping  oftonge  1  By  speech. 

P.P.  566. 

Car  rains,  ».  Fa.  A  carrion;  dead  or  putrified  flesh. 
8015.  1454k. 

Carriks,  n.  Fa.  A  large  ship.  7270. 

Carts,  ru  Sax.  A  chariot.  8084. 

Cartbr,  a.  Rax.  A  charioteer.  8i>84. 

Cas,  11.  Fa.  Cas.  Chance.  84d.  Upon  cos.  3861.  T.  1. 871. 
By  chance. 

 n.  Fr.  Caste.  A  case ;  quiver  8360. 

Casmodorb,  pr.  n.  M.  Ill,  00L  1,18  Casftlodoru*  ;  a  Ro- 
man Senator  and  Consul.  A.  C.  613.  Several  of  his  works 
are  extant  See  Fabric.  Bibl.  Lat.  and  Bidl.  Med.  JEL 

Cast,  n.  Sax.  A  contrivance.  3605.  2470. 

Casts,  r.  To  throw.  T.  UL  718.  L.  W.  1931.— To  contrive. 
M.  120,  col.  1,  L  83. 

Casteloiune,  pr.  n.  Catalonia,  In  Spain.  F.  iii.  158. 

Casubl,  adj.  Fr.   Accidental.  T.  iv.  419. 

Catapucb,  n.  Fr.  A  species  of  spurge.  14971. 

Catbl,  n.  Fa.  Goods;  valuable  things  of  all  sorts.  549. 
3077.  4447. 

Catbrwawrd.  5936.  To  gon  a  caterwawed  seems  to  sig- 
nify the  same  as  to  go  a  caterwawing or  caterwawling, 
as  it  has  been  called  by  later  writers. 

Caton,  pr.  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3287. 

Cauoht,  pa.  Let  part,  of  Catch.  8986.  11824. 

Cavilatioun,  n.  Fr.  Cavil.  7718. 

Cecils,  Ckcilib,  pr.  n.  Cecilia.  15664.  15686. 

Csisk,  R.  7358.  Cese.  A.  F.  481,  are  misprinted  for 
8bisb,  r.  Fr.  To  Mice ;  to  lay  hold  of. 

Cbxsrrr,  n.  Lat.  Celerarius.  The  officer  In  a  monastery 
who  had  the  care  of  the  provisions.  13949. 

Cells,  n.  Lat.  A  religious  house.  178.  It  seems  to  be 
put  for  a  man's  head.  13978.  See  also  1378. 

Celmtudb,  n.  Pr.  Highness.  C.  L.  611. 

Censer,  n.  Fa.   An  incense-pot.  3340. 

Censing,  part.  pr.  Fr.  Fumigating  with  Incense.  3341. 

Csntaurib,  pr.  n.  of  an  herb.  14969. 

Cerclk,  r.  Fr.  To  surround.  R.  1619. 

Cerclrs,  n.  pi.  Fa.   Circles.  8039. 

Cerial,  adj.  Fr.  Belonging  to  the  species  of  oak  called 
Cirrus.  Lat.   Cerro.  Ital.   Crrre.  Fr.  8898. 

Certain,  adj.  Fr.  is  used  sometimes  as  a  substantive.  Oj 
unces  a  certain.  16844.  A  certain  of  gold.  164!t8.  1.  e.  A 
certain  number  of  ounces;  a  certain  quantity  of  gold. 

Certain,  Certeb,  adv.   Certainly.  3495.  6790. 

Ceruse,  n.  Fr.  White  lead.  633. 

Cbsed.  part.  pa.  for  Seised.  C.  M.  87-  is  used  in  a  legal 
sense.  To  that  he  be  ctsed  therewith ;  Till  that  he  be 
possessed  thereof ;  Till  he  have  sexsen  thereof. 

Cbssb,  r.  Fr.   To  cease.  T.  ii.  483. 

Chacs,  r.  Fr.  To  chase  ;  to  pursue.  8217.  8869.  1 
Chape,  r.  Fr.  To  grow  warm  or  angry.  P.  161,  col.  1,  L  64. 
Chap  fa  re,  n.  Sax.   Merchandize.  4558.  13815. 

  v.  Max.   To  merchandize.  4559. 

Chaiere,  n.  Fa.  A  chair.  14531.  The  chair,  or  pulpit,  of  ' 

a  professor  or  preacher.  7100.  1 
Chalons,  4138.  See  the  note.  ' 
Chamberebb,  r.  Fa.  A  chamber-maid.  5888.  8635. 
Champabtis,  n.  Fr.  A  share  of  land;  A  partnership  in 

power.  1951.  Lydgate  has  the  same  expression.   Trag.  I 

13!).  B.  viii.  17. 
Chantrplkubb,  n.  Fa.  A  sort  of  proverbial  expression  for 

singing  and  weeping  successively.  An.  333.  SeeLydg.  ] 

Trag.  St  the  lsst ;  where  he  says  that  his  book  is 

"  Lyke  ChantepUure,  now  singing  now  weping." 

In  MS.  Hart.  4333.  is  a  Ballad,  which  turns  upon  this 
expression.  It  begins ;  Moult  vaut  mieux  pleura  ohante 
que  nefait  chante  pleura. 
Chantbbib,  n.  Fa.  An  endowment  for  the  payment  of  a 
priest,  to  sing  mass  agreeably  to  the  appotntflssna  of  the  { 
founder.  518.  There  wen  thirty -five  ef  Mms*  ' 
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established  at  St  Paul'*  which  were  senred  by  fifty-four 

Priests.  Dugd.  Hist,  pref.  p  41. 
Chapman,  n.  Sax.  A  merchant  or  trader.  13184,  6. 
CBAPXAifHKDa,  n.  Sax.  The  condition  of  a  chapman  or 

tradesman.  13188. 
Cham,  it.  Fa.  A  chariot.  2140.  14306. 
Charbouclb,  ».  Fa.  A  carbuncle.  13800. 
Charqe,  n.  Fa.  A  load,  borthen ;  business  of  weight  It 

n'ert  no  charge.  2289.  It  were  no  harm.  Qf  which  (here 

it  no  charge.  10673.  From  which  there  is  no  consequence 

to  be  expected.  Of  that  no  charge.  16217.  No  matter 

for  that 

— —  v.  Fa.  To  weigh,  to  incline  on  aooount  of  weight 

F.  ii.  237— JF*u*  chargeth  not  to  nay.  T.  liL  1582.  Which 

it  is  of  no  importance  to  say. 
Charobaht,  particip.  pr.  Burthensome.  M.  Ill,  ooL  2, 

1.49.  P.  162,  ooL  I.  L  56. 
Charm  eres&e,  n.  Fa.  An  enchantress.  F.  liL  171. 
Chastelaiwe,  n.  Fa.  The  wife  of  a  Chattelain,  or  lord  of 

a  castle,  R.  3/40. 
Chasttb,  v.  Fa.  To  chastise.  R.  6993. 
CuAtnmcLniB,  pr.  n.  of  a  cock.  14855. 
Chekere,  a.  Fa.  A  chess-board.  Du.  660. 
Chees,  pa.  Lot  Chess,  v.  Sax.  Chose.  9471.  10039. 
Chews.  R.  7091.  We  should  read  Chests.    The  Orig. 

hn»  frontages. 

Chbke.  Du.  659.  A  term  at  chess,  to  give  notice  to  the 
opposite  party,  that  his  king,  if  not  removed,  or  guarded 
by  the  interposition  of  some  other  piece,  will  be  made 
prisoner.  It  is  derived  originally  from  the  Persian 
Shah,  i.  e.  King  {  and  means,  Talcs  care  of  your  king. 
See  Hyde,  HitU  Shahilud.  p.  3,  4. 

Chkkelatoun,  13664.  See  the  note. 

Chekkmatb,  or  simply  Mate,  is  a  term  used  at  chess,  when 
the  king  is  actually  made  prisoner,  and  the  game  conse- 
quently finished.  The  Persian  phrase  is  Shah  mdt,  i.  e. 
The  King  is  conquered.  T.  it  754.  Du.  659.  660.  See 
nyde,  Hist.  Shahilud,  p.  1.12. 

Chelaundre,  n.  Fa.   A  goldfinch.  R.  81. 

Chepe,  v.  Sax.   To  cheapen  ;  to  buy.  5850. 

 n.  Cheapness.  6105.  F.  lii.  884. 

 pr.  n.   Cheapside  in  London.  756.  4375. 

Chkrchk,  n.  Sax.    A  church.  2762. 

Cherk,  n.  Fr.   Countenance;  appearance.  8114.  8117- — 
Entertainment ;  good  cheer.  13357- 
.      Chkrick,  v.  Fr.    To  cherinh.  14438. 
Chrrihanck,  n.  Fr.   Cimifort  K.  3337. 
Chkrl.  n.  Sax.   A  man  of  mean  birth  and  condition.  6740. 
7764. 

Chkklish,  adj.   Illiberal.  11837. 

Ches.  n.  Fr.    The  game  of  chess.  11212. 

Chese,  v.  Sax.    To  choose.  0400.  11398. 

  for  Chbsxth.  6437. 

Chestk,  n.  Lat.    A  coffin.  7JW5. 

  n.    Debate.    1*.  158,  col.  2, 1.  57. 

Cmkm'kivk,  n.  Fr.  The  ohe»nut  tree.  2934.— The  chesnut 
fruit.  K.  1373. 

Chkvaciiib.  n.  Fr.   An  expedition.   See  the  n.  on  ver.  85. 

and  vit.  l«!i!M. 
Chkvai.rik,  n.  Fr.   Knighthood  ;  the  manners,  exercises, 
und  valiant  exploits,  of  a  knight.  45.  2108.  2186. 
I      (  HKVAi.Rors,  adj.    Valiant.  T.  v.  803. 

Cmkve,  v.  Fr.  To  come  to  an  agreement,  or  conclusion. 
Yvel  mote  he  chkvk.  11*593.  Ill  may  he  end.  See  ver. 
4173.  IV,  they  thai  have  the  four  o/yvel  ending. 
Chkvksailk.  n.  Fr.  A  necklace.  R.  lo«2.  The  word 
doe*  not  occur  in  the  Orig.  in  this  place,  but  it  is  used  in 
ver.  2iHy7«  • 

Ft  pour  tenir  la  chkvkssatllk 
Deux  f'rmeaux  d'or  au  cut  luy  bailie. 
Chrvetaiv,  n.  Fr.    Chieftain.  3.V.7. 

(  hkvik\n(  k.  n.  Fr.  An  agreement  for  borrowing  of  money. 

133.v>  13-77.  13331. 
Chu'hk.  adj.  Fr.    Niggardly,  sparing.  R.  558a 
|      Cit ini kvac'H k.    Sec  the  n.  on  ver.  !Nk»4. 

Ciiidrrkksk.  n.  Sax.    A  female  scold.  R.  42  6. 
(  iiidk*ter,  n.  Sax.   A  female  scold.  94<»9. 
CiitKRTEE.  Fr.   Tenderness ;  affection.  5978.13266. 


Chuck,  n.  Sax.  A  chicken.  R.  541. 

Chimbx,  n.  Sax.  The  prominent  part  of  the  staiesbsyust 

the  head  of  a  barrel.  3893. 
Chimbs,  v.  To  sound  in  consonance,  like  belle.  3691 
Chimbnxy,  n.  Fa.  A  chimney.  T.  Hi.  1147. 
Chinch*,  adj.  asCMJcan.  R.A998.  Con/.  Am.  106.  a. 
Chixchbrix,  n.  Niggardliness  M.  1 16,  ooL  2,  L 13. 
Chibchb,  n.  Sax.  A  church.  12263. 
Chibcbsjuivs,  n.  Sax.  A  church-warden.  6999. 
CuiacHBAWC,  n.  Sax.  A  church-yard.  P.  169,  coL  1,1.54. 
I  Chix*.  v  Sax.  To  chirp*  as  a  sparrow.  7396. 
Chirkimq,  n.  A  disagreeable  sound.  9006.  F.  Hi.  953. 
Chit  for  Chidbth.  16389. 
CwvACHma,  n.  as  Chbvachtx.  16999. 
Chivbb,  v.  Sax.  To  shiver.  R.  1732.  B.K.  23L 
Cieboxs,  a.  pi.  Fa.  Wax-tapers.  R.  6248. 
Cwouir,  pr.  a.  ScJpSo.  R.  la 
Cinua,  pr.  n.  Venus.  F.  ii.  10. 
Circus,  pr.  n.  for  Ciacs,  1946, 
Crrxa,  a.  Fa.  A  city.  941. 

Crrouc,  a.  Fa.  A  musical  instrument.  1961.  Sir  Ma 
Hawkins,  in  his  very  curious  History  of  Music*,  v.  2. 
p.  106.  n.  supposes  it  to  have  been  a  sort  of  Dulcimer, 
and  that  the  name  is  a  corruption  of  the  Lat.  CesUBa. 
Beside  the  passage  whloh  he  has  quoted  fn«n  Gower. 
Conf.  Am.  178.  it  is  mentioned  again  in  foL  189.  asaoaf 
the  instruments  which  soumed  low.  Bern  also  Du  Gangs, 
in  v.  CrroiA,  and  M.  de  la  Ravaliere,  Poisiet  du  M09  4t 
Navarre.   T.  L  p.  248. 

CrraiN,  adj.  Fa.  Of  a  pale  yellow,  or  citron-colour.  Sim. 

CrraiNATioN,  a.  A  chemical  term.  AmoMns  in  Ressno 
MS.  1.  l  c  5.  Citrinacio  nihil  aliud  est  qumm  compUim 
albedinis  digestio,  nee  albedo  est  aliud  qumm  nigredimt 
ablatio.  Gloss.  Carpent.  in  v.  fc 

Clamben,  pa.Lpl.oi  Climb,  v.  Sax.  P.  10. 10SL 

Clapbbs,  n.  pi  Fa.  Rabbet-burrows.  R.  14ua> 

Clappb,  v.  Sax.  To  knock  repeatedly.  7163,  To  talk 
fast  9076. 

Clappxth,  fmp.  m.  2  pers.  pi.  9076. 

Clapping,  n.   Noisy  talking.  8875. 

C lapsed.  Clasped.  275. 

Clarrk,  n.  Fr.  Wine  mixed  with  honey  and  spices,  sad 
afterwards  strained  till  it  is  clear.  1473.  9717-  It  was 
otherwise  called  Piment as  appears  from  the  title  <l 
the  following  receipt,  in  the  Medulla  Cirurgue  Roland*. 
MS.  Bod.  761.  fol.  86.  *•  Claretum  bonum.  sire  pigment**. 
— Accipe  nucem  moschatam,  cariojitos,  ginpebas.  mads, 
cinamomum,  galaugum ;  quae  omnia  in  pulverem  redacts 
distempera  cum  bono  vino  cum  tertid  parte  mellis:  post 
cola  per  sacculum,  et  da  ad  bibendum.  Et  not*,  quod 
illud  idem  potest  fieri  de  cerevisid."  And  so  in  K.5tti7. 
Clarre"  is  the  translation  of  Piment.  Orig.  11453. 

CLATTKREnEN,  pa.  U  pi.  of  Clatter,  r.  Sax.  2425. 

Clal'dian,  pr.  n.  His  poem  De  raptn  Proserpina  b 
alluded  to  in  v.  10106.   See  also  F.  i.  449.  iiL  419. 

Clause,  n.  Fr.    An  end,  or  conclusion.  T.  ii.  738. 

Claw,  r.  Sax.  To  stroke,  T.  iv.  72».  He  clawed  him  em 
the  back.  4334.  Ho  stroked  him  on  the  back,  to  encour- 
age him.  To  claw  on  the  gall,  6522.  signifies  the  same  as 
To  rub  on  a  sore  place. 

Ci.ed  for  Clad.  T.  iii.  1537. 

Clkxene*»e,  n.  Sax.   Purity.  7465.  7492. 
i  Clkpb,  r.  Sax.    To  call.  3433  — To  name.  4C11. 
j  Cleroik,  tt.  Fr.   The  clerical  profession.  6859. 

Clekuial,  adj.   Learned.  16230. 

Cleroion,  n.   A  young  clerk.  13433. 

Clerk,  n.  Fr.  A  person  in  holy  orders.  P.  169,  col  1, 1  44 
— A  man  of  learning.  482. — A  student  at  the  university. 
3199.  6109.  The  Clkrk  ok  Oxk.vpurdk.  See  his  Cha- 
racter, ver.  2«7— 310. 

Clkvkm,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Rocks.  L.  W.  1468.  See  Currn. 

Ci.irrn,  ii.  Sax.   A  rock.  L.  W.  J495. 

C'LirTE,  n.  Sax.   A  cleft.  7727- 

Clikkt,  n.  Fr.   A  key.  99!»1,  5. 

Ci.inke,  r.  Fr.   To  ring.  1292»w 

  r.  neut.   To  tinkle.  13598. 

Clippe,  r.  S\x.   To  cut  hair.  3334.— To  embrace.  HH87. 

Cupsv,  adj.  As  if  eclipsed.  R.  5349. 
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Cloucd,  adj.  Sax.  Like  a  club.  13904. 

Cumstbb,  n.  Fa,  A  cloister.  7681.— An  lnclosure.  166 11. 

Clombbn,  pa.  LpLct  Chub,  v.  Sax.  3636. 

Closer,  *.  Fa.  An  lnclosure.  B.  4069. 

Clotb  leve.  A  leaf  of  the  bur-dock,  or  clote-bur.  16045. 

CLornucn,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Clotted.  2747. 

Cxoua-aaorRB.  See  the  note  on  vox.  13692. 

Cvoum,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Small  pieces.  9627. 

Cutm,  363a  Tula  word  Menu  to  be  formed  from  the  Sax. 
v.  Clumlan.  Musritare,  murmurare ;  to  expret*  the 
mumbling  noise,  which  la  made  by  a  congregation  in 
accompanying  prayers,  which  they  cannot  perfectly 
repeat. 

Coaoulat,  part,  pa,  Lat.  Curdled.  16279. 

Cocxxa  bones.  16958.  17340.  A  corruption  of  a  familiar 
oath,  which  appears  undisguised  in  ver.  19699. 

Goo,  ft.  Sax.  A  bag.  12468. 

Coras,  m.  Fa,  A  chest.  300.  8461. 

Com,  ft.  Sax.  A  cock-boat.  L.  W.  1479.  See  Dn  Cange, 
in  v.Cooo. 

Coootrs,  m.  pL  Fa.  Testicles.  12886. 

Cours,  ft.  Fa.  A  piece  of  money.  9044. 
■  A  quince.  R.  1373. 

Coorr,o<tf.  Fa.  Neat;  trim.  CD.  1894. 

Cosib,m.  Lat.  A  cook.  See  his  Character,  ver.  381, 9. 

Oasaarsr.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  4906. 

Cokxwold,  ».  A  cuckold.  How  this  word  has  been 
farmed  Is  difficult  to  say,  but  probably  it  has  some  rela- 
tion to  the  Fa.  Cocu.  In  the  best  B1SS.  of  the  Cahter- 
■my  Talks  it  la  constantly  spelled  as  above;  and  is 
always,  I  believe,  to  be  pronounced  as  a  trisyllable.  See 
vac  3164.  3996.  6796.  7196.  1013a  19316.  The  author  of 
the  Bsmedie  of  Love,  ver.  988.  seq.  pretends,  that  the 
true  orthographic  of  this  word  is  cokcoid,  according  to  a 
moat  absurd  etpmo%gie,  which  he  has  there  given  of  it ; 
aa  additional  proof,  if  any  were  wanted,  that  the  Reme- 
dis  of  Love  was  not  written  by  Chaucer. 

Cos.  See  then,  on  ver.  15991. 

Cold,  v.  Sax.  To  grow  cold.  5299. 

Goto,  *.  Fa.  A  collar.  3939.  T.V.  1659. 

Cot.aaan.  part  pa.  Collared ;  wearing  collars.  9154. 

Collation,  n.  Fa.  A  conference.  8901. 

Colli k oes,  n. pL  Fa.  Embraces  round  theneck.  T.  L.1L  34a 

Coltish,  adj.  Sax,  Playful  as  a  colt  9721. 

Cdlumbenb,  adj.  Lat.  Belonging  to  a  dove;  dovelike. 
10015. 

CoMBaa-woaxn,  a.  An  incumbrance  to  the  world.  T.  iv.  279. 
■Cosiaow,  adj.  Lat.  Burnt  16979.  A  term  in  astrology, 

when  a  planet  la  not  more  than  8°  30*  distant  from  the 

ana.  T.  ill  718. 
Comb  for  Oombth,  15710. 

CoamairaAi*  a.  Fa.  A  companion  at  table.  T.  L.  L  319. 

Gumma,  ft.  Fa.  Commonalty.  7946. 

Ooaunmaa,  n.pl.  Commoners;  common  people.  9511. 

CoavaiOBTABLB,  adj.  Fa.  Sociable.  12934. 

Compact  for  Compaone.  3709.  See  the  note. 

Gompab,  ft.  Fa.  A  compass ;  a  circle.  The  trine  compos. 
U51&  The  Trinity ;  an  appellation  borrowed,  as  it 
■sums,  from  the  common  emblem  of  that  mystery,  a 
drew  circmnsoribing  a  triangle.— Contrivance.  F.  L  461. 
UL  80. 

Oompasmkwt,  ft.L.  W.  1414,  ) 
OoMPAsaiMe,  n.  1998.  J 
Compass,  v.  To  contrive.  L.  W.  14 19.  He  compamed  his 

thought  5011.  He  contrived  in  his  thought. 
CVMPmfABU,  adj.  Fa.  14878.  as  Com paignablb. 
Compere,  n.  Fa.  A  gossip ;  a  near  friend.  672.  4417. 
0»mpun,  a.  Fr.  ComplU.  Even-song;  the  last  service  of 

ttie  day.  P.  154, 00L  2,  L  68.— Singing,  in  general.  416U. 
Ooupowwko,  part.  pa.    Composed;  put  together.  L.  W. 

9974.  F.  U.  591. 
Compts,  ft.  Fa.  Account  R.  5026. 
Concbtb,  ft.  Fa.  Conception ;  apprehension.  Bo.  iii.pr.  10. 
Cowdescbwde,  v.  Fa.  To  yield.  10721. 
Cowmen,  n.  pL  Fa.  Conduits.  R.  1414. 
Oowfbcturb,  n.  Fa.  Composition.  12796. 
Cowroaa,  adj.  Fa.  Confounded.  9932.  15931.  He  became 

sacowraa,  he  ctmnetk  not  lake.  P.P.  47.  b. 


>  Contrivance. 


Conjbctb,  v.  Fa.  To  project  R.  6928. 

CoNisAUNca,  ft.  Fa.  Understanding.  R.  5465. 

Conjure,  v.  Fa.  To  adjure.  13574. 

Con  we,  v.  Sax.  To  know  ;  to  be  able.  /  ehal  not  conns 
answers.  M.  118,  col.  1,  L  55.  I  shall  not  know  hvte,  or  be 
able,  to  answer.  Thou  shalt  ntver— Cos  knowen.  R.  7135. 
Thou  shalt  never  be  able  to  know.— To  conns  thank 
to  be  pleased,  or  obliged;  Scavoir  gri.  Fa.  1810.  3066. 
To  conns  maugre".  R.  4559.  To  be  displeased ;  Sfavoir 
malgri.  Orig. 

Conbeil,  ft.  Fa.  CounseL  9237. 

Consxntant,  part.  pr.  Fa.  Consentant  of  this  cursednesse. 

122ia  Consenting  to  t  c. 
Consents,  v.  Fa.  To  preserve.  15855. 
Consistory,  n.  Fa.  signifies  usually  an  Ecclesiastical  Court ; 

but  in  v.  12096.  12191.  any  court  of  Justice. 
CoNSTABLBRiB,  ft.  Fa.    A  ward,  or  division  of  a  castle, 

under  the  care  of  a  constable.  R.  4218.  See  Du  Cange, 

in  V.  CON8TABULABIUB  CA8TRJ. 

CoNSTANTiNa,  pr.  ft.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  9684. 

CoirrxK*.  n.  Sax.  Contention.  9005.  T.  V.  1478. 

CoNTBNANca,  n.  Fa.  Appearance ;  pretence.  4419.  16739. 

Contract,  part  pa.  Lat.  Contracted.  P.  153,  ool.  2,  L  18. 

Contra RiAUNTXs,  part.  pr.  is  used  in  the  plural  number, 
according  to  the  French  custom.  T.  L.  L  319.  b.  Oppos- 
ing ;  contradicting. 

Contra rjb,  v.  Fa.  To  contradict.  6626. 

Contrabjous,  adj.  Fa.  Opposite.  6280.  Perverse.  6362. 

Contrary,  n.  Fa.  Adversary.  1861. 

CoNTRBPKTa,  v.  Fa.  To  oounterfeit;  imitate.  130.  15327. 

Contbovb,  v.  Fa.  To  invent  R.  4249.  7547. 

CoNTUBJtMNUL,  adj.  Lat.   Familiar.  P  163,  col.  2, 1. 69. 

Contuwe  for  Continue.  R.  4364  5205.  5332.  This  is  one 
of  those  licences/tfr  the  sake  o/rime,  of  which  see  the  n. 
on  v.  8915.  Our  author  seems  to  have  been  ashamed  of 
it,  as  1  do  not  recollect  to  have  met  with  it  in  the  Can- 
terbury Tales.  Lydgate  has  been  less  scrupulous.  See 
Trag.  2.  b.  14.  b.  94.  b. 

Cope,  n.  Fa.  Cape.  A  cloak.  13955. 

Coppx,  n.  Sax.  The  top  of  any  thing.  556.  F.  ilL  76. 

Cobagk,  ft.  Fa.  Heart  2&— Inclination.  9130.— Spirit; 
courage.  1947.  8096. 

Correttks,  n.  pi.  Fb.  Niches  for  statues.  F.  UL  914. 

Coroeth  for  Aocordetk.  T.  il  1043. 

Cordbwanb,  n.  Fa.  Cordouan.  Spanish  leather,  so  called 
from  Corduba.  13669. 

Corihlerbs,  a.  pi.  Fa.  Cordeliers.  An  order  of  Friars,  so 
called  from  their  wearing  a  oord  for  a  girdle.  R-  7461. 

Cobinnb,  pr.  ».  An.  91.  What  author  is  meant,  I  cannot 
say.  One  can  hardly  suppose  that  Chancer  had  met 
with  that  poem  of  the  antient  Corinna,  the  contempo- 
rary of  Pindar,  which  was  entitled  *Errm  tr<  &t£m*c 
(Frtigm.  ex  Apollonio  Dpscolo,  ap.  Maittair.  de  Dialect 
p.  429. 1.  4.)  nor  do  I  know  that  any  fictitious  work  upon 
the  War  of  Thebes  has  ever  been  set  forth  under  her 
name.  She  is  mentioned  by  Propertius  (2  EL  3.  v.  91.) 
and  by  Statius  (Sylv.  V.  Carm.  3.  v.  158.)  but  neither  of 
them  takes  notice  of  her  having  written  on  the  affairs  of 
Thebes. 

CoRNEWAiLE,  pr.  a.  Cornouaille,  in  Bretagne.  R.  425a 
Cornicul ere  ,  ft.  Lat.  An  officer  in  the  Roman  Govern- 

ment  15837.  See  Pitisc.  Lex.  Ant  Rom.  in  v.  Cornicu- 

larius. 

Cornmvsb.  ».  Fa.  A  bagpipe.  F.  UL  128. 
Corny,  adj.  Sax.  Strong  of  the  corn,  or  malt.  12249. 1230a 
Corolnb,  ft.  Fr.  A  crown,  or  garland.  9292.  156b9. 
Corps,  n.  Fa.  Body.  12238.  13836. 

Corpus,  n.  Lat.  Body.    Corpus  Domini.  13365.  God's 

body.  Corpus  Hadrian.  13898. 
Corrigb,  v.  Fa.  To  correct  Bo.  iv.  pr.  4.  pr.  7* 
CoRRUM pablb,  adj.  Fa.  Corruptible.  3012. 
Corbumpe,  v.  Fa.  To  corrupt  9748. 
Corse,  v.  8ax.  To  curse.  T.  UL  1707. 
CoassiNT,  n.  Fa.  A  bolv  body ;  a  Saint  C  D.  94a  The 

coRSAYNT  and  the  kirks.  P.  L.  44. 
CoavxN.  part.  pa.  of  Cabvb,  v.  Sax.  Cut  9698. 
CoaiN,  ft.  Fa.  A  cousin,  or  kinsman.   It  la  sometimes 

used  adjectivelp.  744.  17159.  Allied ;  related 
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CofliNAOX,  n.  Fr.  Kindred.  13339. 

Cost  a  ob,  n.  Fr.  Cost,  expence.  5831.  9002. 

Costkix.  v.  Fa.  To  go  by  the  coast.  B.  K  36. 

Costlxwe,  adj.  Costly.  P.  155,  col.  2, 1  23 

Coktr  six,  n.  A  drinking-vessel.  L.  W.  2655.    See  Da 

Cange,  in  v.  Costrsllqs. 
Cots,  n.  Sax.  A  cottage.  8274. 

.  n.  Fr.  A  coat  8789.— Cote-Akmurr  ;  A  coat  worn 

over  armour ;  upon  which  the  armorial  ensigns  of  the 
wearer  were  usually  embroidered.  1018.  2142. 

ConDiEW,  adj.  Fr.   Daily.  It  la  used  as  a  substantive  for 

A  quotidien  ague.  R.  2401. 
Couche,  v.  Fr.   To  lay.  1662a 

Col'chbd,  part.  pa.    Laid.  16668.  Couched  with  perles. 

2163.  Laid,  or  trimmed  with  pearls. 
Coud,  Couds,  pa.  L  of  Conns.    Knew ;  was  able.  94,  5. 
.  See  the  Essay,  &o.  n.  35.  It  is  used  as  a  participle  pa. 

P.  171*  coL  1,  1.  46.  So  that  instead  of  always  in  the 

note,  I  should  have  said  generally. 
Covsits,  v.  Fr.  To  covet  R.  6173. 
Covbnarls,  adj.  Fr.  Convenient ;  suitable.  P.  148,  col.  1, 

L12. 

Covbrchibps,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Head-cloaths.  455. 
Covsrclb,  n.  Fr.  A  pot-lid.  F.  ii.  284. 
Covert,  adj.  Fr.  Secret ;  covered.  R.  6149. 
Covins,  n.  Fr.  Secret  contrivances.  606.  R.  3799. 
Coulpx,  n.  Fr.  A  fault.  P.  153,  col.  2, 1. 23. 
Count,  v.  Fr.  To  account ;  to  esteem.  4054.  4190. 
Couittsrpeise,  n.  Fr.  A  counterpoise ;  a  weight  which 

balances  another.  T.  111.  1413. 

 v.  Fr.  To  counterpoise.  F.  iff.  660. 

Countxrplxtb,  v.  Fr.  To  plead  against  L.  W.  476. 
Counterwaits,  «.  Fr.  To  watch  against  M.  112,  col.  2, 

1.  65. 

Countour,  n.  Fr.  Comptoir.  A  oompting  house.  13143.— 

Compteur.  An  arithmetician.  Du.  435. 
 361.  See  the  note. 

Countrktaillb,  it.  Fr.  A  tally  answering  exactly  to 
another.  Hence  echo  is  said  to  answer  at  the  countrt- 
taille.  9066. 

Coure.  v.  Fr.  To  sit  crouching,  like  a  brooding  hen. 
R.  465. 

Codrtkpy.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  292. 

Court-man.  9366.   A  courtier.  Homme  de  Cour.  Fr. 

Copth,  Couth k,  pa.  U  of  Conns.   Knew;  was  able.  392. 

n.  753. 

 part.  pa.   Known.  14.  8818. 

Cowardise,  ti.  Fr.  Want  of  courage.  Cowardie,  2732. 
R.  2490.  As  to  the  etymology  of  the  adj.  from  which 
this  word  has  been  formed,  I  think  the  opinion  of 
Twysden  and  Somner.  Gloss,  ad  X.  Script  v.  Fridwite, 
much  the  most  probable,  who  derive  it  from  the  Barb. 
Lat.  Culum  vertere,-  to  turn  tail,  or  run  away.  See 
Du  Canjre,  in  v.  Culvkrta,  and  Culvkrtaoium,  who 
rejects  the  opinion  above  mentioned,  but  without  sug- 
gesting any  thing  so  plausible.  Culvert,  as  it  is  written 
in  the  oldest  and  best  French  MSS.  that  I  have  seen, 
might  easily  be  corrupted,  according  to  the  French  mode 
of  pronunciation,  into  Couart  and  Couard. 

I  have  somewhere  seen  the  French  language  seriously 
charged  with  indelicacy  for  its  frequent  and  wanton  use 
of  the  word  eul  in  composition ;  nor  can  the  charge  be 
said  to  be  groundless.  Beside  the  numerous  instances 
which  will  occur  to  every  body,  I  suspect  that  this  mono- 
syllable makes  part  of  a  common  and  solemn  term  in  our 
Law,  imported  originally  from  France.  Cutprist  seems  to 
me  to  have  been  a  vulgar  name  for  a  prisoner ;  a  person 
taken  by  that  part  which  is  most  exposed  in  running 
away.  Holinshed  has  expressed  the  same  idea  more 
delicately.  Vol.  iii.  p.  842.  Tlie  prentisis  tcere  caught  my 
the  backs  and  had  to  prison.  And  so  it  is  expressed 
in  *'  Ancient  Scottish  Poems,"  p.  182.  ver.  15. 
Yet  deid  [death]  sal  tak  him  be  the  bak. 

Cove.  v.  Fr.   To  quiet,  to  sooth.  T.  ii.  801. 

Craktesman,  n.  Sax.   A  man  of  skilL  18U0. 

Ckakk,  v.  Fr.   To  crack.  3999. 

 Crakel,  v.  Sax.   To  quaver  hoarsely  in  singing. 

9724.  C.N.  119. 


Crajcpish,  v.  Fr.  To  contract  violently,  as  the  crass 

does.  An.  170. 
Cbatchino,  n.  Sax.  Scratching.  2836. 
Csassd,  part-  pa.  Fr.   Ecrasi    Broken.  16402. 
Crranck,  n.  Fr.  Faith  ;  belief.  5335. 

.  «.  Fr.  To  borrow  money.  13213,  33, 96. 
Create,  part.  pa.  Lat.  Created.  P.  150, 00L  2,  L  63. 
Crxnclkd,  part  pa.  Crincled  ;  circularly  fanned.  L.  W. 

20ia  Perhaps  from  the  Island.  Krynge.  Cirdmo,  syr*. 
Crbpil,  n.  Sax.  A  cripple.  T.  iv.  1458. 
Crxvassx,  n.  Fa.  A  chink,  or  crerioe.  F.  HL  996. 
Criands,  part.  pr.  at  Can,  v.  F*.  Crying.  R.  3139. 
Crips.  F.  iii.  296.  as  Crisps. 

Caisirpus,  pr.  n.  6259.  I  find  th«  title  of  a  wwk  in  Mont 
fauoon,  BiH.  p.  513.  to  which  Chawoar  may  sosaish 
allude.  Chrysippi,  discipuli  Evthymii,  ta  Joamum  euc* 
mium.— and  again  p.  1314.  Chrysippi  Prcsbyteri  Uutdai* 
&  Joannis  Baptists.  It  is  not  likely  that  a  Pansgyrsi 
on  the  Baptist  might  be  led  by  his  rag*  against  Harodia 
to  say  some  harsh  things  of  women  in  general. 

Crisps,  adj.  Lat.  Curled.  5886. 

Crock,  n.  Sax.  A  cross.  6086. 

Crow,  n.  Fr.  A  cross.  12885. 

Cromss,  n.  pL  Sax.  Crumbs.  15528. 

Crommkd,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Stuffed,  crammed.  F.  iii.  103a 

Crone,  n.  Sax.  An  old  woman.  4852.  Kronle;  Ovu  sends 
Kilian. 

Crops,  Crops*,  part  pa.  of  Crkpr,  9.  Sax.  Crept  4SS7 

11918. 

Cropper,  n.  pL  Sax.  The  extremities  of  the  shoots  a 
vegetables.  7*  Now  in  the  crop.  1534.  Mow  at  the  tsp 
Croppe  and  rote.  T.  ii.  348.  Root  and  branch  ;  the  whoa 
of  a  thing. 

Crossslst,  n.  Fr.  A  crucible.  16685. 

Crouchs,  v.  Sax.  To  sign  with  thetrosa.  9081. 

Crouds,  v.  Sax.  To  shove  together.  4716. 

Crouks,  n.  Sax.  An  earthen  pitcher.  4156. 

Croun,  n.  Fr.  signifies  Head.  4039.  4067* 

Croups,  n.  Fr.  The  ridge  of  the  back,  7141. 

Crowes  feet.  T.  ii.  404.  The  wrinkles  which  spread  irm 
the  outer  corners  of  the  eyes.  Spenser  describes  tail 
mark  of  old  age  in  the  same  manner,  EcL  12. 

And  by  mine  eic  the  crow  his  claw  doth  wrighL 
Crowned,  part  pa.  Wearing  a  crown.   Crowned  malice 

10840.   Sovereign  malice. 
Crull,  adj.  Sax.  Curled.  81.  3314. 
Cucurbite,  n.  Lat.  A  gourd ;  a  vessel,  shaped  like  1 

gourd,  used  in  distillation.  16262. 
Culpons,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Shreds.  681.   Logs.  2869. 
Culver,  n.  Sax.   A  dove.  L.  W.  2»»7. 
Cuppr,  n.  Fr.   A  cup.    Withouten  cuppe  he  drank  all  ku 

penance.  11254.   lie  took  large  draughts  of  grief;  hi 

made  no  use  of  a  cup,  but  drank  out  of  the  pot 
Curatiov,  n.  Fr.   Cure ;  healing.  T.  i.  792.  Bo.  i.  pr.  6. 
Cure,  «.  Fr.  Care.  J  do  no  cure.  L.  W.  152. 1  take  no  cars 
Curpew-time,  3645.  according  to  the  Conqueror's  edict,  ii 

Baid  to  have  been  8  h.  P.  M.  Walsingham,  speaking  0! 

an  event  on  the  2d  of  September.  1311.  mentions  9  h.  si 

the  hora  ignitegiu  It  probably  varied  with  the  season; 

of  the  year. 
Curious,  adj.  Fr.  Careful.  13156.  R.  6578. 
Cuhtris,  adj.  Fr.   Courteous.  99.  6869. 
Customer,  adj.  Fr.   Accustomed.  R.  4936- 
Cutte,  Cut.  837.  847.  12727-  seq.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  837- 


D. 

Dafpe,  n.  Sax.   A  fool.  4206.   Thou  dotest,  dapps.  qut* 

she,  dull  are  thy  tcittes.  P.  P.  6.  b. 
Dagge,  n.   A  slip,  or  shred.  R.  7212. 
Daggrd,  part.  pa.  Cut  into  slips.  P.  155,  col.  2,  44. 
Daooing,  n.  slitting ;  cutting  into  slips.  P.  155,  coL  2,  33. 
Dagox,  n.   A  slip,  or  piece.  7333. 

Damascene,  pr.  n.  The  country  about  Damascus.  14013. 
 pr.  n.  435.   Joannes  Mesue  Damascenus,  at 

Arabian  Physician,  in  the  vruth  and  ixth  century.  So 

Fabric.  BibL  Or.  t  xiii.  p.  256. 
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Damp,  ft-  Fa.  Lat.  Domino.  Mistress,  Lady.  7387.  7451. 

—Mother.  3260. 
Dampnb,  v.  Fr.  To  condemn.  3630.  5652. 
Dan,  n.  Fa.  Lat.  Jto  m  Mr  ms,   L>  i  rd   was  a  title  commonly 

given  to  Muuks-  12973.  1303A»  fr\    See  the  n.  on  ver. 

9684.  It  it  also  prefixed  by  Chaucer  to  the  names  of 

other  jwrfc m  b  of  ml  I  aer  t*.   Z*  o  n  J  rrftt.  8893.  Da»  B«r- 

Hi'it.  15318.    DonCaton.  14977. 
Dancx,  r.  Fr.    T'.  r  eld*  danr*.  47ir.  12013.  The  old  game. 

See  R.  4300.  T*  iiL  GUC   The  French  have  the  some 

phrase.         #fa  it  aatt  d*  la  vleitU  dante.  Cotgrave. 
Danoxb,  n.  Fr.  A  dangerous  kituaUon,   In  tianptr.  665. 

See  the  note;  nod  K.  I4?fc— Cuyncsa    Bparinguei*.  It. 

1147-  T.  iU  3£M-    With  dtinprr.  6103.  Sparingly. 
pAxofLHova.  o/tf.  Difficult;  gating.  519.  5733. 
Ixairrav  pr.  m  8708.  1477  K  LWt^Fi,«o,  See  the  n. 

ooa  ver,  67  It",  and  Glc**»  In  v.  Lavender. 
D  a  itlc-G  ha  v.  13H13.   The  colour  which  ia  called  in  Fr. 

FuMsaefd.  See  vcr.fi  18. 
Dau^  if.  Sax.  To  stare.  13fXKt 

ItABJEA.  ft  of  a  J4n/7^'#fif  Historian  of  the  Trojan  war. 
F.  Ill,  379.  Dtu  107a 

Pa  sau  na,  r.  Flu  Dtsrcner.  Lat.  D?ra  turn  are.  To  Con- 
test 1611.  1Q33. 

Dasr,  n.  Sax,  A  spear,  or  javelin.  The  darf  fa  a«(/e  up 
for  tirpiniict.  56S7.  There  ia  an  allusion  to  the  tame 
custom  in  Lydg.  Trag.  Sfi. 

And  oft  It  happeneth ,  he,  that  hath  best  ron, 
Doth  not  the  rpere  liko  his  desert  possede. 

Dassw,  pr.  U  pi.  of  Dabs,  v.  Sax.  Grow  dim-sighted. 
10980. 

Dacpt,  v.  Fr.  To  conquer.  P.  153,  col.  1,  1. 10.  R.  4764. 
Taal  *e  with  love  may  daunted  be.  Orig.  4444.  Qui  par 


>  dawn.  1678.  9716. 

Day  break.  14888.  L.  W.  2183. 
Dawss,  n,  pL  for  Da  vn,  1 1492.  The  Saxon  J  ia  frequently 

expressed  by  it-  at  well  aa  by  y. 
Davb,  n  &ax.   Day ;  Time.  9012.  At  my  day.  16495.  At 
the  any  a[i|mink'd  to  me.   To  graunt  him  dayet  of  (he 
rtmtmant.   1079.  To  permit  him  to  pay  the  remainder 
at  eertalo  data,  by  instalments 
D  a  a  v  h  4TP  p*trL  pa.  Lat.  Glided.  B.K.  598. 
Dbratr,  *.  F*.   To  fight.  l.TJiff. 

arfjl  Fh.    Courteous.  M.  118,  col.  2,  1.  37. 

ot  pari,  pm.  Fh,  Cut  down.  It.  843. 
ATS,pr.  n.   DotxmtuB.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  4. 
,  v.  Sax.   To  grow  dead-  F.  ii.  44. 
■  ftart*  pa.    Itaml.  ~nt»\. 
Dsn i. b v .  odj .Jsax,    1 1 . .  v  .  1 1 ■ .  1  1 .  i  deat 1 1 1352.  Bo.  v.  pr.  6. 
Dsdcit,  w.  F*.   Fleaau™.  2179- 
D»r*rr.  Dbi-ajtbd,  pari.  pa.  Fr,  Waeted.  T.  V.  618. 
Dktamb,  *.  Fa.   Infamy.  14467. 

v.  Fl  To make  infamous.  3149. 
D  exacts,  m.  Fr.  Want.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  3.  DsrAurits,  pL 
Defects.  7392. 

Dxrswna,  e.  Fa.  To  forbid.  7416.  1693a— To  ransom.  It. 
7088. 

Derives,  n.  Fa.  Prohibition.  T.  iiL  13a 
DamftABB,  v.  Fa.  To  define ;  to  make  a  definition  of. 
Bo.  r.  pr.  1. 

Dajoaaa.  *.  Fa.  A  atair,  or  set  of  steps.  R.  45  —  ltank  in 
life.  9001. 

Dun  a*,  pa,  t  |JK  of  Dry  a,  p.  Sa  x.  Died.  7483. 
Dsjkb  for  Duajf,  in/,  aa.  of  Dcvs,  v.  Sax.  To  die.  L.  W. 
1179. 

Dantooa,  a<tj.  Fnr   Diadalnfot.  393a 

Danrrxa,  n.  Fa.  Value  a  tblnx  of  value.  Hathdriniee. 
4589.  Tallies  highly.  ToM  ncMntvoA  5?9a  Set  no 
value  upon.  It  wot  faimte.  8tm  1(  was  a  valuable 
thing.  See  also  T.  1L  164. 

Dxjwtsoo*! afy  Choice*  valuabld.  8141. 

L>ava,  *,  Fn.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  Sjx. 

Daa*  a>  Sax.  A  part.  Pcvrr  a  fat  3088.  Not  a  bit.  Every 
Dftua,  v.  Sax.  To  divide.  7831. 


DcLiBERs,  v.  Fa.  To  deliberate.  M.  118,  ool.  2, 1.  12.  T. 
iv.  16% 

Dklicacir,  m.  Fr.  Pleasure.  14397' 

Dklicrx,  n.  ftl>  Fa.  Delights.  15471. 

Delis,  adj.  Fjl  &rttf*  Thin ;  slender.  Bo.  L  pr.  1. 

Dklit,  h,  Fak  De-llght.  7457. 

DKLiTAnr.Xt       Fn.  Deleeiahle.  7938.  8075. 

riKMvEH.       Fr,  Nimble.  84.  Con/.  Am.  177.  b. 

DaLtvssLv  C#s>   Quickly.  15422. 

Dtxrr*si*B-*T  «,  Fiu    AplUty.  M.  110,  col.  1, 1.  66. 

Dsxva.  v.  Sax.   Tt>dlft.  538. 

Deli'vy,  n  Lat.  Deluge.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  6. 

Dxmainb.  v.  Fr.   To  manage.  F.  ii  451. 

  n.  Fr.   Management  14583. 

Drmb,  r.  Sax.   To  Judge,  im 
Dkmoniak,  n.  Fa.  On*  pnawt  by  a  devil.  7822. 
|  Dent,  n.  Sax.  A  stroke-  F.  1L  26.  See  Dint. 

Dknwebe,  n.  D-mbt.  5*.   ThU  interpret  at  lop  suits  well 
I     enough  with  the  only  paaiajri!  tn  which     have  found 
this  word.  T  L--L323.  b  butlahould  W  glad  to  aee 
|     some  ot  Lot  I  naiancc  of  the  uae  of  it 

JPf  fvjr  tficvxJfQ  anrnft*  4451*,   In  Ood'a  name  I  agree. 
I  Dkraut,     Fa.  To  part   to  distribute.  779& 
DrPKJsrr,  pnrU  pa.  Flu   1'alnted.  12884. 
Dbooacb,  v.  To  shake  down,  q   T.  L.  if  3S7.  b. 
Dbrb,  v.  Sax.  To  hurt-  1894.  10554.  14007. 

 orfJtSAX.  Dear.  2*55. 

sx.    Darling.  37t)l. 
L  adj.  Sax.  Precious ;  valued  at  a  high  rate. 
Bo.ii.pr.  1. 
Djekmc,  adj.  Sax.  Becret-  mWk  3237. 
Dkrrb,  comp.  of  DkHK-    Dearur.  1484  T.  i.  174. 
Dxs,  F.  iii.  270-   Aa  I 

Dbbcsnsorib,  n.  Fa.  A  ves»1  used  fn  Chemistry  for  the 

extraction  of  oils  per  tUttnwMtn-  WfflK 

DsflCarvRH,  inf.  pi.  Fa.  To  describe.  10354. 
i  Dkatkous.  &ftj.  Fa.  Eager.  1(037. 
I  ]1e*olat,  jffirt.  pt\.  Lat.  Abandoned ;  distressed.  6285. 
i  D  sierra,  p.  Fa.  Malicious  snuer.  94a 
I  Dasmtntt.  adj.   Apjjrvt-i  csfi      ^  hh. 

DcAerrooaLv,  tfifr,   Angrily.  8411. 

Dasrauui,    Fa,  To  undriH*  8250. 

Dcmtrktmr,  v.  Fa.  To  rex    to  omitrain.  1818.  17110. 

De^TKRa,  pi.  Pn    A  vflr  lion*.    Lat.  lifjlivrrfH/,  13841. 

Da>Tarav  Dun-iinn,*.  Fa   To  destroy.  1339.  17110.— C.  D. 
1605.  Hearrfrd  should  bcDrarW^f. 

Dktsrmixat,  part,  pa*  Lat.  Fixed   determined.  7041. 

Dsttslks,  adj.   Free  frtim  debt,  584. 

Dbvb,  adj.  Sax.  Deaf.  J  5734. 

miMfcjtk  Fa.  Dleoctiotlr  BIB-  R.  »H74. 

p.  Fa,   To  direct  to  order.  14ia  1427— To  relate. 
7486.  79^8.-^  3080    >f  pot«(  slrrtaV.  Fa. 

Davmn,  n.  Fa.  Duty.  2600.  TIV/#  fa«/  afode  and  did  (ser 

PSVflRE.  P  L.  331. 
Dbv,  n.  See  the  n-  on  ver-  485?. 
Dbvr,  v.  Sax.  To  die  «W7-  7^!0. 
Dkvrr,  n.  Sax.   A  Dyer.  364. 

Diaprbd,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Diveralfled  with  flourishes,  dec. 
2160.  R.  934. 

Dichb,  r.  Sax.  To  dig ;  to  surround  with  a  ditch.  L.W.  7na 

Droa  for  DrsiuR.  6547- 

 pa.  t.  of  Do.  e.Rax.  3421,  Dmxp.  pa.  f.  pi.  7073. 12901. 

Dir.  v.  Sax.    Ta  tin  (re-  R.  1700. 
Diktb,  n.  Fr.  Daily  food,  43?. 

liiFKAHc,  n.  I" it.   Bad  TFputatlnn.  84(6.  f*W&  Fee  Dbpamx. 
Dioestaplc,  ird/.  Lat,  Katy  tr>  be  digested.  4X>. 
DioK4Tirask  a  pL  Fr.   Things  to  help  digestion.  14967. 
DmMT.r.HAx.   To  dispote,  J4447— To  drew.  6349,  17261 

Dift  n  tL.  adj.  Fsv  Worthy.  29  J  a  51  Bft^— Frond  j  disdainful-  51 9, 
lit  kb,  e.  Sax.  To  dig  to  make  ditch**.  53a 

D  r  L  A  r  ATlOSf ,  it,  I  ■"ft.    F.ii  L  tir^r  in  f  u  t .  ■!'.",' 

Dipt,  p.  Sax.  as  Dtfrr.   Thundrr-dint.  5&lsa  T.  V.  1504. 

A  stroke  of  t bunder. 
Dio*c»«rDRs<  pr.  n.  of  a  Greek  writer  on  Plants,  whose 

work  ia  extant  432. 


GLOSSARY. 


Dm  array*  m  Ft   Disorder*  F,  166,  col.  1,  L  62. 
IhhU'.h  '<t     r*  Fa-   To  drive  bflcL  T.  IK  All. 
DuAriKTuft*.  n,  Fr.  Misfortune.  T,  ir-  Jfitf. 
Dianj-AMH,  r,  pn+  To  clear  from  blame,  T-  1L  1?. 
DiacfiMfrruBa,  n.  Fa,  Defeat.  1010, 
D*acu*roM\  n.  Fx.  Displeasure.  llStiB, 
DifcoMroiiTM,  **  Ft   to  dlamurage*  3706, 
D/ssctjvgKTR,  ao/.  Fa-       JwcocYr£^,  P.  m,  cot.  S,  L  St, 

Un™vBf*d.    j4  ifcii»wwTi 
D^oxiNOtrs,  odj.  Ft  Disdainful.  R,  7411 
Drnxvcxa*.**  h#  Fit.   Diminution*  R.  K.  f03- 

.  ■  r-  ncut,  h'fu    T"  -h*  r.-:-.--,  IU  v.  |.r.  6 

iUhFiaunc.  n.  Fr.    Deformity.  QMS, 

Dieiiaarrao*  part  pa.  Ft    Disinherited  ;  stripped  of  po*- 

tea-Jan*,  tflffi.  I**  W.  luffit 
DibHivKiK,  parr,  pa.  Flu 


r .  part,  pa,  I'k.    1 i 1 n ■  b- ■■  I i < ■  n t .  A.  J  .  *::>. 
Hi  oiii>i[\n>,  port  pa-  Fa.  Disorderly.  P.  103,  ooL  i.  L  3, 
RisonoiJiATx,  .idj,  LaT*   Disorderly,  P.  166.  ooL  l(L  14. 
D  i*ohoi.v  a  irwcR,  h.  Fft.   Irrefulari  ty.  F,  L  If, 
DisraRAux,  a*  Ft   A  disparagement  8784, 
Disrx*c*,  ft,  Ft    Expeoe*.  +41  6843. 
DifiriuHci,  n.  Pt   Despair.  T.  it  330l 
Dwimw,  adj.  Angry  to  exceaa  MS,  Bee 
DEan.xBA*raT     Fa.   Dhpleasure,  11,  5436- 
Dwoni,  v,  Lat,   To  dispose.   Do.  ir.  pr,  & 

tr,  h.  Fa.  Deport  Sport }  diTorslon*  377. 
To  Unifli   T  lit  11  ffl, 

,  UnderfaJuIn^.MJ^coLlJ.^ 
w,  a,  Fr.  Dilute,  D348,  lint.    TTti  ebryfe  a/ 
fJssr  rou/a  svids  a  WjiriTRaOtti*,  P.  L.  300* 
I  hsm-m  lv.  adV.  Irregularly*  R-  401)0. 
iJi-BJHLLa,  v-  Ft   To  -i.-  ■■  mble  J ,_ :_ 
IiiMiiiJULiNCft,  *,  pJY  Ft  Dissembling*.  10am 
Disronrq,  pMrf.  pd.  Ft  Dissonant-  H.  4948, 
lny.TAiaK,  p.Fil   To  discolour;  to  take  away  the  colour, 

T.JL  840.  L.W.B74. 
D(*ti*ct»  *.  Lat,  Tu  distinguish.  R.  6109. 
Djsti  kgurp,  part  pn,  Fr,  Distinguished,  Ro,  II.  pr.  a. 
Dt**waHLco*  pit.  t  Ft  Disturbed*  K.  17 1 1 
insTRsv^t  tu  Fa,   To  constrain.  P.  148,  coL  a,  I.  ta.  See 

Dinnim-aix,  r,  Fa,  To  disturb.  P  14a.  col-  1, 1.  22.  Dil  524. 

Ihhrua?,*,  iv  Ft   To  turn  aside-   T,  111.  719. 

Drra,  v.  Ft   To  dictate  ;  to  write-   R.  H7tt6\ 

IJrrjiH,     p|P  f a,   tfuylnns,  ditties-  F,  H  114. 

lijTi'H.  pr.  Wt   Dictri  rrt-N  i^ln,  F.  lii,  3^3. 

DfVKKsE+  acfjT.  Fr.    DjflorenL.  4631. 

 ,  p.  To  QiYermlfy,  T.  1IL  1753. 

DjvtvB,  n.  for  Bivimiy.    R<  64HJ1. 
l>]VMijn-ftic,  n.  Fa..  A  divinr.  ^81 X 
Do,  Vh  Sax.   Seo  the  E^nay.  \i:  n.  37. 
—  fttr  Imx,  par;,  pa,  M,  1^  c<d,  U 1 34* 
D<ia\d.  part.  pr.  Doing.  R.  YJtM. 

Door  ML,  ad>.  deriToci .  1  tiii^poid.from  fhio;  so  that  Armf- 
dofffrel  in  ver.  138&3.  may  be  uaderstoftd  to  menu  wbut 
in  French  tn^ht  he  eollod  /i*pt*  di  chicru  (5oe  C<>tgr4if0> 
in  tr.  Ouxn.  *'  fAotr  ch(eM ;  A  paultriu  tiling  ■>  a 
trifle;  trawl],  tnimperie,"* 

Dooo*  won  tub  Hofft  ffi^l.  9088-  A  dog  mid  In  shooting 

Do**,  n  6<as_   A  duck.  3571 

Dole,  n,  &ax.  as  ftai-  R. 

 — ♦  n,  Ft   flriffh  itiotiraittjt,   R.  29*9. 

1>ocyx*>  pari.  pa.  of  Datva,  v.  Six,  fluiiiid.  4070. 

D<mnx,  U'f/i  Sax.    Dumb.  77'!- 

l>o>it  fi.  Sax,   Judgement,  ooin Inn  KQW*. 

( SiMA n,  fi-  Fax-   A  j udac  1 44<«- 

IKurarr,  n.  A  erixnmax;  the  elements  of  any  art ;  from 
,1!J  jus  iVmatUfi,  a  Roman  GramDiarixn,  wltosc  LnlrtKiuo 
tion  to  the  U\Uil  ianauaae  [inttr  (framw.  Vtt.  tntrch.  p, 
17V  )  WAftcumthonLy  rexd  In  schools.  T-  U  li.  fol-  m 


Doaua  fTj  par/,       Ft  Fixed  .  ready*  35ij+  L^ii 

|Hl  ta  dorim.iant  A  rdticrf,  " 
DoxroLTK,  ft.  Ft  A 

room.  7437. 
DotfEXi  Mm  Ft   A  doxen.  Jflft. 

Depart ,  n.  Ft   A  haaaet  to  be  carried  on  the  back.  F 

lit  B50, 
Dora.  b.  Sax,  To  be  1 


Doth,  imp.  m.  t  per,  pi.  of  Da  @R3i,  tto  ye, 

Dotjczd.  F.  ilL  131.  may  per  baps  pea  corruption  of  Dcunfe 

of  Lydsato'a  MS.  Ball.  & ia™tr*""*~*"  ™  *  "» 

"  Ta^rr  wr<  frwnprj  and  \rttmpeit»t 


.  4SD. 


fHworrraiif *  a.  pi.  Sax,   Daughter*,  4l«33u 

Doutakci,  «.  Fa*  DonbLT.tir.fi63, 

ttorjn,  e.  Fa.   To  *ear.  R-  H»89. 

Dowtuta*.  DovTXLxa,  ode.  Without  doubt  5 

DoiiTOu*,  mtj.   DoubtfuL  T.  W 

iTvutre  were.  Fa,   From  bcywnd  sea-  Dn,  U% 

Dowatrz,  n.  Ft   Dower.  *7M. 

DaAnn*  Dhajj,  pa.  t.  $  pari,  of  Ufa**,  **  Si 


Draf,  a.  Sax, 

food.  17346- 


P.  1".  S3,  b. 

ft.fi7n9.   See  the  note;  rmd  V.  ft  44,  h. 
fldtSAx.   Or  a  brown  or  dun  colour.  T.  if. 
A,  F.  334. 


DaAFTT*  adi.  Sax.  Ofnoi 
Dn*«*siT  a,  pi.  Fx.  Drvp  4itt 

n.  Sax,  Fear;  DoubL    VitAosieriB  dreaV.  444*, 

douhL   OHtafdrntt.  63li    Chit  of  duubt. 
1 .  Sax.  To  fear.  2%&.    Daxn  pa.  1 1 


T.Htfli 

Drowned.  llflOO.  3 


Dmnirr.  pa.  t  4  part  of 
Daracua.  r-  Sax,  To 

 p*  Hint.  Sax.  Tu  be  drowned.  35ai. 

Daxxiftxafta,  n.  Sax*   Sorrow,  R_  <7S8_ 
Daxnv»  atfj.  Sax.   SorrowfaL  T.  I.  13. 
Dr*ims,  i\  Fa.   To  addrcaa;  apply* 
Daxrcaa,  v.  act.  Sax,   To  Tex ;  to  trouble.  1*  it  1471. 
Da  trot  xDj  purr  pa.   Oppressed  j  troubled.  HSKS. 
Am.  7tL 

DRBTCHi,  p.  «ruL  Sax.   To  delay,  T.  IL  JS64.  Jr.  |44aV 

CoH/,  .  J  r^r.  17;!. 
1 1 H  tTi  '  H  I  V  'i^  *  I .    I  kt'ljkV,  T.  iJL  ftV.1 

Dara.  v.  Sax,   To  suffer.  IL  439ft  7484,  T.  t.  SW,  3* 
i>Rirt  r.  S*x.   To  drive.  R  tjft| 
Dai  iaxLas,  a</>  Sax.   Without  drink.  T,  il.  716, 
Dao?,KKt,Eiv,  Gireu  to  drink.  762i  lS4fit  P  P4t 

llMon^ffi  part  pa,  uf  Uwsi,  ^  Sax_   Drunk,  7«1. 
DaoutiU,  pu.  i.  cf  Draw,  p.  Sax.   Drew.  X,  V,  1S37,  L  ^ 
1467- 

Dhovv,  adj.  Sax.  Dirty.  P.  165,  cut  I,  L  63. 

DuuiaiK,  n.  Ft   Courtship  ;  saltan  try.  13H33.  R.  844 — 
A  mistress.  R.  >j64.   See  Du  Congo,  in  t.  DatsaxiA* 

TJi^  n-ui-t-r         ]Hvrimfi^  in-  [im[  4iHF,;,.a^i  1 1 1       Oh  f  I 
lowing  description  of  a  Dmt.  or  L^r,  by  1 
Aesmjir  a  rruvciifal  p*vt-  SLS-  CrofM.  ful.  ccxvur. 

Den  pace  ama  drb/.  <ji  non  e»  geh>s, 
El  pauc  auul,  qi  non  est  aims, 
Kt  paoe  amaa  q.i  Ron  ss  sol*  t  tiiT 
Kt  pane  ania.  qi  non  fa  tradoi  ; 
Mail  rant  4  amor  q.1  hen  est  enreioe 
Fn  dola  plorar  nnn  fait  qatone  ris, 

ttant  cu  U  qnier  merceen  geaoUloa* 
E  la  mi  co.pa  etml  met  ochabew. 
Ft  I  Algua  id  rur  aval  per  mer  lo  u«. 
Ft  ela  m  fal  un  retard  omoros. 
Ft  eu  U  baia  la  bacha  eii  ols  amdos. 
A  done  mi  par  un  Soi  de  j 


Da  root,  if.  Sax,   Todra^.  14  IB. 

DonitED,  part  pa.  Sax.  Created  a  knight,  P,  164,  rot  L 
1-  S4,  Ttie  phrase  j«  derived  frrmt  tAr  Atrw*^,  witb  * 
Hword  or  otherwise,  which  Was  always  a  principal  0-7*- 
mony  at  the  creation  of  a  knlajhL  At  D»V»m.  IsUr-4 
sifrnlfies  <o  Un*r.  This  rfroft*  In  French  *„  called  U 
toW,   See  t'Ordmt  dt  Ckt*aUri*t  par  Hue  de  Tatori*. 


GLOSSARY. 


4GA 


w.  944.  acq.  published  by  M.  Bsrhsian.  1759.  and  Da 

Cange,  in  t.  Aulpa  Miutarm. 
Dubtbk,  n.  Fb.  Duty ;  what  is  due  to  any  one.  8034. 6973. 
Dolls,  ».  art.  Sax.  To  make  dull  16581. 

 v.  Mil.  Sax.  To  grow  doll.  R.  4798. 

2hca  a  in  (A*  mtr«.  16094.  See  /toy'*  Proverbial  8imllles, 

p.  Sid.  At  dull  as  Dun  in  the  mire.  I  suppose  Dun  was 

s>  nickname  given  to  the  Asa,  from  his  colour,  as  well  as 

BumeU.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  15318. 
Dou,v.  Fa.  To  endure.  1368.  11148. 
DuBBttts,  ft.  Fb.  Hardship ;  sererity.  R.  3547. 
Dtsjkxo,  pa.  t  Sax.  Grew  dark,  or  dim.  2808. 
Dirrsx.  3062.  as  Dubtbb. 

Dwalb,  ».  Sax.  A  sleeping-potion.  4159.  C.  L.  998. 
Dwxuuroa,  n.  pi  Sax.  Delays.  Bo.  L  m.  1.  Moras.  Orig. 
Dvnio,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Wasted.  R.  360. 


Eared,  par L  pa.  Ploughed.  F.i.  485.  See  Ebb. 
Bbbaikb.  adj.  Hebrew.  4900. 

Bcxxbhabt,  n.  An  eooleslastioal  person.  710.— The  book 
of  Eoriesiastes,  or  Boolcsiagricus.  6833. 

Bears,  adj.  Sax.  JElce.  Each  one,  every  one,  of  any  num- 
ber. 39.  668.  1134. 

_  v  Sax.  To  add.  F.  ill.  975.— To  add  to ;  to  encrease 

T.L708. 

Emp»)  pr.  n.  CEdipua.  T.  It.  300. 

Erracr,  n.  Fb.  Substance.  7033.  9872. 

Eft.  adv.  Sax.  Again.  1671.  5814.  10945. 

E moors,  EmoHxa,  adv.  Sax.    Soon  after;  presently. 

3480.  5389.  6390. 
Koautsb,  n.  Fb.  Equality.  P.  169,  coL  1,  L  5. 
E«bb,  Eobb,  adj.  Fb.  Sharp.  P.  J  48,  col.  8,  L  60.  R.  817. 
Boo*,  v.  Sax.  To  Incite.  P.  169,  col.  1,  L  68. 
Eooxmemt,  n.  Sax.  Incitement  5868. 
EocDfO.  fi.  10009.  as  Eqormbbt. 
Eobbmouib.  n.  Fb.  Agrimony.  16368. 
Ribb  for  Aram.  3473. 

Ban*  n.  Sax.  Vinegar.  R.  917.  But  see  Br.  Ro.  cxrr. 
Vvnegar  avseU  other  alegar^-And  cxt.  Vynegar  other 
mvselL 

Flat,  part.  pa.  Lat.  Elated.  14173. 
Elok,  ».  Sax.  Old  age.  6797.  10054. 
■        v.  Sax.  To  make  old.  R.  391, 8. — e.  neut  To  grow 
old.  R.39&. 

Elbnoe,  a*lj.  Strange.  6781.  See  the  note;  but  I  much 
dktrust  the  etymology  there  proposed  from  Gloss.  Ur. 
In  ver.  13158,  it  seems  to  signify  Dull,  Chearless  ;  as  in 
P.  P.  111.  b.  Hevp-chered  I  ptde,  and  blbwob  in  herte. 
And  so  perhaps  it  should  be  understood  in  the  paamgw 
quoted  from  C.N.  115.  and  P.  P.  3  b.  and  46  b. 

SiXBWBffBsu,  M.  R.  7406.  in  the  Orig.  Soucpt  Care; 
trouble. 

Blfb.  ft.  Sax.  A  witch.  5171— A  faery.  6455. 
BLT-qoftftB,  ft.  Queen  of  elves  or  faeries.  6448.  13780. 4. 
Eu,  pr.  n.  7472.  seems  to  be  pat  for  Eub.  Seel  Kings  a  1ft 
Bub,  pr.  n.  Elijah.  7608.  The  Carmelites  pretend  that 

Elijah  was  the  founder  of  their  order. 
Buesft*  pr.  ft.  Elisha,  the  disciple  of  Elijah.  7698. 
Kxxsa,  adv.  Sax.  Else.  377.  1153,  EIU$  what.  F.  ill.  651. 

Any  thing  else.  KlUtwher.  8115.  13520.  Elsewhere. 
Elvis*, adj.  Sax.  Faery  like;  fantastic*.  16810.  16310.— 

In  ver.  13633,  it  seems  to  signifle  thy,  reserved. 
Ketbbijbb.  c  Fb.  To  btautifle.  L.  W.  1735. 
Embolob.  v.  Fb.   To  make  bold.  C.  L.  1 147. 
Rxboysssment,  ft.  Fb.  Ambush.  M.  118, 00L  8, 1. 65. 
Ejubovukd,  port.  pa.  Fb.  Embroidered.  89.  L.  W.  110. 
Ban,  n.  Sax.  Uncle.  T.  ii  168. 

Emvobth,  prep.  Sax.  Even  with.  Emfobth  my  might 
8837.  Even  with  my  might ;  with  all  my  power.  Em- 
roBTH  my  wit  T.  1L  243.  To  the  utmost  of  my  under- 
standing. It  is  a  corruption  of  epenpopS,  which  occurs 
at  length  in  P.P. 66.  b.  BvairroKTM  with  thyself e.  and 
168.  b.  He  did  equitiefor  all,  mrtutronru  his  power. 

Bmni,  v.  Fb.  To  impair ;  hurt  10072- 

Kanauns,ft.FB.  Empress.  6828.  11360. 


Emplabtbb,  v.  Fb.  To  plaister  over.  10171- 
Emplib,  v.  To  infold ;  to  involve.  Bo.  v.  m.  1.  ImpUcat 
Orig. 

Emfoisonkr,  ».  Fb.  A  poisoner.  18888. 
Emprbwb,  v.  neut.  Fb.  To  crowd.  9458.  16530. 
Empbibb,  n.  Fb.  Undertaking.  8548. 
Emptb,  v.  Sax.  To  empty.  16800. 

Enbattelxed,  part.  pa.  Fb.  Indented,  like  a  battlement 
14866. 

Enbibinq,  part  pr.  Lat.  Imbibing.  16288. 
Enrobed,  part  pa.  Fb.   Embosque".  Sheltered  in  a  wood. 
Du.  353. 

E.nbohssd,  part.  pa.  Fa.  Emboss*.  Raised.  L.  W.  1198. 
En  brack,  v.  Fb.  To  take  hold  of.  8888. 
Enhraidb,  v.  Fb.  To  embroider.  L.  W.  8340. 
E»cairaB,  n.  Fa.  Incense.  2279. 

  r.  Fa.  To  burn  incense.  15863.  To  burn  incenne 

to.  15880. 

Enchaupimo,  n.  Fb.  Heat  P.  168,  col.  1,  L  17. 
Encheson,  ft.  Fa.  Cause ;  occasion.  10770.  M.  1 16.  coL  2.  L  48. 
Encorpobimo,  part  pr.  Fb.  Incorporating.  16883. 
Endelono,  prep.  Sax.  Along.  8680.  11304  — adv.  Length- 
ways. 1903. 
Endettkd,  part  pa.  Fa.  Indebted.  16202. 
Endite,  r.  Fb.  To  dictate ;  relate.  2743. 
Endoutb,  v.  Fb.  To  doubt ;  to  fear.  R.  1664. 
Kmdbib,  v.  Sax.  To  suffer  C.  L.  787.  941. 
Enkb,  pr.  n.  jEneas.  4484. 
En  si dos.  pr.  ft.  Virgil's  JEneis.  15365. 
Enpamined,  part  pa.  Fa.  Hungry.  L.  W.  2418. 
Knprctb,  v.  Fa.  To  infect  16441. 

part.  pa.  Infected.  C.  L.  817. 


Enforce,  v.  Fb.  To  strengthen.  5928. 
Enforced,  part  pa.  Constrained  by  force.  P.  169,  col.  9,  L 18. 
Enkortune,  v.  Fb.  To  endow  with  a  certain  fortune. 
C.  M.  106. 

Enobndbubs,  n.  Fb.  Generation.  5716.  5719. 

Bftonrsn,  part  pa.  Fb.  Hacked;  tortured.  15066. 

Enolltino.  16234.  Rather  Enlitino.  Stopping  with  clay. 

Engrjcoox,  v.  Fb.  To  aggravate.  P.  169,  col.  9, 1.  38. 

Enorbve.  v.  Fa,  To  hurt  R.  3444. 

En  ha  un  me,  v.  Fb.  To  raise.  1436. 

Enhaunsed,  part  pa.  Raised.  9848. 

Enhokt,  v.  Fb.  To  exhort  2853. 

Enlaced,  part  pa.  Fb.  Entangled.  Bo.  v.  pr.  1. 

Enlanoocbbd.  part  pa.  Fb.  Faded  with  languor.  R.  7309. 

Enlbvkn,  num.  Sax.  Eleven.  17317. 

Enli  mink,  r.  Fb.  To  illuminate.  7909. 

Enoint,  part  pa.  Fb.  Anointed.  2063. 

Ensbxbd,  part  pa.  Fa.  Sealed  up ;  kept  secret  T.  v.  151. 

Enspibb,  v.  Fb.  To  inspire.  6. 

Ensurb,  v.  Fb.  To  assure.  18«77.  12971. 

Entailer  n.  Fb.  Shape.  R.  162.  3711. 

Entailed,  part.  pa.  Fb.  Curved.  R.  140. 

Entalentb,  v.  Fb.  To  excite  Bo.  v.  pr.  5. 

Entbnd,  v.  Fb.  To  attend.  5857.  H00I. 

Entxndemxnt,  ft.  Fb.  Understanding.  T.  iv.  1696. 

Entbntb,  n.  Fa.  Intention.  1489. 

EiwTBimr,  adj.  Fb.  Attentive.  9165. 

Emtbrchanoedbn,  pa.  t  pL  Fa.  Exchanged.  T.  iiL  1374. 

Enterkedlxd,  part  pa.  Fb.  Intermixed.  R.  906. 

Entrrmrtb,  v.  Fb.  To  interpose.  6416.  R.  8966. 

ENTBRPABr,  v.  Fb.  To  share.  T.  L  503. 

EwTrn  HRD,  part  pa.  Fb.  Bntaehi.  It  is  applied  indiffer- 
ently to  things  and  persons  marked,  or  endowed,  with 
good  or  bad  qualities.  Entetched  and  de/ouled  with  vrel 
Bo.  (v.  pr.  3.  Stained  and  denied  with  evil— The  best 
entetched.  T.  v.  838.   Endowed  with  the  best  qualities. 

Entrkb.  ».  Fa.  Entry.. 1985. 

Entkkmbrs,  n.  pi.  Fr.  "  Choice  dishes  served  in  between 

the  courses  at  a  feast.  Cotg."  R.6831. 
Entribb,  v.  Fb.  To  deceive.  R.  164/. 

 To  intangle.  A.  F.  403. 

KMTVNBn,  part  pa.  Fb.  Tuned.  183. 
Entvnbs,  n.  pL  Fr.  Songs ;  tunes.  Du.  309. 
Knvenimb,  v.  Fr.  To  puison.  6056. 
Knvkniwino,  n.   Poisoning.  9934. 
En  vie,  v.  Fb.  To  vie ;  to  contend.  5784.  Du.  406. 
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Environ,  adv  Fa,  About.  C.  L.  1031.  Con/.  Am.  139.  b. 

  v.  Fr.  To  surround.  R.  7067- 

Envolupbd,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Wrapt  up.  12876. 

Envynkd.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  344 

Epistolis,  Lat.  Epistles.  4475. 

Equipolbncbs,  n.  pi  Fa.   Equivalents.  R.  712ft. 

Er,  adv.  Sax.  Before.  3787-— Before  that  4193.  263ft. 

E  rands,  n.  Sax.  A  message ;  an  errand.  Du.  134. 

Erb,  v.  Fr.  To  plough.  888. 

Ereos  for  Eros,  pr.  n.  Or.  Lore.  1376. 

Erkb,  adj.  Sax.   Weary ;  sick.  R.  4867* 

Erly,  adv.  Sax.  Early.  811.  2491. 

Ermb,  v.  Sax.  To  grieve.  12246. 

Ermkpul.  See  the  n.  on  rer.  12236. 

Ermtn,  adj.   Armenian.  14344. 

Ernbst,  n.  Sax.  Zeal ;  studious  pursuit  of  any  thing. 
L.  W.  1285. 

Ernbstpul,  adj.  Serious.  9051.  T.  ii.  1727- 
Erratikb,  adj.  Fr.  Wandering ;  applied  to  the  Planets, 
T.  v.  1811. 

Erraunt,  part.  pr.  Fr.  Strolling;  applied  to  a  (hit/. 
17173 

Ers,  Erbk,  r.  Sax.  The  fundament  3732.  7272. 

Erst, adv.  superU  of  Er.  First  778.  At  erst  At  first; 
for  the  first  time.  8861.  15732.  13624.— It  is  sometimes 
redundant  Long  erst  or.  12596.  Long  before. 

Erthkxbs,  adj.  Sax.  Without  earth.  T.  Iy.  770. 

EscHAu.voK,  n.  Fr.  Exchange.  T.  It.  146. 

Eschbvb,  Eschub,  v.  Fr.  To  shun;  to  decline.  9686. 
C.  N.  114. 

EscuLAPrt's,  pr.  n.  431.    A  book  of  Medicine,  under  his 
name,  is  mentioned  by  Fabric.  BibU  Or.  t.  i.  p.  56.  n.  *. 
Ebb,  n.  Fr.  Pleasure.  57«9. 

 v.  To  accommodate.  2196. 

Esbd,  part.  pa.  2672.  See  the  n.  on  rer.  29. 
Eskmknt,  n.  Relief.  4177.  4184. 

Esib,  <*/>  Gentle;  light  Esie  sights.  T.  iii.  1369.  which 
passage  Lord  Surry  has  copied.  Songes,  Ac  p.  12.  **  And 
easy  sighes,  such  as  folkes  draw  in  love.** 

Esibr,  comp.  d.  Lighter.  0/ ester  avail.  C.  L.  116.  Of 
lighter,  or  less  value. 

Esilich,  adv.    Gently.  T.  i.  317. 

Esi'khus,  pr.  n.  Hesperus ;  a  name  of  the  Planet  Verms. 
B.  K.  613. 

Espiaillk,  n.  Fr,  Spying ;  private  watching.  6<X)5.  M.  112, 
col.  2, 1.  65. 

Ebpiritukll,  adj.  Fr.   Spiritual ;  heavenly.  R.  650.  672. 
Essoin  b,  n.  Fr.   A  legal  excuse.  P.  149,  col  2  1.  45. 
Ehtat,  Estate,  n.  Fr.    State;  condition.  203.  524.— Ad- 
ministration of  government  7600. 
Estatkxich,  adj.   Stately.  140. 

Ektrkb,  n.  pi.  Fr.  The  inward  parts  of  a  building.  1973. 
4293.  R.  de  la  R.  13367-   Car  il  *cct  d<  V  Hostel  les  at  res.  1 

Etkrnr.  adj.  Lat.   Everlasting.  1306. 

Ethk,  adj.  Sax.   Easy.  R.  3955.  T.  v.  850. 

EvANftiLKS,  n.  pi.  Fr.   Gospels.  5086. 

Evkn,  QjiJ.  8ax.  Equal.  An  even-cristen.  P.  155,  col.  I, 
1.  30.  159,  col.  2, 1.  57.    A  fellow-christian. 

Evenlikk,  adj.  Sax.    Equal.  Bo.  iv.  m.  6.  j 

 adv.   Equally.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  2.  ! 

Ever,  adj.  Sax.  Always.  Ever  in  on.  1773.  3878.  Conti- 
nually in  the  same  manner.  Ever  lenger  the  more. 
10718.  11772  See  P.  170,  coL  1, 1.  30.  where  this  elliptical 
phrase  is  expressed  at  length. 

Evbrich,  adj.  Sax.   Every  one  of  many.  373.  2194. 
  Each  o/ttro.  1188.  2098.  2101.  6986. 

Ew,  n.  Sax.   Yew.  2!>25. 

Exaltat,  part.  pa.  Lat.   Exalted.  6286.  I 

Exambtron.  13985.  is  explained  by  the  context  to  sfgnifie 
a  verse  of  six  fret.  It  usually  signifies  the  Heroic  verwe, 
but  here,  I  suppose,  must  be  understood  to  mean  the 
Iambic,  in  which  the  antient  Tragedies  were  44  communly 
versified." 

ExRcuTouR,  n.  Fr.   Executioner.  7592. 

Exwhtrice,  n.  Fr.   A  female  executioner.  T.  iii.  618.  ! 

Exorcisattonb,  n.  pi.  Fr.     Exorcisms;  conjurations.  ; 
F.  iii.  173.  ' 

Ex  pans  ykrxs.  1 15R7.  44  In  this  and  the  following  verses,  j 


the  Poet  describes  the  Alphonsine  Astronomical  tabs 
by  the  several  parts  of  them,  wherein  some  technic1 
terms  occur,  which  were  used  by  the  old  astronomer 
and  continued  by  the  compilers  of  those  tables.  CWfc 
years  are  certain  sums  of  years,  with  the  motions  of  tl 
heavenly  bodies  corresponding  to  them,  as  of  20, 40,  € 
Ac.  disposed  into  tables ;  and  Expans  yean  are  tl 
single  years,  with  the  motions  of  the  heavenly  bodi 
answering  to  them,  beginning  at  1,  and  con  tinned  on 
the  smallest  Collect  sum,  as  20,  dxc  A  Root,  or  Rmdi 
is  any  certain  time  taken  at  pleasure,  from  which,  ssi 
era,  the  celestial  motions  are  to  be  computed.  By  Pi 
porcionel  conveniences  are  meant  the  Tables  of  Propc 
tional  parts."  Gloss.  Ur.  "  Argument  in  astronomy 
an  arch  whereby  we  seek  another  unknown  arch  propc 
tional  to  the  first"  Chambers. 

Expxctaunt,  part.  pr.  Fr.  Waiting.  R.  457L 

ExpLBrrs,  v.  Fr.  To  perform.  R.  ei74. 

Ev.  n.  Sax.  An  egg.  14851.  16274.  But  at  it  were  agryp 
eye.  Con/.  Am*  22. 

 inter}.  10165. 

Eykw.ji.  pi.  Sax.  Eyes.  158.  201. 

Evrb  for  Air.  F.  ii.  419. 

Eyrish,  adj.  Aerial,  belonging  to  the  air.  F.  ii.  424.  457 
F. 

Fablk,  n.  Fr.  Idle  discourse.  R.  1439.  6603. 

Facondk,  n.  Fr.  Eloquence.  A.  F.  558. 

 adj.  Eloquent  Du.  926.  A.  F.  821. 

Fabrib,  n.  Fr.  The  nation  of  Faeries.  644L  See  the  not 
—Enchantment ;  the  work  of  Faeries.  9617.  10615.  Kii 
o/Faerie.  13101,  8.  Quene  qf  Faerie.  10190.  Contre* 
Faerie.  13731. 

Fain,  adj.  Sax.  Glad.  13241.  Than  was  I  as  rants  < 

/oule  of/ayre  morouse.  P.  P.  47.  b. 
 adv.  Gladly.  9949. 

Fainb,  v.  Fr  To  feign ;  to  dissemble  R>  3069.  To  ran 
and  travail  he  not/aineth.  R.  5685.  He  does  not  feis 
or  pretend,  only  to  labour ;  i.  e.  he  labours  seriously. 

Fairxhxdb,  n.  Sax.  Beauty.  R.  2484. 

Fajtour,  n.  Fr.  A  lazy,  idle  fellow.  P.  P.  32.  b.  33.  h.  F( 
tardy  Faiteor,  un  pareeseux,  pi  per.  La  combe. 

Falding,  n.  392.  3212.  "  A  kind  of  coarse  cloth.  Si 
ITe  derives  it  from  the  A.  S.  Fealb,  plica.  Ilowev 
that  may  be,  Helmoldus  (Chron.  Slav.  L  1,  c  1.)  spea 
of  indumenta  lanea,  probably  coarse  enough,  qua*  * 
appellamvs  Faldonbs  ;  and  Fallin  in  Irish,  according 
Lhuyd,  signifies  a  mantle.  Giraldus  Cambr.  (Top. 
Hi  born,  dist  3,  c.  10.)  describes  the  Irish  as  clothed 
phalingis  laneis,  vice  palliorum.  "  Faldyno  clot 
Amphibalus.  Birrus."  Prompt.  Parv.  "Rowcurr 
as  Faldyno  and  other  lyke.  Endromis.  Ampkilaltu 
Ibid.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Amphibalus. 

Fall  for  Fallen,  part-  pa.  P.  149,  ooL  1.  L  44. 

Falskn,  v.  Fr.  To  falsifie.  3175.— To  deceive.  R.  5416. 

Falwb.  adj.  Sax.   Yellow.  1366. 

Falwks,  n.  pi  Sax.   Harrowed  lands.  6*238. 

Famular,  adj.  Lat.  Domestick.  9658. 

Fan,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  16991. 

Fandb,  pa,  t.  of  Findb,  r.  Sax.   Found.  R.  2707. 

Fank,  n.   A  weathercock.  8872.   C.  D.  79. 

Fantasib,  n.  Fr    Fancy.  9451. 

Fantomk,  n.  Fr.  Any  false  imagination.  54."»7.  Etdire 
plusieurs  qu'ils  avoient  iti  bn  fantosme.  Froissart 

c.  63. 

Famck  v.  Fr.  Farder.   To  paint.  R.  2285. 

Fardki.,  n.  Fr.    A  burthen.  R.  5683. 

Fare,  r.  Sax.  To  go.  1397-  12985.   To /are  wcl .•  To  spsn 

to  be  happy  2437. 
Farkn,  Fare,  part.  pa.  7354.  7364.  13129. 
Farrs  for  Farrth,  4021. 
Faring,  part.  pr.  11244.  1394a 

Fare,  n.  seems  to  have  been  derived  from  the  French 
Faire ,  whenever  it  can  be  interpreted  by  the  word  A>i 
See  ver.  1811.  This  hote  farb.  ver.  3997.  For  which  t 
vardein  chidde  and  made  fark.  ver.  498ft  Wh 
amounteth  all  this  fark  ?  ver.  13133.    Brtvixt  us  tt 
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no  strange  pau.  T.  iv.  532.  And  leve  this  nice 
In  other  instances  it  follows  the  sense  of  the 
t.  Fare,  as  in  the  compound  words  Welfare, 
ugh/are,  Ac. 

n.  Sax.  Food ;  a  memL  C.  D.  175U  See  Spelman, 
?irma. 

>.  Fr.  Farcir.  To  stuff.  233. 

«.  F.  iii.  1050.  See  Laths. 

u  Fr.  Want  10757. 

dj.  Sax.   Glad.  5802.  as  Fain. 

Fr.  Faith.  3284. 

irfjlSAx.  Fair.  204.  234. 

dv.  Fairly ;  gracefully.  94.  275. 

b,  n.  Fr.  Weakness.  T.  ii.  863. 

r.  Sax.  To  fetch.  8942.  7136. 

3a  x.  Money.  6212.  In  R.  0044.  it  seems  to  signiile 

table  possessions  in  contradistinction  to  money,  or 

bles. 

v.  Fr.  To  infeoff ;  to  present.  T.  t.  1688.  C.  L.  932. 

Fa.  To  feign.  738. 
f.  Sax.  Cruel ;  destructive.  7584.  13758. 
n.  Sax.  Fellow  ;  companion.  6887* 
hip,  n.  Sax.  Company.  476. 
hipb,  v.  To  accompany.  Bo.  iv.  m.  1.  pr.  3. 
•  Sax.   Afield.  1524. 

pa.  t  pi.  of  Fbllb,  v.  Sax.  Felled ;  made  to  fall. 

ij.  Sax.  Many.  8793.  C.  L.  191. 

.  Sax.  TofeeL  6088.  To  have  sense.  11039  To 

re.  15623. 

Sax.   Skin.  T.  i.  91. 

,  n.  Fa.  All  sorts  of  criminal  violence.  1998. 
adj.  Fr.  Cruel.  R.  325a 

,  pr.  n.  The  country  of  Amason*.  868.  See  the  note, 
rrxx,  n,  Fr.  Womanhood.  4780.  I 
.  Sax.  An  enemy ;  the  devil  5200.  703a 
he,  adj.  Devilish.  5171.  5203.  | 
n.  12824.  The  name  of  the  Sections  of  Avicenne's  j 
rork,  entitled  Canun.  See  Canon.  | 
>,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Infeoffed.  9572. 
v.  Sax.   Far.  4013. 5078. 
romp.  48. 1852.  2062.  Further. 

V  superU  496.  Furthest.  1 
bred,  part.  pa.  of  Fbrk.  Terrified.  15392.  16392. 
124.  i 
idb,  pa.  t.  of  Fare.  1374.  34J7.  10775. 
pa.  UpL  164a  2119. 

Sax.  A  companion  ;  a  wife.  T.  iv.  791.  In  fere,  \ 
814.  Together ;  in  company, 
r  Firs.  R.  2471.  T.  i.  229. 

Sax.  Fear.  2346.  6ft*. 

Sax.  To  terrific.  T.  iv.  1483. 
v,  Ferforthly,  adv.  8 ax.  Far  forth.  962. 4992. 
i<tf.8Ax.  Strange.  4171. 
b  for  Pharmacib,  n.  Fr.  A  medicine.  2715. 
n.  Fr.  A  farm.  253. 

brb,  n.  Lat.  Infirmarius.  The  officer,  in  a 
as  house,  who  had  the  care  of  the  infirmary. 
>u  Cange,  in  v. 

adv.  Sax.  Before.  1057a  See  the  note. 
%  Fr.  Fierce.  16oa 

i.  Du.  654.  seq.  The  piece  at  chess  next  to  the 
nrhfch  we  and  other  European  nations  call  the 
;  though  very  improperly,  as  Hyde  has  observed, 
or  Phersan,  which  is  the  Persian  name  for  the 
piece,  signifies  the  King's  Chief  Counsellor,  or 
U.  Hist  Shahilud.  p.  88,  9. 

0,  n.  Sax.  A  farthing ;  any  very  small  thing.  No 
iff— of  press.  134.  Not  the  smallest  spot  of  grease. 
Sax.   Fist.  1273*. 

.  Fr.   Feast  10375. 

wo,  part.  pr.  Fr.  Feasting.  10659. 

1,  adj.  Used  to  feasts.  10595. 
it.  Sax.  A  vetch.  T.  ill  938. 
Fa.  Work.  8305. 

adj.   Well  made ;  neat.  157. 

r,  adv.  Neatly ;  properly.  124.  3205. 

'st,  part.  pa.  of  Fbcchb.  821.  2529.  5087. 


Fry.  n.  Fr.  Faith.  L.  W.  2508. 

Fsyrb,  n.  Fr.   A  fair,  or  market.  5803. 

Fiaunck,  a.  Fr.  Trust.  R.  5481. 

Fidbl.  n.  Sax.   A  fiddle.  298. 

Fill  for  Fell,  jm.  t  of  Fall.  1105.  2668. 

Finch,  n.  Sax.  A  small  bird.   To  pull  a  finch.  654.  was  a 

proverbial  expression,  signifying,  To  strip  a  man,  Oy 

fraud,  of  his  money.  JfC.  See  R.  5983. 

If  I  may  gripe  a  riche  man, 
I  shall  BQpu'le  him,  if  I  can. 
That  he  shall  in  a  fewe  stoundes 
Lese  all  his  markes  and  his  poundes.— 
Our  maidens  shall  eke  plucks  him  so, 
That  him  shall  neden  /ethers  mo.— 

See  also  R.  6820. 

Withoute  scalding  they  hem  pulle. 
Find,  v.  Sax.  To  find ;  to  supply.  12471.  See  the  n. 
Fint  for  Findbth.  4069. 15686. 
Fins,  Fin,  n.  Fr.  End.  4844.  998a 

 v.  Fr.  To  cease.  6718.  R.  1797- 

 adj  Fr.  Of  fine  force.  T.  v.  421  Of  very  necessity. 

Frr,  n  Sax.  A  division,  or  short  portion  of  a  poem.  13816, 

8ee  Gloss.  Percy,  in  v. 
FrrnNOBflT,  adj.  sup.  Sax.  Most  fitting.  A.  F.  551. 
Fixb,  adj.  Fr.   Fixed  11594.  16247. 
Flaib  for  Flby,  pa.  t.  of  Flxr.  Flew.  C.  N.  213. 
Flainb,  part.  pa.  of  Flaib,  v.  Sax.  Flaied,  or  Head.  K 

155,  col.  2, 1.  62. 
Flambb,  ii.  Fr.  Flame.  T.  v.  302. 
Flatour,  n.  Fr.  A  flatterer.  15331.  Conf.  Am.  154.  b. 
Flaws,  adj.    Yellow;  from  the  Lat.  Flatus.  C.  L. 

782.  Gloss.  Ur. 
Flbcksd,  adj.  Spotted  9722.  16033. 
Flbckbrino,  part.  pr.  1964.  See  Flicker. 
Flue,  v.  neuU  Sax.  To  Fly.  6102.  10436 
Flrbn,  n.  pi  Sax.  Fleas.  16966. 
Flbmb,  v.  Sax.  To  banish.  17131.  R.  6781. 
Flkmed,  pare  pa.  15526. 
Flxmsr,  n.  Banisher.  488a 
Flbtb,  v.  Sax.  To  float ;  to  swim.  2399. 

 for  Fleteth.  4883. 

Flbtino,  part.  pr.  1958. 

Flicker,  v.  neut.  Sax.  To  flutter.  P.  166,  cot  2, ).  8.T.  i v.  1221 
Flit,  r.  neut  Sax.  To  Fly.  P.  154,  coL  2.  L  3.  R.  5359 

EUtfuiL  Orlg. 

 v.  act.  R.  1812.  To  remove.  8. 

Flitted,  part.  pa.  Removed ;  shifted.  T.  v.  1543. 
Flittering,  pari.  pr.  Floating.  Bo.  iii.  m.  9.  Fluitan- 

tis.  Orig. 

Flo,  n.  Sax.  An  arrow.  17213.  Flonb.  pi  ILK.  469. 
Flockmel,  adv.  Sax.  In  a  flock.  7962. 
Florbin,  pr.  n.  A  species  of  gold  coin.  12704. 
Flotkry.  adj.  Sax.  Floating.  See  the  n.  on  v.  2885 
Flotte,  v.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  11.  as  Flbtb. 

 v.  Fr.  To  float.  Bo.  UL  pr.  11. 

Flourslss,  adj.  Without  flower.  C.  D.  186a 
Flourbttb,  n.  Fr.  A  small  flower.  R.  891. 
Floytino.  91.  Playing  on  the  flute.    See  the  note. 
Foinb,  v.  Fr.  To  makes  pass  In  fencing ;  to  push.  1666. 2559. 
Foison,  n.  Fa.  Abundance  3165.  4924. 
Foleo,  part  pa.  Sax.  Foaled.  7127. 
FoLSHAROiNBsa,  ft.  Fr.  Rashness.  Bo.  L  pr.  3. 
Folb  la  rob.  adj.  M.  117,  coL  1,  L  26.  P.  165.  coL  1,  L  56. 

Foolishly  liberal. 
Foue,  tt.  Fr.   Folly.  3148.  180a 
Fouly,  adv.   Foolishly.  9277-  15896. 
Folwb,  v.  Sax.  To  follow.  53a  6165. 
Foly,  adj.  Foolish.  R.  5006.  5085. 
Fond,  adi.  Sax.  Foolish.  R.  5306. 

 pa.  U  of  Find.  3819. 10121. 

Fondb,  r.  Sax.  To  try.  4767.  9984.  T  Iii.  1161 
Fono,  v.  Sax.  To  take.  4797. 
Fonnb,  ft.  Sax.  A  fooL  4087* 

 v.  To  be  foolish.  C.  L.  458. 

Font  stone,  n.  Sax.  A  font  for  baptising  5143. 
For,  prep.  Sax.  Pro.  Lat.  Pour.  Fr.  It  is  frequently 
prefixed  to  verbs  in  the  infinitive  mode,  in  the  French 
h  h  2 


408 


manner.  For  to  telle*.  73.  For  to  don.  78.  Pour  dirt  ; 
Pour  /aire.  For  to  han  ben.  754.  Pour  avoir  Hi. — It 
sometimes  signifies— Against.  For  percing  of  his  hcrte. 
13791.  Against,  or  to  prevent,  piercing.  For  steling  of 
the  Rose.  R.  4229.  Against  stealing.  See  P.  P.  31. 
Some  shall  sow  the  sacks  tot  aheding  of  the  wheats,  i.  e. 
to  prevent  shedding. 

For,  conj.  Sax.  Quia.  Lat.  Pout  ce  que.  Fa.  Because 
that.  Foa  him  lusU  to  ride  so.  102.  For  she  voids 
virtue  plese.  8092.  For  /  teche.  12374. 

 in  composition,  has  various  powers.  It  is  most  com- 
monly intensive  of  the  signification  of  the  word  with 
which  it  is  joined ;  as  in  Fordronken,  For  dry,  Forfered, 
Ac.  sometimes  privative,  as  in  Forboden,  Foryete  ;  and 
sometimes  only  communicative  of  an  ill  sense,  as  in  For- 
faits, Forfare,  Forjuged,  Ac 

For,  Fa.  and  Ver,  Bxlo.  have  similar  powers  in  com- 
position. 

Forbjerk,  v.  Sax.  To  abstain.  R.  4751. 

Forbodkx,  part  pa.  of  Forrbdb,  v.  Sax,  Forbidden.  P. 
106,  col.  1,1.32.  R.  0610. 

Forrrakb.  pa  t  Broke  off.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  1.  Abrupt.  Orig. 

FoRRRUsao,  part.  pa.  Fa.  Sorely  bruised.  14532. 

Force,  a.  Fa.  No  force.  7771.  No  matter  I  do  no  force. 
0810.  I  care  not.  I  do  no  force  of  pour  divinitu  7«94- 
I  care  not  for  your  divinity.  No  force  of  deth.  8968. 
No  matter  for  death.  They  yeve  no  force.  R.  4820.  They 
care  not  "  De  fruit  avoir  ne  fait  force."  Orig. 

Forcottr,  v.  Sax    To  cut  through.  17289. 

Fordo,  v.  Sax.  To  do  away ;  to  ruin.  13057. 

Fordon,  Fordo,  part.  pa.  Undone.  11808. 17239. 

Fororivk  (Fordriven),  part,  pa*  Sax.  Driven  away. 
R.  3782. 

Fordronken,  pari.  pa.  Sax.  Very  drunken.  3122. 12006. 
Fordry,  adj.  Sax.  Very  dry.  10723. 
Fordwined,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Wasted  away.  R.  366. 
Fore,  ( Forenu  part.  pa.  of  Fare,  v.  Sax.  Gone.  R  2710. 
—  prep.  Sax.  is  seldom  used  by  itself.  In  composition 

it  has  the  power  of  Before. 
Fore  in,  n.  L.  W.  196U  A  Jakes.  Gloss.  Ur.  from  Sk. 

The  context  seems  rather  to  require  that  it  should 

signifie  An  outward  court,  or  garden. 
For e w eti ng ,  n.  Sax.   Foreknowledge.  15249. 
Fork  wots,  Forkwktk,  r.  6 ax.   To  foreknow.  15240. 
For  faite,  v.  Fr.   To  misdo.  P.  152,  col.  1, 1.  la 
Fork  fare.  v.  Sax.  To  fare  ill.  R.  5388. 
Forferkd,  part.  pa.  Sax,   Much  afraid.  1(1841.  T.  iv.  1411. 
Forpiftk,  n.  Sax.   Forgiveness.  L.  W.  1H51. 
|     Foroon,  inf.  v.  8 ax.   To  omit ;  to  lose.  995a  17244. 
'     Forgrowrn,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Overgrown.  F.  L.  45. 

Forjuged,  part.  pa.  Fr,   Wrongfully  judged.  B.  K.  275. 
Forkkrvk,  v.  Sax.  To  carve,  or  cut  through.  1728a 
Forlapt,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Left  off  entirely.  12017. 
Forlbse,  v.  Sax.  To  lose  entirely.  P.  164,  coL  2, 1.  37. 
Forlkte,  v.  Sax.  To  give  over ;  to  quit  P.  148,  col.  1. 1.  49. 
Forlore  {Furloreu),  part  pa.  Sax.   Utterly  lost.  3505. 
Forloyne,  n.  Fr.   Forlonge.  A  term  of  the  chase,  which 

signifies  that  the  game  is  far  off.  Du.  386. 
Forme,  adj.  Sax.  First.  Adam  oure  forme  father.  M.  109, 

coL  2, 1.  2. 

Form  est.  atlj.  sup.  Sax.   First.  Du.  890. 

Formrll,  A.  F.  371.  is  put  for  the  female  of  any  fowl ; 

more  frequently  for  &  female  eagle.   See  ver.  445.  535. 
Forpined,  part.  pa.  Sax.    Wasted  away;  tormented. 

205.  1455. 

Forsake,  r.  Sax.   To  denie.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  3,  4. 
Forshaprn,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Transformed.  T.  ii.  06. 
Forkhkonke  (Forshronken),  part  pa.  Sax.  Shrunk  up. 
F.  L.  35a 

FORSLKITTHE,  FoRRIjOLTHE,  FoRSLUOGE,  V.    SAX.     To  lose 

through  sloth  15102.  P.  162,  col.  1,  1.  28. 
J     FnnsoNOE* ,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Tired  with  singing.  R,  664. 

1'orster,  n.  Fr.   A  forester.  117- 

For-stralght,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Distracted.  13035. 

Forth  11  v.  adv.  Sax.   Forward  by.  1349a  13532. 

Forth kr,  v.  Sax.   To  further;  to  advance.  T.  ii.  1368. 
1     Fortminkr.  v.  Sax.   To  grieve ;  to  vex.  9780.  T.  ii.  1414. 
I     Fokthought,  pa.  t.  of  Forthinkb.  R.  1671. 


Forth  Ren,  inf.  m,  of  Forth  er.  T.  v.  1706. 

Forthy,  conj.  Sax.  Therefore.  1843. 

FoRTRODEjf,  part  pa.  of  Fortread,  v.  Sax.  Trodden  fan. 

P.  150,  00L  1.  L  53. 
FoRTurr,  adj.  Fr.  Accidental.  Bo.  v.  pr.  1. 
Fortune,  v.  Fa.  To  make  fortunate.  419.  To  give  food 

or  bad  fortune.  2379. 
Fortvnocb,  adj.  Proceeding  from  fortune.  Bo.  K.  pr.  S,  4.  I 
Forwaked,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Having  waked  long.  5016 
Fobwaxdred,  pari.  pa.  Sax.  Having  wandered  long.  ' 

R  3336 

FoRWEiacEo,  part  pa.  Sax.  Much  wrinkled.  R.  390. 
For  we  ft,  part  pa.  Having  much  wept.  C  D  1833. 
Forwbrbd,  part  pa.  Sax.  Worn  out.  R.  235.  ' 
Forwerie,  adj.  Sax.  Very  weary.  R.  3336.  , 
Forword,  (Foreword),  n.  Sax.  a  promise,  or  covensnt  ' 
831.  854. 

Forwoumdxd,  part  pa.  Sax.  Much  wounded.  R.  1830. 
Forwrapped,  part  pa  Wrapped  up.  12652.  P.  153,  coL  1,L3S. 
Fobyelde.  r.  Sax.  To  repay.  8707.  L.  W.  457. 
FoRYRTB,  v.  Sax.  To  forget.  1884. 
Foryettew,  part  pa.  3065. 
Foster,  n.  Fr.  R.  632a  as  Forstsr. 
Fostred,  part  pa.  of  Foster,  v.  Sax.  Nourished.  8916,91 
Fostrino,  n.  Nutriment  742?. 

Fote-hot.  4858.  Immediately.  See  the  n.  and  add  to  tat 
instances  there  quoted.  Du.  375. 

Font  mantel.  474.  means,  I  suppose,  a  sort  of  riding-petti- 
coat, such  as  is  now  used  by  market-women. 

Fothsr,  n.  Sax.  A  carriage-load;  an  indefinite  Uif* 
quantity.  532.  1910. 

Foudrb,  r.  Fr.  Lightning.  F.  ii.  27. 

Fouls,  n.  Sax.   A  bird.  10403. 

Found,  pa.  U  of  Find.  Supplied.  12471.  See  then.  : 

Founds,  v.  An.  244.  as  Fokde. 

Founorbd,  pa.  t  of  Founder,  v.  Fr.  Fell  down.  2699. 

FowBRTiB,  num.  Sax.  Forty.  R.  5733. 

Foxxrib,  n.  Foxish  manners.  R.  0795. 

Fra  for  Fro,  prep.  Sax.  From.  It  is  sometimes  mtd 
adverbially.  Til  and  fro.  4037.  To  and  fro.  2850. 

Frainx,  v.  Sax.   To  ask,  T.  v.  1220. 

Fraknes,  tu  pi.  Sax.  Spots,  freckles.  2171. 

Franchisr,  n.  Fr.   Frankness;  generosity.  9861. 11831 

Frank,  n.  A  denomination  of  French  money ;  answering 
at  present  to  the  Livrt  Toumois.  13111. 

Frankelein,  n.  Fr.  See  his  Character,  ver.  333-362.  sod 
the  n.  on  ver.  333 

Fraught,  v.  Sax.  To  freight,  load  a  ship.  4.191. 
:  Frb,  adj.  Sax.   Willing  ;  unconstrained.  854^-At  liberty- 
1     5631.— Liberal,  bountiful.  13106.  13462. 

Fredom,  n.  Sax.  46-  17075.  as  Franchise. 
j  Freei/tbb,  n.  Fr.  Frailty.  5674,5. 

Frboiitb  for  Phrygius.  Du.  1070. 

Fremde,  Frembd,  adj.  Sax.  Strange,  10743.  T.  ii.  248.  To 
frend  ne  to  pREMbd.   P.  P.  7a 

Frenbtikb,  atlj.  Fr.   Fran  tick.   T.  v.  206. 

Frbnskie,  n.  Fr.   A  frenxy.   T.  L  728. 
I  Frerb,  n.  Fr.   A  Frier.  See  his  Character,  ver.  2*- 
|     271.  and  P.  P.  12.  a  b. 
•  Freshe,  r.  Fa.   To  refresh.  R,  1513. 

Fret,  n.  Fr.    A  band.  L.  W.  225,8.  F.  L.  152. 

Fret,  Frettb,  part.  pa.  Fr.   Fraught,  filled.  R.  4705  I* 
W.  1 1 15.  C.  L.  124.  or,  perhaps,  Wrought  in  a  kind  of  fret- 
work.  A  sort  of  Blazon  is  called  Fretti.  In  R.  wr. 
j     4705.  And  through  the  fret  .fuU  of  folskeds—vt*  ibouW 
j     read— A  trouthe/rel/tttf  of  falshrde. 

Frete,  v.  Sax.  To  eat,  devour.  207a 

Fretino,  part.  pr.  2021. 
!  Frettb  (Freted),  part.  pa.  4895. 

Frbyne,  v.  Sax.   13530. 15901.  as  Fraiub. 

Frisk,  pr.  w.  Friezland.  R,  1093. 

Fro  ye.  T.  i.  5.  From  you.  Ye  is  put  for  You,  that  Fro  ye 
may  rime,  in  appearance  at  least,  with  joye  and  Troyt. 
80  in  ver.  703a  say  ye  rimes  to  prays.  See  more  of  tfu* 
double  rimes  in  the  n.  on  ver.  674.  and  add  the  following 
passages,  in  which  the  (thee),  being  the  eleventh  and 
I  last  syllable  of  the  verse,  is  to  be  pronounced  without 
any  accent. 
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Ver.  10987.  aloue  the  rimes  to  you  the. 

16131.  to  the   sothe. 

16762.  hie  the   suHthe. 

Frotb.  v.  Fa.  To  rub.  3746.  T.  UL  1121. 

Frouncslbs,       Fr.  Without  wrinkle,  R.  860. 

Froward,  o^/.  Sax.  Averse.  R.  4940. 

FmccTuous,  adj.  Fr,  FruitfuL  17384. 

Frujtkstkrb,  n.  Sax.  A  female  seller  of  fruit.  12402. 

Ful-drivb,  pari.  pa.  Fully  driven,  completed.  12402. 

Fulks  (f.  Folks),  n.  Sax.  People.  F.  L  73. 

Fulsumnbsss,  n.  Sax.  Satiety.  10719. 

Fcmbtsab,  pr.n.  of  a  plant ;  Fumitory.  14969.  Fumaria 
— purgat  bilem  et  humor  eg  adustot.  Ray's  Synopsis. 

Fcmositrk,  r.  Fx.  Fumes  arising  from  excessive  drink- 
ing. 1(1672. 12501. 

Ptwoamrnt,  n.  Fr.  Foundation.  7685. 

Fcrial,  adj.  Fr.  Raging.  10762. 

FnaiBxc  aa>.  Fs,  Capable  of  being  melted.  16324. 

Ft,  inter}.  Fa.  7509.  /  sayfy.  4600.  I  orie  shame. 

G. 

Garbs,  v.  Fr.  To  talk  idly ;  to  lye.  35ia  15072.  Gabbe  I 

if  thief  Bo.iLpr.5.  Num  id  mentior  9 
G Across.  F.  iii.  116.  is  probsbly  a  misprint  for  JEacides  t 

though  I  do  not  know  that  Chiron  had  any  right  to  that 

title. 

Gaduno,  n.  Sax.  An  idle  Tsgabond.  R.  938. 
Gadbbb,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Gathered.  437a 
Gailsb,  ft.  Fr.  Gaoler.  1476. 
Gajllabd,  adj.  Fx  Brisk,  gay.  3336.  4365. 
GArrxB-BKRiKS.  14971.  Berries  of  the  dog- wood  tree ;  Cor- 
nusfcemina. 

Galaxis,  pr.  n.  The  milky  way;  a  tract  in  the  heaven  so 

called.  F.U.428. 
Gals.  ».  Sax.  See  the  n.  on  rer.  6414. 
Galvbidb,  pr.  ft.    Geoffrey  of  Monmouth.  F.  UL  382. 

Geoffrey  Yinsauf.  C.  L.  11.  See  Gaufridb. 
Galjcb,  pr.  n.  A  province  of  Spain.  468.    The  famous 

shrine  of  8t.  James  at  Compostella  was  in  Galicia. 
Galihoals,  pr.  n.  Sweet  cyperus.  383. 
Galubk,  Gaxjajt,  pr.  n.  Galen.  433.  1224a  See  the  notes. 
Galocsb,  ft.  Fr.  A  shoe.  10869. 
Gaits,  v.  Sax.  To  gape,  to  yawn.  16984. 
GALmfo,  part.  pr.  Gaping,  yawning.  10664. 
Galwss,  n.  pi  Sax.  The  gallows.  6240. 14652. 
Gam,  pa.  t.  of  Gmss,  v.  Sax.  Began.  11153.  Gannbn,  pL 

T.  iL  194. 
Gab,  v.  Sax.  To  make.  413a 

Gasobbsacs,  n.  Fr.  Armour  for  the  arm.  C  D.  1554. 

Gaboats,  n.  Fr.  The  throat.  15341. 

GASiaoror,  R.  324a  Seems  to  be  used  as  a  e.  To  heal  The 

Orig.  has  Oarieon,  a  ft.  Healing,  recovery. 
Garkbmbmt,  n.  Fs.  A  garment.  Msgd.354. 
Garxsr,  ».  Fs.  A  granary,  or  store-room.  R.  1 148. 6810. 
Gashtibon,  m.  Fa,  A  guard,  or  garrison.  H.  107.,  coL  2, 

L6&   R.  4204. 
Gastksbs,  n.  Sax.  GastUness.  Bo.  ill  pr.  5. 
Gats,  Gatts,  pa.  L  of  Gbt,  v.  Sax.  Gate;  Begat*.  R. 

2692  L.  W.  2561. 

 ft.  Sax.  A  way.  Went  her  gate.  R.  3332.  Went  her  way. 

Gattsdkh,  pr.  ti.  436  John  Gatesden,  author  of  a  medical 
work,  entitled  Rosa  Anglicana,  in  the  XIYth  Century. 
Bee  Tanner,  in  v. 

Gat-tothbd.  470.  See  the  note. 

Gauds,  ».  Fr.  Jest  12323.  T.  ii.  351. 

Gavdbs,  p|.  Ridiculous  tricks.  P.  161,  coL  1,  L  45. 

Gapdbd.  159.  See  the  note. 

Gaotrtdb,  pr.  n.  15363.  See  the  note. 

Gaorb,  v.  To  stare.  3825.  5332.  For  them,  that  oadsbo 
and  east  on  me  their  sight.  Lydg.  Trag.  B.  ix.  f.  22.  b. 

Gawaut,  pr.  n.  nephew  to  King  Arthur,  by  his  sister, 
married  to  King  Lot.  80  says  the  British  History, 
which  goes  under  the  name  of  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth  ; 
and  I  believe  it  will  be  in  rain  to  look  for  any  more 
authentic  genealogist  of  all  that  family.  He  is  there 
called  Watganus.  The  French  Romancers,  who  have 
baQt  upon  Geoffrey's  foundations,  agree  in  describing 
Gawain  as  a  model  of  knightly  courtesy.  To  this  hie 


established  character  our  author  alludes  in  ver.  1040a 

and  in  R.  220& 
Gaylbr,  n.  Fr.  1472.  as  Gailbs. 
Grant,  ft.  Fr.  Giant.   The  Crane  the  geant.  A.  F.  344. 
Gbar,  m.  F.  L.  26.  See  Gbrb. 
Gbndb,  for  Gknt.  B.  K.  127. 

Gsxsum,  pr.  n.  of  one  of  Charlemaigne*s  officers,  who,  by 
his  treachery,  was  the  cause  of  the  defeat  at  Roncevaux, 
the  death  of  Roland,  Ate  for  which  he  was  torn  to  pieces 
by  horses.  This  at  least  is  the  account  of  the  author 
who  calls  himself  Archbishop  Turpin,  and  of  the  Ro- 
mancers who  followed  him ;  upon  whose  credit  the  name 
of  Genelon,  or  Ganelon,  was  for  several  centuries  a 
synonymous  expression  for  the  worst  of  traitors.  Our 
author  alludes  to  his  treachery,  ver.  1469a  15233.  and  to 
his  punishment,  ver.  13124.  See  also  Du.  1121. 

Gbrt,  adj.  Fr.  Neat,  pretty.  3234  13645. 

Gshtsrib,  ft.  Fr.  Gentility.  6728.  ■ 

Gbntil,  adj.  Fr.  in  its  original  sense  means  Well-born  »• 
of  a  noble  family.  6735.  R.  2194.  II  y  avoit  un  Cheva-  I 
lier,  Capitaine  de  la  ville  t— point  gentilhomme  n'estoit  : 
—et  I*  avoit  fait,  pour  sa  vaillance,  le  Roy  Edouard  Che- 
valier. Froksart,  v.  ii.  c  77.— It  commonly  put  for 
Civil,-  liberal;  gentlemanlike. 

Gbntillsssb,  n.  Fr.  follows  the  significations  of  Gbntil. 

Gsomancis,  ».  Fr.  Divination  by  figures  made  on  the 
earth.  P.  160,  coL  1,  L  27. 

Gbrb,  n.  Sax.  All  sorts  of  instruments  ;  of  Cookery.  S54. 
of  War.  2182.  of  Apparel.  8248.  of  Chemistry.  16263.  In 
hir  quainte  geres.  1533.  In  their  strange  fashions. 

Geris,  Grrwl.  1538.  154a  Changeable.  Probably  from 
the  Fr.  Girer.  To  turn  round.  Gibrfol.  T.  iv.  286. 

Gerlond,  n.  Fr.  A  garland.  668.  The  name  of  a  dog.  1538a 

Gssss,  v.  Sax.  To  guess.  2595.  3467* 

Gbkt,  n.  Sax.  A  guest  8314. 

Gbstb,  v.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  17354. 

Gbbtbs,  n.  pL  Lat.  Actions ;  adventures.  T.  iL  134a 
The  Roman  gestes.  10158.  See  the  note. 

Gbstour,  n.   A  relator  of  gestes.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13775. 

Gbt,  n.  Fr.  GesU.  Fashion ;  behaviour.  C84.  8ee  the 
note.  With  that  false  get.  16745.  With  that  cheating 
contrivance. 

Gbthb.  for  Gobth.  L.  W.  2143. 

Gib,  r.  Sax.  To  guide.  15604.  15627. 

Gigges,  w.  pL  F.  iii  85a  Irregular  sounds,  produced  by 
the  wind,  dec.  Qigue,  Fr.  signified  a  musical  instrument, 
like  a  fiddle ;  and  from  thence  a  sort  of  light  tune. 
Menage,  in  v.  It  is  probably  a  word  of  Teutonic  origi- 
nal. See  Junius. 

Gilrbrtin,  pr.  n.  An  English  Physician  of  the  xuith 
Century.  See  Fabricius  BibL  Med.  Ml.  in  v.  Gilhsbtus 
ns  Aquila. 

Gilour,  n.  Fr.  A  deceiver.  4319. 

Gilt,  part.  pa.  Sax.    Gilded;  of  the  colour  of  gold. 

L.  W.  230. 
Gilt,  n.  Sax.  Guilt.  596a 
Gilts-lbs,  adj.  Sax.  Free  from  guilt  1312.  1314. 
GiLTir,  adj.  Sax.  Guilty.  5088.  Conf.  Am.  62.  b. 
Gin,  n.  Fa.  Engine ;  contrivance.  10442.  16633. 
Ginoibbr,  n.  Fa.  Ginger.  R.  1369. 
Ginmb,  v.  Sax.  To  begin.  T.  v.  657. 
Gipcisrk,  n.  Fr.  A  pouch  or  purse.  3&a 
Gipb,  ».  Fr.  An  upper  frock,  or  cassock.  R.  7214. 
Gipon,  n.  Fr.  A  short  cassock.  76.  2122. 
Gisob,  v.  Sax.  To  strike;  to  smite.  14464.  This  word  Is 

perhaps  the  original  of  Gride,  in  Spenser.  See  Obs.  on  \ 

Sp.  v.  iL  p.  6a 

Giroblstbob,  ft.  Sax.  The  waist ;  the  place  of  the  girdle.  | 
R»  826. 

Girlss,  ti.  pL  Sax.  Young  persons,  either  male  or 
female.  666. 

Girt,  part.  pa.  of  Goudb.  Thurgh  girt.  10ia  Smitten 
through. 

Gisarmk,  N.  Fr,  A  battle-ax.  R.  597a  See  Du  Cange,  in 

v.  Gisarma. 

Grsa,  n.  Fr.  Guise ;  fashion.  2127.  At  his  owen  gise.  1X4. 

In  his  own  manner ;  as  he  would  wish. 
Grrs,  ft.  Fa.  A  gown.  3952.  6141. 
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Gitbrnr,  tt.  Fr,  A  guitar.  8333.  4394. 
I     Gitsrnino,  n.  Playing  on  a  Giterne.  3363. 

Glade,  v.  Sax.  To  make  glad.  11280.  14817- 

Gladrr,  n.  One  that  maketh  glad.  2224. 

Glamom,  adj.  Sax.   Pleasant  14784. 

Glass  fur  Gums,  v.  T.  v.  469. 
l     ■         v.  Sax.  To  put  glass  into  windows.  Do.  323. 

Glasihob,  n.  Glass-work.  Do.  397. 

Glr,  n.  Sax.  Mirth.  13769—Musick.  T.  Ii.  1035.  Glbbs, 
|        pi.  Musical  instruments.  F.  liL  119. 

Glrdb,  n  Sax.  A  burning  ooaL  3379.  Glkdbs,  pi.  3881. 
.        Sparks  of  fire. 

Glbikb,  n.  Fa.   The  white  of  an  egg.  18274. 

Glxnt,  pa.  t.  Glanced.  T.  iv.  1223. 

Gleve,  a.  Fa.  Glaive.  A  lance.  C.  L.  544. 

Gum&ino,  n.  Glimmering.  10857. 

G  liters*  ,  pr.  t  pi.  of  Qmttbr,  e.  Sax.  979. 
1      Glodk,  pa.  t  of  Glide,  v.  Sax.  10707.  13832.    She  olode 
forth,  at  an  adder  doth.  Conf.  Am,  105. 

Glomrr,  v.  Sax.  To  look  gloomy.  R.  4356. 

Glosr,  n.  Fr.  A  comment  or  interpretation.  7374. 

 v.  To  comment,  or  interpret.  5600.  &701.— To  bpeak 

tenderly.  1 0225.— To  natter.  6091.  16983. 

Gl  hdn,  n.  Fr.  A  glutton.  R.  4307. 

Glowbden,  pa.  t.  pL  of  Glow,  v.  Sax.  2134. 

GitARRR,  n.  Sax.  A  hard  knot  in  a  tree.  551. 
.      Gnat.  n.  Sax.  is  put  for  any  Utile,  worthless  thing.  5929. 

!  17204. 

Gnidiro,  part  pr.  Sax.  Rubbing.  2506. 

Gmoppr,  n.  3188.  **  An  old  cuff ;  a  miser."  Gloss.  Ur.  I 

know  not  upon  what  authority. 
Gmowx,  pa.  U  of  Gkawe,  v.  Sax.  14736. 
I     Go,  v.  Sax.  means  sometimes  To  walk,  in  contradistinction 
j         to  riding.  1353.  2254. 

!   (Gun),  part  pa.  T.  it  795. 

Gobbet,  n.  Fa.  A  morsel ;  a  bit  698. 
j  God,  n.  Sax.  God  toforne.  R.  7294.  T.  i.  1080.  God  going 
before.  Deo  favente. — Goddes  armes  two.  6415.  12588. 
j  Goddes  bones.  12629  12906.  Vulgar  oaths—  A  Goddes 
,  kichel.  7329.  See  the  note.-  A'  Goddtt  half.  6632.  See 
I  Halpr. 

Code,  Good,  n.  Sax.   Wealth  ;  goods.  7534,  5. 
Gode-lbs,  adj.   Without  money  or  goods.  13220. 
Godei.yhrdb,  n.  Sax.   Goodness.  R.  46**4.  T.  iii.  1736. 
Godenkss,  n.  Sax.   At  godeness.  R.  1453.   At  advantage. 
And  mo  we  should  read  in  R.  3462.  where  the  Editt  have 
A  t  gode  mes.   The  Orig.  has  en  bon  point. 
(ioDsiB,  n.  Sax.  A  gossip;  a  godfather.  P.  167,  col.  2, 1.  58. 
Gokish,  adj.  Foolish.  T.  iii.  585.  from  the  Fr.  Goffe  »•  Dull, 
stupid. 

Gold,  n.   A  flower,  commonly  called  A  Titrnsol.  1*131. 
Gowcr  says,  that  Leuoothea  was  changed 

Intoajloure  teas  named  golds. 
Which  stent  governed  of  the  tonne. 

Conf.  Am.  121.  b. 


very  well  with  the  context  of  ver.  3S3?»  but  hardly,  I 
think,  with  that  of  rer.  13719 ;  unless  we  suppose,  that 
gore  is  there  put  for  shirt,  because  shirts  hare  anally 
gores  in  them.  The  expression  would  certainly  be  wy 
aukward,  and  unlike  Chaucer's  general  manner,  bat  is 
this  place,  the  Rime  of  Sire  Topas,  be  may  be  sopposi 
to  have  taken  it  purposely  from  one  of  those  old  Ro- 
mances, which  are  the  objects  of  bis  ridicule.  Bestto 
n  on  ver.  13845. 

Go«e  for  Gobs,  a  D.  1286.  Goeth. 

Gobpkllsrb,  *.  Sax.  Erangelist.  R.  6867. 

OossoMXR,  n.  A  thin  oobweb-like  substance  which  fin 
about  In  the  air.  10573. 

Goer,  n.  Sax,  Spirit ;  mind.  5679. 

Goth,  imp.  m.  2  pers.  pt  Go  yc  2560.  14206. 

Govern aillb,  n.  Fr.  Government,  steerage.  9968. 

Gouwe-cloth.  7829.  7834.  Cloth  enough  to  make  a  govs. 

Gourd,  n.  A  vessel  to  carry  liquor ;  perhaps  so  called  Inn 
it»  shape.  17031, 40. 

Gowrr,  pr.  n.  T.  v.  1856.  An  eminent  English  poet  to 
whom  Chauoer  directs  his  Troilus  and  Creseide.  Snnx 
circumstances  relating  to  him  are  touched  upon  is  the 
Essay*  Ac.  n.  55.  the  Discourse,  Ate.  |.  xrv.  xv.  a.  15, 1& 
and  in  the  notes,  p.  202. 

Grace,  n.  Fr.  Favour.  3071.  Sory  grate.  6328.  Berit 
grace.  16133.  Misfortune.  T.  i.  713. 

80  full  of  sorowe  am  I,  sotbe  to  sayne, 
That  certainly  no  more  horde  grace 
May  sit  on  me,  for  why  ?  there  is  no  space 

80  Hercules,  ap.  Euripid,  H{.  M.  1290. 

The  criticism  of  Longlnus,  sect,  xu  is  perhaps  eqsally 
applicable  to  both  passages. 

With  harde  grace.  7810.  is  to  be  understood  ss  spoken, 
in  a  parenthesis,  of  the  Cherl ;  Misfortune  attend  km! 
See  With.  Save  pour  grace.  M.  108.  ooL  2,  L  59.  With 
your  favour.  Sauve  voire  grace. 
Gracious,  adj.  Fr.  Agreeable.  3693.  Graceful.  8489 
Gramb,  n.  Sax.  Grief.  16871.  Anger.  T.  iii.  1030. 
Telle  it  to  gode  or  gram  e.  P.  I*.  327. 

Grammbrb,  n.  Fr.  Grammar.  13466. 

Grand  mbkcir,  Fr.   Great  thanks.  8964. 

Gra  ve,  n.  Fr.  A  grain ;  a  single  seed.  T.  ii  1028. 

Grange,  n.  Fr.  A  Farm-house.  3668. 

Grapinbl,  n.  Fr.   A  grappling-iron.  L.  W.  640. 

Gratchb,  R.  7368.  "  is  perhaps  the  same  with  Orailht,  if 

not  mistaken  for  it  "    Gloss.  Ur.  See  Grejthb.  The 

Orig.  has— s'aourwr  comme  begtiyne. 
Grave,  v.  Sax,  To  carve;  to  engrave.  T.  ii.  47.  T.  iii  1468- 

 (Graven),  part  pa.    Buried.  6647-  11288. 

Graunson,  pr.  n.  C  M.  V.  ver.  ult.  See  An  account  of  tkt 

works  of  Chaucer ;  &c.  in  this  vol.  p.  446. 
Grx,  n.  Fr.  Pleasure ;  satisfaction,  from  Grains,  Lat. 

To  receive  in  gre.  4679.  9027.  To  take  kindly.  The  ert. 

2735.   The  prise.  See  the  nofcv— Fnim  Gradus,  Lat.  it 

signifies  A  step,  or  degree.  9249. 
Grkde,  n.  Sax.   A  greedy  person.  R.  6002. 

 v.  Barb.  Lat.   To  cry.  a  X.  135. 

Gretn,  n.  Fr.   Grein  de  Paris.  R.  1369.  de  ParadU. 

Orig.  Grains  of  Paradise ;  a  sort  of  spice.  The  same  arv 

meant  in  ver.  3690.— Grain  qf  Portingalc.  15465.  A  *>rt 

of  scarlet-dye,  called  Kcrmes,  or  Vermillion. 
Grkithb,  v.  Sax.  To  prepare,  make  ready.  4307*  14512. 
Grknkhed,  n.  Sax.  Childishness.  4583. 
Grksb,  n.  Fr.  Grease.  135.  6069. 
Crete  for  Grxdb,  v.  R.  4116. 

Grxttb,  pa.  t  of  Grkte,  v.  Sax.  Greeted;  saluted.  5471. 8888 

Grbvks,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Groves.  1497.  R.  3019. 

Grille, adj.  R.  73  f.  Horrible,  Grvmm.  oryl axd horrvw.i 

Horrid  us.  Prompt  Parv. 
Grint  for  Grindbth,  5971. 

Grixtb,  pa.  t.  of  Grind,  v.  Sax,    Ground.  Grint  ril* 

his  teeth.  7743.  Gnashed  with  b.  t. 
GRiimNO,  n.  Grinding ;  gnashing.  P.  150,  col.  2,  L  37 
Oris,  n.  Fr.   A  species  of  Furr.  See  then,  on  ver.  194 
Grisly,  adj.  Sax.  Dreadful.  1973.  6318. 


I      Gold-hbwxn,  adj  Sax.   Of  a  golden  hewe,  or  colour.  2.W2. 
I      Golusmithrib,  r.  8 ax.   Goldsmith's  work.  2500. 
j     Golkt,  n.  Fr.   The  throat,  or  gullet.  R.  7096. 
I      (ioLiARoxis.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  562. 
j      (ioMMK,  n.  Fr.   Gum.  L.  W.  121. 

Go*,  inf.  m.  Sax.  To  go.  2512.   So  mote  I  gon  31 16.  11089. 
!        So  may  I  fare  welL   So  mote  I  ride  or  go.  J524.   So  may 
'        I  fare  well,  riding  or  walking,  i.  e.  in  all  my  proceedings. 
See  Go. 

I      .  pr.  t.  pi  771.  2604.  2965. 

 part.  pa.   Gone.  4437.  6137- 

•  GuNFAitov,  n.  Fr.  A  banner,  or  standard.  R  1201.  2018. 
!     Gono,  n.  Sax.   A  little-house  ;  a  jakes.  P.  167,  col.  1, 1. 36. 

Gonne,  n.   A  gun.  L.  W.  637.  F.  iii.  553. 
|     Gonnen,  Gowns,  pa.  t  pi.  of  Ginnb.  11230.  15985. 

Gore,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3237.  since  which  it  has  been 
suggested  to  me  by  a  learned  person,  whom  I  have  not 
the  honour  to  know,  that  Gore  is  a  common  name  for  a 
j  slip  of  cloth  or  linen,  which  is  inserted  in  order  to  widen 
a  garment  in  any  particular  place  Goor  or  a  cloth. 
!  LaHnia.  Prompt.  Parv.  See  also  the  Glossary  to  Ken- 
nut's  Piiroch.  Autiq.  in  v.  Gore.   This  sense  will  suit 
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Grochr,  9.  Sax.  To  grutch ;  to  murmur.  3861.  6025. 
Groff,  adj.  Sax.  Flat  on  the  ground.  951.  13605.  R.  4561. 
Grouts,  n.  Fr.  The  snowt  of  a  swine.  P.  149,  ool.  2,  L  29. 
A  hanging  lip.  T.  L  350. 

 v.  To  hang  the  lip,  in  discontent.  R.  7099. 

Grope,  v.  Fr.  To  groan.  To  grunt  7411. 
Gmokt,  pa.  L  14627.  Groaned. 

Gropb,  w.  Sax.  To  search ;  to  examine  by  feeling. 
7389.7723. 

Grot,  n.  A  coin,  worth  four-pence.  6874.  7546. 
Groundrn,  part  pa.  of  Grind.  16243. 
GeoYxnre,  n.  2462.  Discontent.  See  Groinc 
Gurrdor,  n.  Pr.  Reward ;  Recompense.  7460. 8759. 

 v.  To  reward.  P.  152,  ooL  1,  L  55. 

Gurroonlrm,  adj.  Without  reward.  B.  K.  4oa 
Guido,  pr.  n.  L.  W.  1462.  Guido  ds  Columpnis.  P.  iii. 
381.  Guido  doll*  Colonne,  of  Messina  in  Sicily,  a  lawyer 
and  poet,  died  about  129a  Quadrto,  toL  iL  p.  16U  His 
History  of  the  Trojan  war*  to  which  our  author  refers, 
was  written  in  Latin,  and  finished  in  1287.  See  the  n. 
on  ver.  15147.  I  hare  there  intimated  my  suspicion, 
that  he  translated  it,  for  the  most  part,  from  a  French 
Romance  of  Benoit  de  8ainte  More.  However  that  may 
hate  been,  Guldo's  work  is  certainly  the  original,  from 
which  the  later  writers  of  the  middle  ages  have  generally 
taken  their  accounts  of  Trojan  affairs.  It  was  translated 
into  Italian  in  1324  by  Filippo  Ceffi,  a  Florentine,  Qua- 
dra), toI.  ri.  p.  475.  A  French  translation  is  also 
extant,  in  which  it  is  said  to  be  translate  en  Francois 
premierement  du  commandement  du  Maire  delaciU  de 
Beauvais,  en  nom  ei  en  honneur  de  Karles  le  roy  de 
France,  Van  mil  coc.  quatre  vingta.  MS.  Reg.  16.  P.  ix. 
This  is  probably  the  French  translation  mentioned  by 
Lydgate  in  the  Prologue  to  his  Boke  of  Trope,  which  is 
i  paraphrase  in  verse  of  Guldo's  history,  with 
and  additions  of  his  own.  Lyd- 
finished,  am  he  tells  us  himself  at 
the  end,  in  142a 


r,  n.  Fa.  A  diminutive  of  Hauberg,  a  ooat  of 
mail.  76.  13790. 
Harilitrr,  n.  Fa.  Ability.  C.  L.  1044. 
Habitacijss,  n.  pi.  Pa.  Places  of  habitation.  F.  iiL  104. 
Baritr,  «.  Pa.  To  dwelL  R.  660. 
HABOTfOAjrr,  part  pr.  Fr.  Abundant.  7935. 
Backbr  air,  n.  Fa.  An  ambling  horse,  or  pad.  R.  1137. 
Bacxir©,  n.  Fa.  Cutting  in  pieces.  F.  ill.  213. 
Ha  dorm,  pa-Lpl  ot  Hats.  375.  762. 
Haf ,  pa.  t  of  Bars,  v.  Sax.  Beared,  raised.  243a 
Hair,  Hat,  n.  Fa.  A  hedge.  R.  54.  3007. 
Hailb,  m.  Sax.  Health ;  welfare.  4087. 
Hailr*,  pr.  n.  of  an  Abbey  in  Gloucestershire.  See  then. 

on  rer.  12587. 
Ham,  a.  Pa.  A  hair  . cloth.  15601.  R.  438. 
Haxrwbt,  n.  Fr.  160*7.  rs  Bacrrhair. 
Hakrtow,  n.  Fr.  A  short  cassock,  without  sleeves.  1378ft 
Haldm  for  Holdrw,  part.  pa.  of  Hold.  4206. 
Halve,  n.  Sax.  A  side;  a  part  A*  Goddee  half.  5632. 
Du.  370.  On  God's  part;  with  God's  favour.  A' this 
haVe  God.  T.  L.  L  325.  b.  On  this  side  of  God.  Four 
holme.  3481.  Four  sides. 
Hau.  pr.  n.  433.  An  Arabian  Physician.  Fabric.  Bibi.  Gr. 

t  xiiL  p.  17. 
Balxr,  r.  Sax.  A  corner.  11433.  15779. 
Halts,  pa.  t  of  Hrw,  v.  Sax.  14052.  R.  1911. 
Hals.  n.  Sax.  The  neck.  4493. 
Halar,  v.  Sax.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13575. 
Halt,  pa.  Lot  Holo,  v.  Sax.  Held,  or  kept  5141 . 
——for Holt, Le.Holdeth.  Du. 621. 
Haltr.  v.  Fr.  To  go  lamely.  Du.  622. 
Hams  for  Bomb,  r.  Sax.  403a 

Hamelr,  v.  Sax.  To  hamstring ;  to  cut  off.  T.  iL  964. 
Hamkrs,  n.  pL  Sax.  Hammers.  Du.  1164. 
Haw,  inf.  m.  of  Hatb,  v.  Sax.  754.  1048.  210ft 
 pr.  t.  pL  931.  1022.  7581. 

HAJissum,  P.  156,  col.  2, 1 5ft  appears  from  the  context 
to  mean  a  eort  of  breeches. 


Bappr,  n.  Sax.  Chance.  13168.  Bo.  t.  pi.  1. 
 v.  To  happen.  587-  6467. 

Hard,  adj.  Sax.  Hard.  Harde  grace.  7810.  16133.  Mis- 
fortune. See  Gracr.  It  is  used  RdverbiaUy.  0879.  13133. 

Hardb,  v.  Sax.  To  make  hard.  105*9. 

Barorly  (Hardily),  adv.  Pr.  Boldly.  10147.  adv.  Sax. 
Certainly.  7867.  7901.  9186.  T.  v.  673. 

Harding,  n.  Sax.  Hardening.  10557. 

Barir,  v.  Fr.  To  hurry.  To  harie  and  draw*.  P.  149,  ool. 
*,  L64. 

Harird,  part  pa.  Hurried.  2728  lis  scroient  h Aries  en 
grand  manere.  Froissart,  r.Lc.  225. 

Harlot,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  649. 

Hahlotrirs,  n.  pi.  Ribaldries.  563. 

Harnxis,  ft.  Fr.  Armour.  1615.  Furniture.  571& 

IIarneisr,  v.  Fr.  To  dress.  It  2648. 

Harow,  interj.  Fr.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3286. 

Barfocr,  r.  Fr.  A  harper.  T.  iL  1030.  In  the  Act  of 
Resumption,  28  H.  vL  there  is  a  proviso  in  favour  of 
John  Turges,  Harpour  with  the  Queen,  for  the  reversion 
of  an  annuity  of  10  Marks,  after  the  death  of  William 
Langton,  MlnstrelL 

Barwro,  p.  t.  of  Bar  we,  r.  Sax.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3512. 

Hasardour,».  Fr.  A  Player  Rt  Hazard ;  A  ganumter.  12530. 

Hasardrir.  ft.  Fr.  Gaming,  in  general.  12524. 

Haselwodb.  T.  ML  892.  V.  585.  1174.  AU  iheve  pasutgce 
plainly  allude  to  the  same  proverbial  saying,  wbii-h 
appears  to  have  been  used  in  scorn  or  derision  of  any 
Improbable  hope  or  expectation.  Why  it  was  so  used, 
is  beyond  my  roach  to  discover.  It  may  be  proper  how- 
ever to  mention  that  in  T.  iiL  892.  MS.  BarL  3943.  reads— 
Haselvoode  is  shaken ,■ — and  that  the  pamage,  T.  v.  1174. 
is  an  imitation  of  the  following  in  the  FUoetralo.  See 
Essay,  &o.  n.  62. 

Ma  pandero  seco  tadtamente 
Ride  de  do  che  Troylo  dice*-— 
Chel  si  fosse  sembiante  faces 
Di  crederlo,  e  dida,  di  munoibelo 
Aspetta  il  vento  questo  tapineUu. 

Bastif,  adj.  Fr.  Hasty.  3545. 

Bastifly,  adv.  Bastily.  13546. 

Hatr,  v.  Sax.  To  be  named.  R.  38. 

Baurkrx,  n.  Fr.  A  coat  of  maiL  13792. 

Haven,  inf  m.  of  Have,  v.  Sax.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  2.  It  is  more 
oommonly  Abbreviated  into  Bar. 

Bauncr,  v.  Fr.  To  raise,  to  enhance.  B.  K.  431. 

Baunt,  n.  Fr.  Custom  ;  practice.  449. 

Bauntr,  v.  Fr.  To  practise.  P.  164.  ool.  2.  L  4. 

Hauntrdrh,  pa.LpL  1239&  Practised,  frequented. 

Bactrim,  adj.  Fa.  Haughty.  3739— Loud.  12*64 — A  hau* 
teinfaucon.  L.W.  1118.  A  high  flying  hawk ;  Faulcon 
haultain.  Pr. 

Ha  voir  for  Avoir,  r.  Fr.  Wealth.  R.  4720. 

Bawr,  n.  Sax.  A  hawthorn-berry.  6241.  T.  iii.  856  —A 
farm-yard.  1278ft  A  church-yard.  P.  165,  00L  1, 1.  10. 

Bawrrakr,  4515.  See  the  note. 

Br,  pron.  Sax.  is  often  prefixed  in  all  its  cases  to  proper 

names  emphatically,  according  to  the  Saxon  usage.  He 

Moises.  10564.  He  Tityus.  T.  L  787.  See  the  n.  on  ver. 

9594.— Ha  is  also  frequently  used  for  It  in  all  cases. 

7550.  7838.  9737.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  9594. 
Ban,  a.  Sax.  Bead.  On  his  hed.  1346.  On  pain  of  losing 

his  head.  See  the  note. 
Hrddr  for  Biodr  (Bidden.)  L.  W.  208. 
Hedges,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Hedges.  15224. 
Hsisuooe.  A.  F.  612.   Curruco,  a  little  bird,  which  I* 

supposed  to  hatch  the  Cuckow's  egg,  and  to  be  destroyed 

by  the  young  Cuckows.  8p. 
Hrxr,  v.  Sax.  Helen.  To  hide.  6531.  R,  6882. 

 v.  Sax.  Helan.  To  heal ;  to  help.  1250.  10953. 

 ».  Sax.  Health.  3104.  4237. 

Hrlrlrs,  adj.  Helpless.  T.  v.  1592. 

Hrlur,  pr.  ft.  Elysium.  C.L.  lift 

Hklmrd,  part  pa.  Fr.  Armed  with  an  helmet.  14376. 

T.ii.593. 

Hrlowis,  pr.  n.  6259.  Eloisa,  the  mistress  of  Abelard, 
See  a  summary  of  their  history  in  Rom.  de  la  Rose,  ver. 
9172—9J47. 

Hbm,  oM.  cpt  of  Ha.  Them.  See  Um ;  rii4  Essay,  dec.  n.  28* 
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GLOSSARY. 


Hkmbklf.  IIxm»slve,  Hbspelven.  See  Self. 
Henchmen,  n.  pL  Pages.  P.  L.  252.  See  a  note  on  the 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream  of  Shakespeare.  Act  iL  Sc.  2. 

Last.  Edit 

Hendb,  Hbndy,  adj.  Sax.  Civil ;  courteous.  8868.  3199. 

Ukkkn.  4U31.  Hennb.  3358.  3887-  Hennes.  K.  4922. 
II Km.  18621.  orfr.  Sax.  Hence. 

Hcno,  pa.  t  and  part,  of  Ha  no,  v.  Sax.  380.  678.  9757. 

HanrNSSFoaTU,  adv.  Sax.  Henceforth.  10072. 

Hbnt*,  v.  Sax.  To  take  hold  of ;  to  catch.  »«.  7082. 

IIxnt,  pa.  t.  and  part.  700.  8899.  IMS. 

Heps,  n.  Sax.  A  heap.  To  hepe.  T.  ill.  1770.  Bo.  It.  pr.6. 
Together ;  in  a  heap. — The  fruit  of  the  Dog-rose.  13877* 

Hebaud,  n.  Fa.  A  herald.  2535. 

Hsrberoaok,  n.  Fr.  Lodging.  4327. 

H BXBRROjeouaa,  n.  pi.  Fa.  Provider*  of  lodgings;  Har- 
binger*. 5417. 

II srrerwx,  n.  Sax.  An  inn;  a  lodging.  767*  4143.— The 
place  of  the  Sun.  11347.  In  ver.  405.  (see  the  note)  it 
rather  means,  I  think,  A  harbour — Herb  ex.  T.  ii.  1705. 
F.  L.  49.  An  arbour. 

 v.  Sax.  To  lodge.  R.  6145. 

Herd,  Hibrdk,  n.  Sax.  A  keeper.  80S.  15660— Herds- 
ORome*.  F.  iii.  135.  Shepherd-boys. 

Hkrdes,  n.  pi.  Coarse  flax.  Herd*,  fibra  linl.  Kilian.  R. 
1233. 

That  not  of  Kempt  ne  heerdii  was. 

So  this  ver.  is  written  in  lis.  Hunter.   The  Orig.  has 

only— «/&  nefut  de  bourras. 
Haas  for  Hiax,  pron.  2059. 3891. 4880.  and  in  other  places, 

for  the  sake  if  the  rime* 
Haas,  adv.  Sax.  In  this  place. 

 in  composition,  signifies  this,  without  including  any 

idea  of  place.  Htreagainet.  3041.  Against  this.  Here- 
tyorn.  1588.  Before  this. 

 r.  8ax.  To  hear.  2347. 

Herd,  Herds,  pa.  t.  and  part.  22i.  955.  1597. 

Herdkn,  pa,Upl.  15382. 

Haas,  n.  Sax.  Hair.  677* 

Heren,  adj.  Made  of  hair.  1287a 

Herring,  part.  pr.  of  Hkrkb,  v.  Sax.  Hearkening.  10392. 
Hermes,  pr.  n.  16902.  A  chemical  treatise  under  his  name 

is  extant  In  the  TheaU  Chemic.  t  iv.  See  Fabric  Bib  I. 

Or.  L.  i.e.  10.  HrrmesBallenus.  F  iii.  183.  Whether  a 

different  person  from  him  just  mentioned,  I  cannot  tell. 
Herns,  n.  Sax.   A  corner.  11433.  16126. 
H kroner k,  n.  Fr.  A  hawk  made  to  flic  only  at  the  heron. 

T.  iv.  413.  L.  W.  1118. 
Hbronbewes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Young  Herons.  10382.  See  the 

note. 

Hertk  for  Hurt,  v.  Sax.   Du.  883. 

 n.  Sax.   Heart  Hertcblood.  6300.  12836.  Heart's 

blood.   Hertespone.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  2608. 
Hkrtklks,  adj.   Without  courage.  14914. 
IIrhtlv,  adj.   Hearty.  10319. 
TIbky,  r.  Sax.   To  praise  8492.  13548. 
IIkrvino,  n.   Praise.  I3.'t89. 

Hestk.  n.  Sax.  Command.  12574.— Promise.  R,  4475.  7« 
Hkt,  Hettb,  pa.  t.  of  IIktk,  v.  Sax.  Heated.  A.  F.  145. 
Hetk,  t-  Sax.   To  promise.  2400.  4754.   To  be  called.  Du. 

»¥>.   See  Hiohtk. 
Hrthknessb,  n.  Sax.   Country  of  Heathens  4.9.  5532. 
Hkthing,  n.  Sax.   Contempt  4108.   All  is  thy  hbthixg 

fallen  ujton  thee.  P.  L.  273. 
Hevx,  v.  Sax.   To  heave,  to  raise.  552. — v.  neut.  To 

labour.  T.  II.  1289. 
Hrvkd,  n.  Sax.  Head.  F.  ii.  42.  Every  virtue  inmyheved. 

So  I  apprehend  this  line  should  be  read,  instead  of  in  mo 

heved. 

IIkvkn  QtJKNK,  n.  Sax.  The  queen  of  heaven  ;  the  Virgin 
Mar>.  16557. 

IIew  or  Lincoln,  pr.  n.  13614.  See  Discourse,  Ac.  $.  xxxir. 
Hews,  v.  Sax.   To  cut.  1424. 

  r.  neut.  C.  L.  980  T.  L.  L  325.  b.   He  that  heweth  to 

Me,  with  chippes  he  may  lese  hi*  tight.  So  Conf.  Am.  la  b. 

Full  ofte  he  heweth  up  so  ht/e, 
Tltat  chyppes  fallen  in  his  eye. 


Hxwb,  n.  Sax.  Colour ;  appearance.  10901.  T.  iL  21.  | 

Hxwed,  part  pa.  Coloured.  11 557. 

Hsxt,  adj.  superL  Sax.  Highest.  C.  D.345.  Hegh,  Hegktst, 

Heghst,  Hext.  In  the  same  maimer  Next  b  formed  fan  I 

Negh.  | 
HiDOus,  adj.  Fa.  Dreadful.  3520. 
Hidoubly,  adv.  Terribly.  1703. 
Hie,  v.  Sax.  To  hasten.  10805.  C.  D.  1550. 
 n.  Haste;  diligence,  /a,  or  On  hie*  2981.  4829.  T.ir. 

1385.  In  haste. 
 Highk,  adj.  Sax.  High.  In  high  and  low.  819.  541* 

See  the  n.  on  ver.  819. 
Hierdessk,  n.  Sax.  A  shepherdess.  T.  L  654.  See  Herds. 
High  en,  F.  iii.  1062.  is  perhaps  miswritten  for  Wight. 
Hiomt,  n.  Sax.  Highth.  1892.  On  highL  1786.  seems  to 

signify—aloud ;  in  a  high  voice.  En  hauU  Fa. 
Hiohtk,  v.  Sax.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  1018. 
Him,  obi.  c  of  Hx,  is  often  used  alone  in  that  rteiproctl 

sense,  which  is  generally  expressed  by  the  addition  of 

the  adj.  Self.  3052.  Than  hath  he  don  his/rend,  ne  him, 

no  shame,  i.  e»  nor  himself.  At  he  him  laid.  1380.  Ami 

clad  him.  141 1 .  And  hart  him.  1449. 

It  is  also  frequently  put  without  the  usual  preposittoB. 

Him  to  grete  shame.  17209.    To  great  shame  of  him. 

ShefaUeth  him  to  fete.  5524.  She  falleth  at  the  feet  sf 

him.  She  swore  him.  6543.  She  swore  to  him.  Bern 

and  Hire  are  used  in  the  same  manner. 
Hihsjelf,  Hik&elvs,  Hjmsklvxn.  Bee  Ssxr. 
Hindxrest,  superL  d.  of  Hind,  adv.  Sax.  Hindmost  CM. 
Hike,  n.  Sax.  A  servant  in  husbandry ;  a  hind.  60S. 
 n.  Bat  ViL  35.  should  probably  be  Hiene.  TbegaB 

of  an  hyena  was  used  to  cure  a  certain  disorder  of  the 

eye,  Plin.  N.  H.  L  29,  c  38. 
Hippocras,  pr.  n.  Hippocrates.  433.  Bee  the  note. 
Hm,  pron.  pott.  Sax.  Their.  See  Essay,  dec.  p.  xlvi . 
Hire,  obi.  c.  of  She.  pron.  Sax.  la  often  put  for  Bend/. 

139,  4889.  and  without  the  usual  preposition.  11057.  See 

Hm. 

 pron.  pott.  Sax.  Her.  Bee  Essay,  arc.  p.  xlvL 

Hirxselp,  Hirxsxlvb,  Hirxsxltkiv.  See  Ssxr. 

Hirs,  pron.  pots.  Sax.  Theirs.  7508.  See  the  Essay,  Jte.n.8 

HisTORTAL,  adj.  Fr.  HistoricaL  12090. 

Ho,  interj.  Fa.  commanding  a  cessation  of  any  action. 

See  the  n.  on  ver.  2535.  and  I  believe  o  in  that  verse  is  pot 

for  Ho,  and  not  for  Oyex.  See  the  C.  L.  ver.  270. 
Hochepot,  n.  Fr.  A  mixture  of  various  things  shake* 

together  in  the  same  pot  M.  112,  col.  1, 1.  10.  HulspoL 

Bslo. 

Hokbr,  n.  Sax.  Frowardness.  5717. 

Hokkrly,  adv.  Frowardly.  P.  159,  col.  2,  L  11. 

Hold,  n.  Sax.  A  fort,  or  castle.  4927. 

 v.  Sax.  To  keep.  To  hold  in  honde.  T.  V.  1370.  To 

keep  in  suspence.  T.  V.  1614.  1679.  To  amuse  in  order 

to  deceive. 

 Holden,  part.  pa.  Obliged.  5717-  T.  iii.  1265. 

Hole,  Uol,  adj.  Sax.   Entire ;  whole ;  sound.  6952.  7615. 

Holly,  adv.  Entirely ;  wholly.  5793. 

Holour,  n.  Sax.  A  whoremonger.  5836.  P.  166,  col.  2,1.7- 

Holt,  n.  Sax.   A  grove,  or  forest  6  T.  iii.  352. 

 for  Holdeth.  9224.  9386. 

Homly,  adj.  Sax.  Domestick.  9666.— Plain  ;  simple.  74*3. 
Homlinkmsk,  n.  Sax.    Domestick  management  83ui- 

Familiarity.  M.  118,  col.  1, 1. 10. 
Honde,  tu  Sax.   A  hand.    An  honde-brede.  3809.  An 

hand's  breadth.    Withouten  honde.  T.  iii.  188.  Without 

being  pulled  by  any  hand.— Uondbn.  pi.  R.  8883. 
Honest,  a(fj.  Fr.  means  generally,  according  to  the  Frentk 

usage,  Creditable ;  honourable.  246.  13491.  Becoming  a 

person  of  rank.  8302.  9902. 
Uonestetbr,  HoNKKTKK,  rt.  Fr.   Virtue.  8298.— Decency. 

14630.— Good  manners.  6849. 
Hono,  v.  Sax.   To  hang.  12724. 
Host,  n.  Sax.  Du.  385.  as  Hunt. 
Hony-swkte,  adj.  Sax.  Sweet  as  honey.  9270. 
Hope,  v.  Sax.   To  expect  4<»27.  See  the  note. 
HoprxsTERES,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Dancers.  2019.   See  the  not* 
Hord,  n.  Sax.   Treasure.  13014.— A  private  place.  At  W 

the  keeping  of  treasure.  P.  165,  col.  2, 1.  18. 
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Hons,  Hoor,  adj.  Sax.  Hoary ;  grey.  7764.  9335. 
Horowk,  adj.  Sax.   FouL  C.  M.  £2. 
Horrirlstb,  n.  F».  Horribleness.  R.  7285. 
Hons,  n.  pL  Sax.  Hones.  5807.  7141.  13563. 
Home,  adj.  Sax.  Hoarse.  Du.  347. 
Hobsly,  adj.  10506.  is  applied  to  a  hone,  a*  manly  In  to 
a  man. 

HoaKTALSBa,  n.  pi  Lat.  Religious  persons,  of  both  sexes, 

who  attended  the  sick  in  hospitals.  P.  167.  col.  1, 1.  59. 

—Knights  Hospitalers,  of  different  orders.  R.  6693.  See 

Du  Cange,  in  v.  Hospitalarius. 
Host,  ».  Us.  An  army.  14486. 
HotrrjCLXRR,  a.  Fr.  An  inn-keeper.  4358.  15U35. 
Hoar slr is,  n.  Fr.  An  inn,  or  lodging-house.  23. 
Homtu.rmrnt8,  n.  pL  Household  furniture.  Bo.  1L  pr.  5. 
Honrs,  adj.  Sax.  Hot.  7018. 
Hots,  Hotkn,  part.  pa.  of  Hrtb.  Called.  3939. 
Hovs,  9.  Sax.  To  borer.  T.  iii.  1433.  T.  v.  33. 
Hound-pish,  n.  Sax.  The  dog-fish.  9699. 
Boons,  ft.  for  Hound.  T.  iv.  210.  Thus  said  both  here  and 

houne,  i.  e.  hare  and  hound ;  all  sorts  of  people. 
Hocjprd,  pa.  U  Fa.  Hooped,  or  hollowed.  15406. 
Houui*  ft.  Sax.  The  Eucharist  R.  6386. 

 v.   To  administer  the  sacrament.  R.  6437. 

—To  ben  houseled.    To  receive  the  sacrament. 

P.  170,001.2,1.69. 
Howtr,  n.  Sax.  A  cap,  or  hood.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3909. 
Huxpkrk,  n.  Sax.  Holly.  B.  K.  129. 
Hulstrbo,  part,  pa.  Sax.  Hidden.  R.  6146. 
Hcmrlbhbdr,  n.  Sax.  Humble  state.  14590. 
Humblbsbs,  n.  Fr.  Humility.  4585. 
Hum  sumo,  n.  A  hamming.  F.  ii.  531.  Hommelen  ;  Bom- 

bilari,  bombum  edere.  Kilian.  Hence  our  Humble-bee. 
Hunt,  n.  Sax.  A  huntsman.  1680.  2020. 
Hubtlb,  v.  Fr.  To  push.  2618.  4717. 
Husbandri*,  n.  Sax.  Thrift,  oeconomical  management  4075. 
Hvabond-man,  n.  Sax.  The  master  of  the  family.  735a 
Hurt,  adj.  Sax.  Silent ;  whist  Bo.  il.  m.  5. 
Hvldr,  v.  Sax.  To  pour.  Bo.  iL  m.  2. 
Htllko,  part  pa.  Sax.  Hidden.  15061.  See  Hsxs. 


I. 

I,  at  the  beginning  of  a  word,  hi  the  common  Editt.  and 
aren  in  the  MS8.  of  Cbauoer,  is  often  used  to  express  a 
corruption  of  the  Saxon  prepositive  particle  Ee;  which, 
in  this  Edit  of  the  Canterbury  Tales,  (as  has  been  said 
before  in  the  Essay,  &c  p.  xlvl)  is  always  expressed  by 
jr.  All  each  words,  therefore,  occurring  in  the  works  of 
Chaucer  not  contained  in  this  Edition,  should  be  looked 
for  either  under  y,  or  under  their  second  letters. 

Jacks  or  Dotbr.  4345.  See  the  note. 

Jacks  fool.  37U8.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  14816. 

Jacobin,  pr.  n.  A  grey-frier.  R.  6338. 

J  arks  Straw,  pr.  n.  15400.  The  noise  made  by  the  fol- 
lowere  of  this  rebel,  to  which  our  author  alludes,  he  had 
probably  heard  himself.  It  is  called  by  Walsingham, 
p»  251.  clamor  horrendissimus,  non  similii  clamoribus 
quo*  edere  tolent  homines,  sed  qui  ultra  omnem  astima- 
Uonem  superaret  omnes  clamores  humanos,  et  maxime 
posset  assimulari  ululatibus  in/ernalium  incolarum. 
Many  Flemings  (Flandrenses)  were  beheaded  by  the 
rebels  cum  clamors  consueto.  Walsingham,  ibid. 

Jamrbux,  rn.pl.  Fn.  Boots ;  armour  for  the  legs.  13804. 

Jamb,  n.  A  coin  of  (Janua)  Genoa.  It  is  put  for  any 
small  coin.  8875.  13865. 

J  ANSI*, «.  Fa.  To  prate ;  to  talk  much,  or  fast  10534. 

 n.  Prate ;  babble.  6989. 

Jajvolsr,  jANttLotm,  n,  A  prater.  17292,  7. 

jANOLBRXSttB,  ft,  a  female  prater.  6220.  10181. 

Jars,  n.  Sax.  A  trick ;  a  jest  4341.  1678a 

 9.  To  Jest  13623*-To  cheat ;  to  laugh  at  1731. 

J  ARB- worth  y,  adj.  Ridiculous.  Bo.  v.  pr.  3. 

Jajfrr,  n.  A  common  jester,  or  buffoon.  P.  161,  coL  1,  L  43, 

Jafbrib,  n.  Buffoonerie.  P.  161.  coL  1,  L  45. 

Ich,  less,  pron.  Sax.  I.  8o  the  ich.  12881.  So  the  iche. 
M387-  So  may  I  prosper. 


Idxl,  adj.  Sax.  Idle  ;  fruitless.   In  idel  11179.  P.  159, 

col.  2, 1.  29.  In  vain. 
Idolastrb,  n.  Fr.  An  idolater.  10172. 
Jeopabd,  v.  To  hazard ;  to  put  in  danger.  T.  iv.  1566. 
Jbopardix,  r.  Danger.  T.  ii.  465.  T.  v.  1529.  Jeopardies. 

Du.  666. 

Jxrjcmik,  pr.  n.  Jeremiah.  12569. 

Jbroaib,  pr.  n.  6256.  Our  author  has  made  much  use  of  a 
treaties  of  St  Jerome,  contra  Jovinianum  See  the  n.  on 
ver.  9172,  and  ver.  11679,  and  the  Discourse,  dec.  n.  19. 

Jxstbb,  n.  pi.  T.  v.  15ia  F.  ill.  passim,  as  Gxbtks. 

Jbwbrib,  n.  Fr.   A  district  inhabited  by  Jews.  13419. 

Jswisx,  n.  Judgement;  punishment  1741.  5215.  It  may 
have  been  formed  by  corruption  either  of  the  Lat. 
Judicium,  or  the  Fr.  Justice.  Con/.  Am.  157.  b.  158. 

Ik,  pron.  Sax.  I.  3862.  3865.  See  Ich. 

Ilion,  pr.  ft.  The  citadel  of  Troy.  15362. 

Ilkb.  adj.  Sax.  Same.  64.  3035. 

iMAOiNATir,  adj.  Fr.  Suspicious.  11406. 

Impko,  part  pa.  Sax.  Planted.  R.  5137. 

Impxtrbn,  pr.  t  pL  Fr.  Obtain  by  prayer.  Bo.  v.  pr.  3. 

Imprs,  n.  pi  Sax.  Shoots  of  trees.  13962.  R.  6293. 

Importarlb,  adj.  Fr.  Intolerable.  1452a  U.  6902.— Impos- 
sible. 902a 

Importune,  adj.  Fr.  Troublesome.  R.  5632. 
Impossible,  adj.  Fr.  used  as  a  substantive.  627a  T.  iii.  525. 
In,  prep.  Sax,   Upon.  6350.  1450a  14545.    In  with.  946U 

9818.  Within. 
Incombroub,  adj.  Fr.  Cumbersome.  F.  ii  354. 
Inconstanck,  n.  Fr.  Inconstancy.  754a 
Incubus.  646*2.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  6441. 
Indb,  adj.  Fr.  Axure-ooloured.  R.  67. 
Indionb,  adj.  Fr.   Unworthy.  8235. 
Inbchbd,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Inserted.  T.  iii.  1335. 
Inbqual,  adj.  Fr.  Unequal.  2273. 
Infortunat,  adj.  Lat.  Unfortunate.  4722. 
Inportuns,  n.  Fr.  Misfortune.  R.  6651. 
Inoot,  n.  A  mould  for  casting  ingots.  16674.  16701.  16782. 
Inhabit,  part  pa.  Fr.  Inhabited.  C.  D.  14oa 
Inhildx,  v.  Sax.  To  pour  in.  T.  iii.  44.  See  Hyldb. 
Injurs,  n.  Fr.  Injury.  T.  lit  losa 
Inly,  adv.  Sax.  Inwardly,  deeply,  thoroughly.  6930.  R. 

397.  T.  Iii.  1612.  F.  i.  31. 
Inns,  prep.  Sax.  In.  14002. 

 In,  r.  Sax.  A  house,  habitation,  lodging.  3547.  5517. 

13372. 

Innbd,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Lodged.  2194. 
I  Innrrxstb,  adj.  sup.  Sax.  Inmost  Bo.  ir.  pr.  6. 
.  Innocsnt,  adj.  Fr.  Ignorant  8150.  1084a 
I  Insrlxd,  part  pa.  Fr.  Attested  under  seat  C.  D.  1014. 

Insrt,  part  pa.  Sax.  Implanted.  Bo.  iL  pr.  3. 

Intsrminabu,  adj.  Fr.  Infinite.  Bo.  v.  pr  6. 

Inwittb,  n.  Sax.  Understanding.  T.  L.  L  32a  b» 

Joes,  pr.  n.  6085.  See  the  note. 

JocoNDB,  adj.  Fr.  Joyous ;  pleasant  16064. 

Joobxour,  n.  Fr.  A  juggler.  7049. 

JoiNANT,  part  pr.  Fr.  Joining.  1062. 

Joins,  v.  Fr.   To  enjoin.  R.  2355. 

Jolib  Robin.  The  name  of  a  dance.  R.  7455.  De  la  danse 

le  beau  Robin.  Orig.  12884.-See  T.  v.  1174. 
Jolip,  adj.  Fr.  Jolly  ;  joyfuL  3355.  4152, 
Jombrb,  v.  To  jumble.  T.  iL  1037. 

Jonolbrib,  n.  T.  v.  755.  should  rather  be  J  angler  it Idle 

talk.  See  Janols. 
Jordanbs,  n.  pi.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  12239. 
JoesA,  interj.  4099.  seems  to  be  partly  formed  from  the  Fr. 

fa  I  Come  hither! 
Jovis.  pr.  n.  Jupiter.  T.  iii.  15.  F.  i.  219.  P.  iii.  91/ 
Jouknrk,  n.  Fr.  A  day's  journey.  274a  C.  D.  1945. 

 A  day's  work.  R.  579. 

JousTBs,  n.  pt  Fr.  Justs.  C.  D.  1987. 
Jowxlks,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Jewels.  R.  642a 
Joys,  v.  Fr.  To  enjoy.  R.  5028. 

Ipocrab,  n.  Fr.  Wine  mixed  with  spices  and  other  in- 
gredients; so  named,  because  it  is  strained  through 
a  woollen  cloth,  called  the  sleeve  of  Hippocrates.  9681 
See  Clarrb. 

Irb,  n.  Fr.  Anger.  7416. 
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GLOSSARY. 


rnouB,     wmmm,  7**,  7,  a 

Iuudi^  pr.  n,  P.  liL  7*17*  See  Bsllb  laAtrox.  She  1* 
called  YbIVT  by  Bernard  4a  Veotador.  Ma  Croft*, 

fot  i    '■  i  . 

Tant  trag  pen*  d'amcr. 

ti'ane  Trtotffl  l<amador 
Non  ufnt  major  dolor 
Pet  yjcut  (a  M 

And  so  in  Fabliau**  Ac  T.  L  p.  242.  tVrwf  fa  etondr, 
Fetrarah  call*  bar  Ltotki,  TrSonJb  d'Amore.  11L  82.  A 
late  French  writer,  in  what  be  has  been  pleat**!  to 
stylo.  "  Unfair?  iilttmirt  th*  Troubadour**  {1.  it  pr 
3230  having  quoted  a  psesagu  celebrating  the  km  of 
■■  2Yi*(-"i  a  Intuits'  add*  very  coolly— C7*r  unf  itftifrton 
d  qnetquu  Kamaa  t  which  is  just  u  U  i  commentator 
upon  Ovid  should  My  of  the  epistle  from  Pari*  to  Helen, 
that  it  alludr*  to  *»nc  i7r*rfr  /rtiry, 

It,  pron.  3  jxr/.  mhi.  itend.  Bu.  Ii  uied  instead  of  He 
and  Sa*.  3761-  5520.  13144. 

Itaili.n.  pr.  M-  Italy,  8J4i, 

Jl'ilaltajib,  pr.  n.  Gibraltar.  ZXJ. 

■J  i  n  t'  L'.  n.  A  venae!  for  hoi  ding  ale,  or  wine,  3T28-  13PC0- 

Jl-djcuu.  14052.  The  hook  of  Judges.  So  Mttaimtrpho*eu* 
1*  put  for  the  Metamorphosis  of  Ovid,  4513,  and  Kneido* 
for  the  ^oeli  of  Virgil,  15365- 

Juro.  pi.  Fa.   A  Judge.  12057.  12180* 

Ji'rL.  pr.  n.  The  month  of  July.  10U07- 

J i  l e An,  pr.  ft.   See  toe  n.  en  ver.  34), 

J  L  l'ARXH K,  fj,  It  iJtKHi,       -I  J:-ih MUS'Jk 

J  c  parti  e,  nL  Fa,   Jeopardle.  See  the  tu  on  ver.  llSIL 
J  items,  r*.  Fa.   A  judge*  I596&. 

Jt'sttNtAH,  pr*  Hi  R.  tft)5.  The  law  referred  to  U  to  the 
AlW»^  The*  ^^^Tit^rTav.  1ST. 


Kaxsn?>erp  ft.  Lat,  A  Calendar-  1513(1— A  guide,  or 
director.  L.  W,  fl4x, 

Kw  kmirs,  fc.  frf,  Lat.   The  first  day  of  the  month  ;  the 
beginning  of  any  thins,  T.  11.  7.  T.  t.  1033- 

Kaynard.   Bee  the  n.  on  ver.  5817- 
i      KiLt,  r,  Sax.   To  cool,  C-  L.  775. 
i      Kxudko,  KKiiPEu,  parr.  j*r  Hax.   Combed.  2201.  £l3ti, 
|      Kxmelin,  ft.  Bax.   A  tub,  3Wd 
i       Kknclm,  pr.  n,  15IJ6.  Bee  the  note, 
I      Kara,  ».  Sax.  Care  i  attention .  4167. 
I   tr.  Tej  take  core.  2240,  £963, 

Kerch  sr,  n.  tfcoO,  a  corruption  of  Cov*nrm*T, 

Kernel*,  n.  pL  Fa,   Battlements.  H.  411^ 
I       K*R»,  ft.  Bae,   Wflter-crt-H*es,    0/  paramour*  Taught 
I         Ac  riot  a  *rr*.  5?54.    lit,  cared  not  a  rush  fi*r  love, 
CWMftlf  tfttd,  in  the  wine  seruc,  in      U  l  3l\l  and 

I       Krrvkji,  n.  Sax.   A  carver.  1901. 

Kk^k,  r-  Bail   To  kl*  «m.  It-  WH>. 
Kiustk,  jjh.  t.   KImrhI,  108H. 
Kkttuh.  if,  X  iii.  Ltoi.  »h  C^rf  hr. 

Kkvkhk,  I'.  Fh.    Tq  ct^ver.   In  T,  i  9l«.  it  signifles  to 

rj'roiw. 

Krt  irEL.  ii,  8ai,  A  Uttle  coJke,  7W  See  the  note. 
Kru,  Kinna,  pn.  f.  and  part  of  Kith  a.  ASadu  kno*o  ;  dis- 
covered. U«17.   T.  i.  ^  R,  ^J7^. 
Ki  km  ,  i'.  S  a      To  k  ick .  6523. 

Kin,  n.  Bax,    Kindred,    lip  my  fader  kin.  93M>  10297, 
Uy  iny  father*  kindred. 

 adj.  Of  the  oaine  nftturt.  5^5?. 

Kind,  n.  Sax.  Nature.  17130.  T.  i.  238. 

Kindly,  adv.  Naturally.  5984. 

Kjnrkdb,  n.  Kindred.  M.  113,  col.  2, 1.  33. 

Kirtkl,  n.  Sax.   A  tunic,  or  waistcoat  3321.  11884.  In 
kirtelt  and  none  other  wede.  R.  778.   Qui  ettoicnt  en  | 
pure  cottea.  Orig.  775.  . 

Kithr,  v.  Sax.  To  shew;  to  make  known.  5056.  7191.  ' 
Ne  kithe  hire  jealous Ic  1106a  Nor  shew  to  her  any  , 
jealousie.  i 

KtTHED.parL  pa.  16C22.  See  Km.  i 


Kitte,  pa-  L  Sax.  Cat,  63IU. 

Kxauis,  n.  Sax.  Trifling  tricka.  4049.  Th*  vrti 
sbciiia  to  have  been  formed  frum  the  MttaeAimp,  or  imp 
pt*&,  of  the  Soger*,  used  by  juggtem  See  Cotgraw,  ii 
v.  MataMtiwr  <Um  maim,  and  JitqveL— Trilling  «inli 
I'  Ifil,  out  1, 1.  49L 

Kmaitx,  n.  A  abort  deep ;  a  nap.  R.  4005. 

K k a nHTt  udj.  Sax.    Full  of  jjnurrrt,  or  knota>  1 

Kn  a  v*>  h.  Sax,  A  servant ;  pruperZy,  a  boy-servasL  37* 
13S40>-^  knave-drfUL  A135-  RWl  AmaltdilliL— T>i 
Aoie  ^Nfliv.  R  3049-  O  jrarpen-  Orig, 

Knuoox.  part,  pa.  «f  K-nmdb>  e.  Sax.   Kneaded.  R  cv  I 

K.n  ren,  Km***,  ti.pl.  Sax,   Knew  f.  1).  **4.  4.J8. 

Knitt,  |Hirf,  pa.  R.  *i92.  aa  Knit- 


KNtffHT*  «.  Sax.  A  servant ;  guoerally .  a  servant  in  wvr 
a  soldier,  M.  117,  «>L  2,  L  ,11.  A  dubbed  kni^ki 

See  bis  Cha  haltrh,  ver.  43— 7S, 


hT  ?n" on  n  eh,  n.  pi  Sax.  Eierefioenees,  in  the  fJiap^  &f 

or  buttons.  Kii.  Bee  Knoitk 
Knopea.  u.  Sax.  A  button.  R.  1000. — A  roe-bod.  R.  IJt* 
K^orrjfo,  port  pa.  Buttoned;  favtened.  R,  72 1 2. 
Knott*,  ».  Sax.  A  knoL  In  ver.  10715.  107*1.  it  b  uwe 

Id  the  sense  of  Naud,  Fa.  for  the  chief  point,  or  hntti  <■ 

A  matter. 

KNorraxaa,  nrfJL  Sax.    Without  a  knot ;  without  an> 

thing  to  obatntct  or  retard  the  pa****.  T,  V,  7«a 
Knows  for  Km,  T.  fL  1202, 

K nowlrx. nr,  r.  Sax.  To  acknowledge,  M*  1  ifl,  col.  I 
K-^owLKt-HiKo  ,  n.  Knowledge.  1600a  R.  467Q. 
KoNNtNO,  n.  P.  11L  Hi  ae  Cohnuvo;  Conning, 
Kmt «,  Sax.   To  look  ttedfaatly.  3445.  K  tjeken.  T*it 
Upectart-  KAlfan. 

L 

LAaas,  n-   A  blab  :  a  great  talker,  330SH 

LAaEUKO,  pdrt.  pr,  RLabblng.  H&ti. 

Lacbd.  part.  pa.  Fa,   Tied,  bound.   R,  317*. 

Lacert,  n.  Fa.   "A  fieafay  muscle;  so  termed  from  |fe 

having  a  tail  Like  a  lizard.  Cota  "  27M- 
Lachs,  any,  J  n.  Sluggish.  Tlo.  Iv.  pr.  A 
Lachsb!*!,  n.  Fr.    Slaeknw;  negligvnoe,  F.  lKrcr>t.  i 

L  (T7. 

Lad.  La ddx, pa,  L  of  Lsna,  e.  Sax,  lad;  carried. 

Lakt+  jki^  i.  and  part,  of  Lavs,  r.  Sax,  Left.  IgtiL  L-  W 
168, 

LatE.  n.   T.  1  Ml.  ]0ri3>  aa  Lav. 

Laiko,  part,  pa  of  La v(  t,  Sax.  Ffifa  or/rrff  lAiim.  i  * 
Lrlniined.  H,  liiJU  So  this  word  ia  frequently  used  b: 
Holt  Inched,  vi>1.  iii,  p.  1317-  Laid  frith  aoUi  tarr^LAU 
Off  in'tA  rt*f  ri'^t;  and  gold  faec— Laid  abdit  iria  ^i;*vi 
for?*   See  Couch  ro. 

Las  Nr.  in/,  e,  Sax.    To  Jay,  R.  1H4. 

LArvKita,  n.  pL  Fa.   Btmpo.  or  thonga.  a*iS. 

Lams,  n.  J37U7-  It  In  difficult  to  my  what  sin  of  cleth  h 
meant  Lwktn.  litui.  ajgnlhea  both  linen  and  irvi>uVi 
W  0,.  Kilian. 

Lakkr,  n.  Sax,  A  fault ;  a  di graceful  action*  WTi- 
Want  KJI45, 

L a k. ils,  ir.  To  find  fault;  to  blame  It  284.  iikX, 

Lambks,  n,  pi.  taAx.   LamtH.  R.  juSX 

LANOena,  p,  Fr,   To  laT;gui^i.  12741, 

LAProAiRR.  F.  iii.  A  treatise  on  precious  et-mw, 

entitled  {  probably  a  French  translation  of  the  1— U£ 
poem  of  Mar  bod  us  de  pemmis,  which  is  frequently  cited 
by  the  name  of  Lapidariu*.  Fabric.  Iiibl.  Med.  AU.  is 
v.  Marbodus. 

Lappk.  n.  Sax.    A  skirt,  or  lappet  of  a  garment  8461. 

15480.   T.  iii.  59.  743. 
Larob,  adj.  Fa.   Spacious;  free.    ProdigaL  13361.  At 

large.  2290.    At  liberty.    Til  that  it  tea*  prime  la-gt. 

10674.   Till  prime  was  far  spent 
Largely,  adv.   Fully.  1910. 
Las.  ».  Fa.  A  lace.  394. — A  snaro.  1819.  1953. 
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Lams,  Las.  adj.  comp.  Sax.  Less.  4407.  13047  R.  3045. 
Latchk.  n.  R.  1624.  m  Las 

Latexkd,  part  pa.  Sax.   Delayed.  P.  162,  ooL  2,  L  62. 

Laths,  n.  4086.  A  bun.  "  It  is  still  used  in  Lincolnshire. 
Sk."  In  F.  UL  1050.  where  the  Editt  hare  rath*  and 
fdtke,  the  MSS,  give  the  true  reading— iathe. 

Lato».  n.  Fa.  A  kind  of  mixed  metal.  701.  of  the  colour 
of  brass.  11557. 

Lauds,  m.  Lat.  Praise.  13385. 

La  u dbs.  3655.  The  senrios  performed  in  the  fourth,  or 
last  watch  of  the  night.  Dieuntur  autem  Laudes,  quod 
Mud  ojJUium  laudem  pracipue  sonat  divinam,  %c.  Du 
Cange  in  v.  LauaS.  The  same  senrioe  was  often  called 
Matins.  Idem  in  v.  Matutiwi. 

Latsd,  part.  pa.  Fa.  Drawn ;  spoken  of  water  taken  out 
Ufa  weU.  Bo.  ill.  m.  12. 

Latexdba,  n.  Fa.  A  washerwoman,  or  laundress.  L.W. 
358.  In  the  passage  of  Dawtb,  which  is  here  quoted, 
Envy  is  called. 

La  MxaxTRics,  eke  mai  daW  ospisio 
JH  Cesare  turn  torse  ali  ocehi  putti, 
Moris  comune,  e  dtlle  eorU  vicie. 

Inf.xiii.64. 

Late  sock,  n.  Bax.   A  lark.  R.  662. 

Launcsqay,  m.  A  sort  of  lance.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13682. 

Lancelot  do  Lax*.  152ia  An  eminent  knight  of  the 
mund  Uble,  whose  adventures  were  the  subject  of  a  Ro- 
mance begun  by  Chrettien  de  Tropes,  one  of  the  oldest  of 
the  Romanoe-poets,  and  finished  by  Qodcfrois  de  Leigni. 
See  Fauchet.  L.  ii.  c.  10, 11.  They  hare  been  repeatedly 
printed  in  French  prose,  and  make  a  considerable  part 
of  the  compilation  called  "  Mort  <f  Arthur."  His  accom- 
plishments, as  a  courtier  and  a  man  of  gallantry,  have 
been  alluded  to  before,  ver.  10601.  Signor  VolpL  in  his 
notes  upon  Dante,  Inf.  v.  128.  has  most  unaccountably 
represented  Laneilotto,  as  innamorato  di  Ginevra, 
moglie  del  Re  Marco.  If  there  be  any  faith  in  history, 
Ginevra  was  the  wife  of  King  Abthub.  The  story  in 
Dante,  which  is  the  occasion  of  Signor  Yolpi's  note,  Is  a 
curious  one.  It  is  alluded  to  by  Petrarch,  Trion/o 
dTAmore.  UL  82. 

Yedi  Ginevra,  Isotta,  e  V  altreamantt, 

R  la  coppia  d'Arimino.  

Lacttdb,  n.  Fa.  A  plain  not  ploughed.  1693. 

Lavourbs,  m.  pL  Fa.  Layers.  5869. 

Laubsat,  adj.  Lat.  Crowned  with  laurel.  7907.  14614. 

Laubeolx,  n.  Fa.  Spurge-laurel.  14969. 

LAuaxa,  n.  Fa.  Laurel.  9340. 

LAca,  adj.  Bax.  Loose.  4062.  Laus.  Island.  Solutut.  This 
is  the  true  original  of  that  termination  of  adjectives,  so 
frequent  in  our  language,  in  Us  or  less.  Consuetud.  de 
Beverley.  MS.  HarU  560.  IIuJus  sacrilegii  emends  non 
erst  detenninata,  sed  dicebatur  ab  Aug  lis  Botalaus,  L  e. 
sine  emendd.  So  Chaucer  uses  Boteles,  and  other  words 
of  the  same  form  ;  as  Detteles,  Drinkeles,  GilteUs,  $c. 

Lawx.  adj.  for  Low.  R.  5046. 

LAXATir.  n.  Fa.  A  purging  medicine.  2758. 14949. 

Lat,  n.  Sax.  Law ;  religious  profession.  4796.  10332. 

Lat,  m.  Fa.  A  species  of  poem.  9755. 11259.  See  the  Dis- 
course. Ac.  n.  24. 

Lat,  pa.  Lot  Lis.  or  Lioos.  972.  Lavbn.  pi.  3210. 

La  sab,  *  Fa,  A  leper.  242. 

Lbchk,  n.  Sax.  A  physician.  3902.  Lechtcrafl.  2747-  The 
skill  of  a  physician. 

 9.  To  heaL  C.  D.  852. 

LscaBftooa,  adj.  Provoking  lecherie.  12483. 
Lacftotm,  n.  Fa.  A  leacher.  6953. 
Lsctoajra,  ft.  Lat.  A  reading-desk.  C  L.  1383. 
Lsdbx,  a.  Sax.  Language.  10749.  See  the  note. 
Lboob,  v.  C.  L.  1065.  as  Allege. 

Lxbb,  ft.  Fa.  A  leash,  by  which  dogs  are  held.  P.  155,  col 
1,  L3. 

 adf.  Sax.  Falsa.  Withouten  lees.  R.  3904.  With- 
out lying;  truly. 

Lara,  adj.  Sax.  Pleasing,  agreeable.  A I  be  him  lothb  or 
unra.  1839.  Taongh  it  be  unpleasing  to  him,  or  pleasing. 


For  lev*  ne  loths.  13082.  For  friend  nor  enemy.  He 
turned  not— -for  lets  ne  for  loths.  P.  L.  286. — It  some- 
times signifies,  Pleased.  /  n'am  not  Lars  to  gabbe.  3510. 
I  am  not  pleased  to  prate ;  I  take  no  pleasure  in  prating. 

Lkfull,  adj.  LawfuL  5619. 9322. 

Lboob,  v  Sax.  To  lay.  3935. 

 v.  Fa.  To  ease.  R.  5016.  as  Alxob. 

Leib.  v.  Sax.  To  lay.  T.  UL  72. 

Lkisbr,  n.  Fa.  Leisure.  1190.  9706.  Opportunity.  3292. 
Letts,  n.  Sax.  Light  Thonder4eiU.  Bo.  i.  m.  4.  Lightning. 
Lbkb,  n.  Sax.  A  leek.  3877.  It  is  put  for  any  thing  of  very 

small  value.  16263.  R.  4830. 
Lbmbs,  n.  pU  Sax.  Flames.  14936 

Lehman,  n.  Sax.  A  lover,  or  gallant.  4238. 5337 — A  mis- 
tress. 14089. 
Lbndxs.  n.  pL  Sax.  The  loins.  3237. 
Lxnb,  adj.  Sax.  Lean.  289.  9727. 

  r.  Sax.  To  lend.  613.  3775.— To  grant  7226.  13613. 

Lxirosa,  adv.  comp.  Sax.  Longer.  14437. 
Lxntb,  pa.  I.  of  Lbnb,  13284. 

Lbnton,  n.  Sax.  The  season  of  Lent.  P.  148,  col.  2,  L  21. 

L*bhvoy.  Fa.  was  a  sort  of  postscript,  tent  with  poetical 
compositions,  and  serving  either  to  recommend  them  to 
the  attention  of  some  particular  person,  or  to  enforce 
what  we  call  the  moral  of  them.  The  six  last  Stanxas 
of  the  Clbbkss  Talb  are  in  many  Ms*,  entitled,  V envoy 
de  Chaucer  a  Us  maris  de  notre  temps.  See  also  the 
Stanxas  at  the  end  of  the  Complaint  of  the  Black  Knight, 
and  of  Chaucer's  Dreme. 

Lbon,  n.  Lat.  A  lion.  1600. 

Lbowinb,  adj.  Belonging  to  a  lion.  14564. 

Lbopart,  Lbpabd,  ft.  Fa.  A  leopard.  2188.  14267. 

Lbos,  ft.  Ga.  People  15571,4. 

Lbpandb,  part.  pr.  of  Lbpb,  r.  Sax.  Leaping.  R.  1928 
Lbpb,  Lxp,  for  Lkpeth,  3  pert.  sing.  4226.  10285. 

 for  Lbpbd,  pa.  t.  2689.  C.  D.  2164. 

 pr.  n  A  town  in  Spain.  12504. 

Lrbb,  Lsbnb,  v.  Sax.  To  learn.  10002.  13466*— To  teach. 
16312. 

!  Lkrxd,  pa.  t.  and  pari.  577>  13449. 
I  Lbrb,  ft.  Sax.  The  skin.  13786.  See  the  note. 
Lksr,  n.  Fa.  as  Lees.  In  luetic  less.  T.  ii.  7*2.  In  Love's 
leash. 

adj.  Sax.  as  Lbbs.  R.  85093. 

 r.  Sax.  To  lose.  11672,4. 

Lbbbth,  2  pert.  pi.  imp  m.  4439.  Lose  ye. 

Lsauro,  n.  Sax.  A  lie ;  a  falsity.  15947.  R.  4508.  Lbsiwobs, 

pL  12525. 

Lkst,  List,  Lust,  n.  Sax.  Pleasure.  132.  192. 6215.  11124. 

Lbstb,  Lists,  Lusts,  v.  To  please.  It  la  generally  used, 
as  an  Impersonal,  in  the  third  person  only,  for  It 
pleaseth,  or  It  pleased.  Him  lusts  to  ride  so.  102.  It 
pleased  him  t  r.  s.  Wei  to  drink  us  leste.  752.  It  pleased 
us  well  t.  d.  If  you  lest  830.  If  it  please  you.  Me  list 
not  play.  3865.  It  plesseth  me  not  to  play. 

 adj.  Sax.  superl.  d.  Least.  2200.  At  the  leste  way. 

1123.  At  the  leste.  5432.  At  least. 

  for  Last.  T.  ii.  133a 

Lbt,  v.  Sax.  To  leave;  to  omit.  1319.  To  leave;  to  per- 
mit. 1325.  Let  thy  Japes  be.  5824.  Let  the  som/mour  be. 
6871.— To  cause.  2978.  5377  —To  hinder.  T.  ill.  726 

Lets,  pr.  n.  The  river  Lethe.  F.  L  71. 

Lktoamb,  n.  Sax.  A  hinderer  of  pleasure.  T.  ill.  528. 

Letts,  n.  Delay ;  hindrance.  8176. 

LsTTOWft,  pr.  n.  Lithuania.  54. 

Lxttred,  adj.  Fa.  Learned.  R  7691. 

LBTTBuax,  Lbttsbubb,  n.  Fa.  Literature.  14414.  16314. 

Lbttvabib,  w.  Fa.  An  electuary.  428, 9683. 

Lbvb.  v.  for  Livb.  7114. 

 n.  Sax.  Desire ;  inclination.  13952. 

 adj.  Dear.  3 J  32.  See  Lara. 

 v.  Sax.  To  beUeve.  1007ft 

Levbth.  imp.  m.  2  pert.  pL  3090.  Leveth  me.  BeUeve  ma. 
In  R.  3519.  Leveth  U  misprinted  for  Leseth. 

Be  leseth  more  than  ye  may  doe. 
So  this  verse  should  be  written. 
I  Plus  y  pert  il  que  vous  nefaicte*.  dig. 
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In  T.  iii.  56.  Leve  is  misprinted  for  Lene and  also  in 

T.  ii.  1212.  and  T.  v.  1749. 
Levbles,  adj.  Sax.  Without  leave.  C.  D.  7*. 
Lev  en,  n.  Sax.  Lightning.  6858. 

Lever,  comp.  d.  of  Lara.  More  agreeable.  It  vsere  me 
kvtr.  10995.  /  hadde  lever.  10037.  Hjaa  kadde  lever. 
5447.  See  also  ver.  16344.  16972. 

Lev  well.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  4059.  though  I  am  by  no 
means  satisfied  with  the  explanation  there  given  of  this 
word.  The  interpretation  of  it  in  the  Prompt.  Parv. 
will  not  help  us  much.  "  Levecel  beporn  a  wyndowe 
or  othkr  place.  Umbraculum."  My  conjecture  with 
respect  to  the  origin  of  the  proverb.  Good  wine  needs 
no  bush,  is  certainly  wrong.  That  refers  to  a  very  old 
practice  of  hanging  up  a  bush,  or  bough,  where  wine  is 
to  be  sold.  The  Italians  have  the  same  proverb,  Al 
buon  vino  non  bisogna  frasca. 

Lewed,  Lbwde,  adj.  Sax.  Ignorant;  unlearned.  6928. 
12370.— Lascivious.  10023. 

Lave  v,  Sax.  as  Lbgoe.  To  lay.  K.  414a— To  lay  a  wager. 
16064. 

Lavas,  pr.  n.  Lavas,  in  Armenia.  58.  See  the  n  on  ver.  61. 
Lbytk,  n.  Sax.   Flame.  P.  169.  col.  1,  L  21.  See  Lam. 
Liaro,  pr.  n.  belonged  originally  to  a  horse  of  a  grey 

colour.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  7145. 
Licbncj at,  n.  Lat.  220.  seems  to  signify,  that  he  was 

licensed  bp  the  Pope  to  hear  confessions,  &c.  in  all  places. 

Independently  of  the  local  ordinaries.  See  R.  6364—6472. 
Liche-wakx.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  2960. 
Lidb.  pr.  n.  Lydia.  14645. 
Lieges,  n.  pi.  Fa.  Subjects.  7943. 
Lien,  pr.  t  pi  of  Lie.  or  Liooa.  16247. 
—  pari.  pa.  of  Lie,  or  Lioos.  Lain.  P.  170,  col.  1,  L  55. 

P.  172,  coL  1,  L  20. 
Lies.  n.  pi.  Fa.  Lees  of  wine,  Ac.  F.  ill.  1040. 
Lieth,  R.  4143.  is  misprinted  for  Lbyeth. 
LirLY,  adv.  Sax.  Like  the  life.  2089. 
Liobancb,  n.  Fa.  Allegiance.  5315. 
Liggb,  Lis,  v.  neut  Sax.  To  lye  down.  2207.  1383* 
Ligging,  part.  pr.  Lying.  1013. 

Light,  v.  Sax.  To  enlighten.  15539.  13401.— To  make  light, 
or  pleasant.  10710. 

I   v.  neut.   To  descend  ;  to  alight.  5524.  10483. 

'      Ligne,  n.  Fr.  Lineage;  lineal  descent.  T.  v  1480.  (.to ink. 
1        C  D.  1517.  should  probably  be  Lignee,  to  rime  to  Com- 
pagnec. 

Lions  aloes.  T.  iv.  1 137.  Lignum  aloes  ;  a  very  bitter  drug. 

Like,  Likkv,  v.  Sax.   To  compare.  51)51.  3  5. 

 v.  Sax.  To  please.  8382.  T.  i.  432.  If  you.  liketh.  779. 

!         If  it  pleaseth  you.  //  liketh  hem.  5679.   It  pleaseth  them. 

Ltkbrous,  adj.  Sax.   Gluttonous.  1247a— Lascivious.  6048. 

Liking,  part.  pr.   Pleasing.  R.  868. 
I    n.   Pleasure.  12389. 

Limailk,  n.  Fr.   Filings  of  any  metal.  16321. 

Lime,  v.  Sax.   To  smear,  as  with  bird-lime.  T.  1.  354. 
1      Limkd,  port.  pa.   Caught,  as  with  bird-lime.  6516. 
j   part.  pa.  Fr.    Polished,  as  with  a  file.  F.  iii.  34. 

Limkr,  n.  Fr.  Limier.    A  blood-hound.  Du.  362.  5. 
I      Limb-rod.  14694.   A  twig  with  bird-lime. 

Limitation,  n.  Lat.  A  certain  precinct  allowed  to  a  Linii- 
1         tour.  64 39. 

Limitoi'r,  n.  A  Fryer  licensed  to  beg  within  a  certain 
I         district.  2l>9.  253.  4. 

I      Limmr8.  n.  pi.  Sax.   Limbs.  P.  149.  col.  1, 1.  45. 
j      Linage,  n.  Fr.    Family.  4270.  R.  258. 
i      Linos,  n.  Sax    The  lime- tree.  9<»87.  R.  1385. 
j      Lis.se,  n  Sax.   Remission  ;  abatement.  11550. 

  v.  neut.  Sax.    To  grow  easy.  R.  3758.  4128. 

Lisskd,  part.  pa.  of  Lissb,  r.  Sax.  Eased  ;  relieved.  11482. 

Listk  r.   See  Lemte. 
1      Listknkth,  imp.  m.  2  pert.  pi.  of  Liotkn,  v.  Sax.  Hearken 
ye.  13642. 

Lihtks,  n.  pi  Fr.   Lists ;  a  place  enclosed  for  combats,  dec. 
See  the  n.  on  ver.  1715. 
1      Litakgk,  n.  Fr.   White  lead.  16243. 
'      Lite,  adj  Sax.   Little.  1195.  P.  162,  col.  1, 1.  47. 
I      Lith,  n.  Sax.   A  limb  14881. 
j  for  Lieth.  3653.  10349. 


Lithe,  adj.  Sax.  Soft ;  flexible.  Du  953.  F.  L  119. 

 e.  Sax.  To  soften.  T.  iv.  7Z4. 

Ltth  br,  adj.  Sax.  Wicked.  C.  N.  14.  In  the  Editt.  It  fcj 

Lithy.  Luther  and  quede.  R.  0. 414.  See  Quads. 
Litherly,  adv.  Sax.  Very  ill.  3299. 
Litltkg,  adj.  Sax.   Very  little.  F.  iii.  133. 
Ltvand,  part.  pr.  Sax.  Living.  C.  D.  1628. 
Live,  n.  Sax.  Life.   On  live.  3041.  5622.  In  life ;  Alive. 

Lives  creature.  2397-  87791  Living  creature.  Lives  bod§. 

F.li.555.  Living  body. 

r    See  the  note  on  ver.  405.  and  tbesta- 
LoDEMANAOE.  405.  J  tuteSGeo.  L  c.  13.  where  Load-manage 
Lodesterkb.  2061.  |  Is  used  repeatedly  in  the  sense  of  Pi- 
llotage. 

Lodesmek,  n.  pL  Sax.  Pilots.  L.  W.  1486. 
Lorr,  adv.  Sax.   On  lofl.  4697.  On  high ;  A-loft 
Loos,  n.  Fr.  A  lodge ;  habitation.  1485ft 
Logged,  part.  pa.  Fa.  Lodged.  15004. 
Lowing,  n.  Lodging.  15001. 

Loke,  v.  Sax.  To  see ;  to  took  upon.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  6.  v.  pr.  X 
Loejcn,  Lokx,  part.  pa.  of  Lore,  v.  Sax.  Locked.  14W. 

R.  2092.  Shut  close.  Con/.  Am.  29.  Bis  one  eye  oaea 

was  LOCKE. 

Loller,  n.  A  Lollard.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  12923.  and  ver.  12914. 

Lollius,  pr.  n.  of  a  writer,  from  whom  Chaucer  profejMS 
to  have  translated  his  poem  of  Troilus  and  Creseide.  See 
the  note  on  P.  172,  ooL  2, 1. 23.  I  have  not  been  able  to 
find  any  further  account  of  him. 

Loicde,  n.  Sax.  Land.  4806.  5323. 

Londenoyb.  A  Londoner;  one  born  in  London.  T.L.L3& 

Lone,  n.  Sax.   A  loan ;  any  thing  lent.  7443. 

Long,  v.  Sax.  To  belong.  2280.   Longing  for  his  art.  3208. 

Belonging  to  his  art.  10353.— To  desire.  L.  W.  2275. 
—  16390.    See  Along. 

Loos,  Los,  n.  Fa.  Praise.  16836.  M.  117.  ooL  2,  L  1.  Los**, 
pL  F.  iii.  598. 

Loan,  n.  Sax.  A  title  of  honour,  given  to  Monica,  as  weO 
as  to  other  persons  of  superior  rank.  172.  13930.— In  ver. 
830.  Lordes  is  used  in  the  sense  of  Lordings. 

Lordings,  n.  pi.  Sirs ;  Masters.  763.  790.  A  diminutive 
of  Lords. 

Lordship,  n.  Sax.  Supreme  power.  1627. 
Lore,  n.  Sax.   Knowledge.  8664.— Doctrine.  529.— Advice. 
3527. 

Lorkl,  n.  Sax.  A  good-for-nothing  fellow.  5855.  Bo-  i.  pr. 
4.  wliere  it  is  the  translation  of  perditissimum.  Skinner 
supposes  it  to  be  derived  from  the  Lat.  Lurco ;  and  hi 
the  Promptorium  Parvulorum,  "  Los  el,  or  Lorkl.  or 
Lurdrn,"  is  rendered  "  Lurco."  But  Lurco.  I  apprehend, 
signifies  only  a  glutton,  which  falls  very  short  of  our 
idea  of  a  lorel ;  and  besides  I  do  not  believe  that  the 
word  was  ever  sufficiently  common  in  Latin  to  give  rise 
to  a  derivative  in  English.  One  of  Skinner's  friends 
deduces  it  with  much  more  probability  from  the  Belg 
(rather  Sax.)  Loren  .•  Lost;  Perditus. 

Lorne,  port.  pa.  of  Lesb,  v.  Sax.  Lost.  8947.  Undone. 
10943.  13959. 

Los,  n.  Sax.   Loss.  1G477.  T.  iv.  27- 

Losep,  part.  pa.  Sax.   Loosed.  R.  451 1. 

  part.  pa.  Fr.    Praised.  T.  L.  i.  325. 

Lose  no  b,  n.  Fr.  A  quadrilateral  figure,  of  equal  tides  but 
unequal  angles,  in  which  the  Arms  of  women  are  usually 
painted.  R.  K93.  In  F.  iii.  22/.  Losynges  e^€tn»  to  signify 
small  figures  of  the  same  form  in  the  fret-work  of  s 
crown. 

Losengbol'R,  it.  Fr.   A  flatterer.  15332. 

Loteby,  n.  R.  6339.  In  the  Orig.  Compaigne.  A  private 
companion,  or  bed-fellow.  In  P.  P.  14.  the  conevbinet  oi 
priests  arc  called  their  Lotcbies.  Perhaps  it  may  be 
derived  from  the  Sax.  Loutt ;  to  lurk. 

Loth,  adj.  Sax.   Disagreeable;  odious.  3393. 

Lother,  comp.  d.   More  hateful.  L.  \V.  191. 

Loth  est,  super  I.  d.   Most  unwilling.  11625. 

Lothly,  adj.   Loathsome.  6682. 

Love  dayes.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  26U  and  add  T.  L.  i.  319* 
"  Milked  I  not  a  Love-daye  bet  wen  e  God  and  mankynde, 
and  cbcteo  a  xnayde  to  be  nompere,  to  put  the  quarell  at 
ende?" 
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Lovb  drinks,  n.  8ax.  A  drink  to  excite  love.  6338. 

Loyb  lonoino,  n.  Sax.  Desire  of  love.  3349.  367ft 

Lovksomb,  orf/  Sax.  Lovely.  T.  v.  465. 

Louoii,  pa.  U  of  Laugh,  v.  Sax.  Laughed.  6354. 12410. 

Locks.  4413.  See  the  note.  In  P.  P.  SO.  Wrong  is  called 
a  wicked  lushe,-  and  I  learn  from  Cotgrave,  that  luske  is 
a  synonymous  word  to  lovst,  lor  el.  See  so  that  perhaps 
Louke  may  be  still  another  term  for  an  idle,  good-for- 
nothing  fellow.  See  Cotg.  in  ▼.  Luske,  Eno.  and  in  v. 
Loricard,  Falourdin.  Fa. 

Lours,  v.  a*vt  Sax.  To  look  discontented.  R.  7099. 

LormiNO,  part  pa.  6848. 

Louts,  v.  8ax.  To  bow.  14168.  R.  4384.— To  lurk.  15654. 
Low,  n.  for  Law.  C.  D.  319. 
Lowlyhkdb,  n  Sax.   Humility.  B.  K.  315. 
Lucam,  pr.  n.  The  Roman  poet  14637. 
Loca,  n.  Lat    The  fish,  called  a  pike.  352. 
Lochia,  pr.  n.  The  Moon.  11357. 
Luixkd.  pa.  U  of  Lull,  v.  Sax.  Invited  to  sleep.  8429. 
L*7MBAjix>sa>  n,  pL  Bankers ;  Remitters  of  money.  13397* 
Luwajuz,  pr.  a.  of  a  herb ;  moon-wort.  16268. 
Luaa,  n.  Pa.  A  device  used  by  falconers  for  calling  their 
hawks.  6922.  17091. 

 v.  Fa.  To  bring  to  the  lure.  5997* 

LoasaxauaoHBs.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13968. 
Lust.  m.  SeeLasr. 
Lusts, «.  See  Lam. 

Lustthbds,  n.  Sax.  Pleasure,  mirth.  17223.  L.  W.  152a 
Luxubib,  n.  Fa.  Leacherie.  5345. 

Lymiabj,  pr.  n.  7910.  See  the  note.  A  learned  correspon- 
dent, to  whom  I  am  obliged  for  other  useful  hints,  has 
suggested  to  me,  that  Fabricius,  upon  the  authority  of 
Ghilmi,  has  placed  the  death  of  Joannes  Lignanus  in 
1383.  BibL  Med.  JEt  in  v.  This  furnishes  an  additional 
reason  for  believing  that  the  Canterbury  Tales  were 
composed,  or  at  least  collected  into  a  body,  after  that 
period. 

M. 

Mack,  a.  Fa.  A  club.  2126. 

Machabb,  pr.  n.  The  books  of  the  Maccabees.  14497. 14573. 

as  pr.  n.  R.  7.  Macro bics.  15129.  Du.  284.  A.  F. 

111.  The  author  of  the  Commentary  on  the  Somnium 
Beipumie  of  Cicero. 

Maddk,  v.  Sax.  To  be  mad.  3559.  R.  1072. 

Madsoax.  13898.  See  the  note.  I  have  found  since  that 
the  French  have  a  Saint  called  MaUrne.  But  Mr. 
Steevens,  with  much  more  probability,  supposes,  that 
the  precious  body,  by  which  the  Host  swears,  was  that 
of  St.  Matkurin.  See  his  story  in  the  Golden  Legende, 
Edit  1527.  by  Winkin  de  Worde,  151.  b.  "Than  toke 
they  ike  precious  body  and  enoynted  it  with  moche  reve- 
rence ;  and  when  they  had  layd  it  in  the  erth,  on  the 
morowe  they  came  to  the  sepulture  and  founde  the  holy 
body  above  the  erth  nygh  unto  the  same  sepulture,  and 
than  were  they  all  abashed  and  wyst  not  what  to  do." 
It  seems,  the  knightes,  who  had  brought  him  out  of 
France,  had  promised  that,  if  he  died  on  his  Journey,  he 
should  be  sent  back  and  buried  '*  where  as  they  had  taken 
him;**  and  therefore  his  body  would  not  stay  in  the 
ground,  till  it  was  deposited,  according  to  promise,  in 
France ;  where  it  afterwards  worked  many  miracles. 

Ma r six,  Fa.  Mafoy;  by  my  faith.  T.  lit  52. 

MAOfasx,  n.  Fa.  A  magician.  11553. 

Maooui,  n.  Fa.  Magick.  11607.  Magike  naturd  418.  See 
the  note. 

Mahowxd,  pr.  n.  Mahomet  4644.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v. 
Maillb,  a.  Pa.  A  coat  of  mail.  9078. 
Max irr ky  part  pa.  B.K.  430.  as  Manrr. 
Maintsnancs,  n.  Fa.  Behaviour.  Du.  834. 
Maisondbwb.  Fa.  Maison-dieu  ;  a  hospital.  R.  5619. 
MAunraa,  n.  Fa.  A  skilful  artist  ;  a  master.  11514.  11532. 

Maislcr-strctc.  2904.  The  chief  street  MaisUrttmple. 

L.  W.  1014.  The  chief  temple.  Maister  tour.  10540.  The 

principal  tower. 
JfAtsmruL.  adj.  Imperious.  T.  ii.  756. 
MAisTzaiK,  Maistrjs,  n.  Fa.  Skill ;  skilful  management 

J383.  6400,— Power;  superiority.  6622.  904 a.  11076. 


Love  wol  not  be  constrained  by  maJstrie. 
Whan  maiatrie  cometh,  the  God  of  love  anon 
Beteth  his  winges,  and,  farewel .'  he  is  gou. 

I  cite  these  elegant  lines,  as  I  omitted  to  observe  before, 
that  Spenser  has  inserted  them  in  his  Faery  Queen,  B.  2. 
C.  1.  St  25.  with  very  little  alteration,  and  certainly 
without  any  improvement 

Ne  may  love  be  compel'd  my  mastery ; 
For,  soon  as  mastery  comes,  sweet  love  an  one 
Taketh  bis  nimble  wings,  and  soon  away  is  gone. 

Amaistrie.  16528.  A  masterly  operation ;  Un  coup  de 
maUre.  For  the  maistrie.  165.  See  the  note. 

Maistrksss,  n.  Fa.   Mistress,  governess.  12040. 

Maistrisb,  n.  Fa.  Masterly  workmanship.  R.  4172. 

Ma  KB,  n.  Sax.  A  fellow;  a  mate.  2558.— A  husband. 
5667.  8716.  A  wife.  917&  9696.  Mask  or  Mbtchk,  Corn- 
par.  Prompt  Parv. 

 v.  Sax.  To  compose,  or  make  verses.  L.  W.  69. 364. 

To  solace  kirn  sometime,  as  I  do  whan  I  make.  P.  P.  &w— 
To  make  a  man's  berde  ;  To  cheat  him.  See  the  n.  un 
ver.  4094. 

Makbo,  part.  pa.  Made.  2526. 

Make.  Bo.  iv.  m.  7.    Why  makb  ye  your  backtsf  We 

should  read— nake,  L  e.  make  naked.   Cur  inertes  tcrga 

nudatisf  Orig. 
Maksues,  adj.  Sax.  Peerless ;  without  s  fellow.  T.  i.  172. 
Making,  n.   Poetry.  L.  W.  74.   Makings*,  pi.  Poetical 

compositions.  L.  W.  413.  And  thou  medlest  untk  makings. 

P.P.6U 

Malapbrt,  adj.  Pert,  forward.  C  L.  737.  And  so  we 
should  read  in  T.  iii.  87.  with  the  MSS.  J.  K.  instead  of 
in  all  aperL  The  word  seems  to  be  evidently  of  French 
original,  though  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  seen  it  used 
by  any  French  writer.  ApperU  adj.  Fa.  signifies  Ex- 
pert, Ac.  Cotgrave. 

Malx,  is.  Fa.  A  budget,  or  portmanteau.  3117.  12854. 

Malbticb,  n.  Fa.   Enchantment  P.  153,  col.  2,  1-  47. 

Mals-talbnt,  a.  Fa.   Ill  will.  R.  274.  330. 

Malison,  n.  Fa.  Malediction,  curse.  16713.  P.  156,  col.  1,  | 
1.  £0.  I  gyve  it  my  malisoun.  P.  L.  318. 

Malt,  pa.  L  of  Mblt,  r.  Sax.   Melted.  T.  t  583.  I 

Malvbsib,  pr.  n.  Malmsey-wine.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  9881.  ' 

Malubb,  n.  Fa.   Misfortune.  C.  D.  599. 

Manacjs,  n.  Fa.  A  threat  2005. 

  v.  To  threaten.  799K.  9626.  I 

Managing,  n.  Threatening  2037. 

Manciplb,  n.  An  officer,  who  has  the  care  of  purchasing 
victuals  for  an  Inn  of  Court  See  his  Charactbb,  ver. 
£69—588.  The  name  is  probably  derived  from  the  Lat. 
Manceps,  which  signified  particularly  tke superintendant 
of  a  public  bakehouse,  and  from  thence  a  baker  in  general. 
See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Mancbps.  2.  The  office  still  subsists 
in  several  College*  as  well  as  Inns  of  Court 

Mandkmbnt,  n.  Fa.   Mandate.  6928.  1 

Manbbb,  n.  Fa.  Carriage,  behaviour.  140.  10860— Kind,  | 
or  sort  A  manere  Latin.  4939.  A  kind  of  Latin.  Swiche  \ 
a  maner  love-drinke.  6335.  Such  a  sort  of  love-potion. 
Stciche  maner  rime.  6709. 

Ma  noon  it  l,  n.  Fa.  An  engine  used  to  batter  walla  R.6279. 

Manib,  n.  Fa.  Ga.  Madness.  1376. 

Mannish,  adj.  Sax.  Human;  proper  to  the  human  gpecfes. 
M.  112,  col.  1, 1.  25. — Masculine ;  proper  to  man,  at*  distin- 
guished from  woman.  T.  L  284.  In  this  last  sense,  when 
applied  to  a  woman,  it  is  a  strong  term  of  reproach.  5i02. 

Manor,  n.  Fa.  Dwelling.  Du.  1004. 

Mansubtb,  adj.  Fa.  Gentle.  T.  v.  194. 

Mantblst,  a.  Fa.  A  short  mantle.  2165. 

Marcian,  pr.  n.  Martianus  Capella.  9606.  F.  IL  477- 

 adj.  Martial ;  under  the  influence  of  Mars.  6192. 

Marbis,  n.  Fa.   A  marsh.  6552. 

Maroaritb,  n.  Fa.  A  pearl.  T.  L.  i.  315.  b. 

Maris,  Mary,  a.  Sax.  Marrow.  12476.  Mariebones.  382. 
Marrow-bones. 

Markst-bktsr.  3934.  See  the  note.  But  I  am  now  more 
inclined  to  believe,  that  this  word  is  to  be  understood  In 
a  sense  similar  to  that  in  which  the  French  phrnses, 
Battre  les  ruts—nnd  Batteur  de  pave*  are  used.  Hot  Ire 
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la  rues ;  To  revel.  Jet,  or  swagger  up  and  down  the 
streets  a'nights.  Batteur  de  pavcz ;  A  jetter  abroad  in 
the  streets.— A  pavement  beater.  BeeCotgrave,  in  v. 
Bateur.  Batre.  Pave".  So  that  M  He  was  a  marketrbeter 
atte  full "  may  mean  perhaps ; — He  was  used  to  swagger 
up  and  down  the  market,  when  it  was  fullest :  a  circum- 
stance, which  suits  very  well  with  the  rest  of  his  charac- 
ter—Markbtdaschab.  Circumforaneus.  Prompt.  Parr. 
!      Markis,  n.  Fr    A  marquis.  794a 

1   for  Marki&bb.  gen.  ca.  sing.  8870.  In  the  same 

manner  Peneus  is  put  for  Peneuses.  8086.  Theseus  for 
Theseuses.  2201.  2697.  Venus  for  Venuses.  2274.  10586. 
Ceres  for  Cereses.  10139.  Melibeus  for  Melibeusts.  13902. 
and  in  prose,  M.  119,  coL  1.  L  50.  Perhaps  it  might  hare 
been  proper  to  add  a  mark  of  Apocope  to  the  words  so 
abbreviated.  As  to  the  present  method  of  expressing  the 
genitive  cases  of  nouns  ending  in  t,  by  adding  another  t, 
with  a  mark  of  Syncope,  as  Peneus's,  Theseus's,  Venus" s. 
Jcc.  it  seems  absurd,  whether  the  addition  be  intended 
to  be  pronounced,  or  not.  In  the  first  case,  the  e  should 
not  be  cut  out ;  in  the  second,  the  s  is  quite  superfluous. 
But  the  absurdity  of  this  practice  is  most  striking,  when 
the  genitives  of  monosyllable  nouns  are  thus  written ; 
an  ox's  horns ;  an  ass's  ears  ;  a  fish's  tail ;  St  James's 
park  ;  notwithstanding  that  the  e,  which  is  thus  directed 
to  be  cut  out,  is  constantly  and  necessarily  to  be  pro- 
nounced, as  If  the  several  words  were  written  at  length ; 
oxes,  asses,  fishes,  Jameses. 

Markisks&b,  n.  Fn.  The  wife  of  a  Marquis.  8159.  8270. 

Marts,  pr.  n.  Mars.  2023. 

Marti  as,  n.  Fr.  Martyrdom ;  torment  R.  2547. 

 v.  Fr.  To  torment  1564. 

Mary,  Maris,  pr.  n.  A  vulgar  oath  ;  Bp  Mary.  13322.  165 ! 

Mask,  n.  A  wild  fancy.  15099.  T.  v.  468. 

■         v.  neut.   To  doubt ;  to  be  confounded.  10261. 

Masbdnkssr,  n.  Astonishment ;  confusion.  8937. 

Masklin,  n.  Rather  Mazer  in.  13781.  A  drinking  cup. 
See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Mazbr. 

Mats,  part.  pa.  of  Mats,  p.  Fr.  Dejected ;  struck  dead. 
957.  R.  1739.   Sofeble  and  mate.   Conf.  Am.  127.  b. 

Matirr  for  Matkrk,  n.  Fr.   Matter.  T.  iv.  818. 

Maugrk,  Malgrs,  Fr.  In  spite  of.  Maugre  all  thy  might. 
160!).  Maugre  thin  eyen.  5897-  Maugre  hire  hed.  6469. 
P.  169,  col.  2,  1.  17— The  original  of  this  expression 
appears  more  plainly  in  the  following  passages.  /  drede 
thou  catist  me  grete  maugre.  R.  4399. 

Cnr  je  cuide,  que  me  scavcz 
Mai  gri.  Orig.  4118. 

Malgre  his.  R,  2386.  5953.  With  his  ill  will ;  against 
his  will  ;  Mai  gri  lui. 

Mavis,  n.  Sax.   A  thrush.  R.  G19. 

 R.  5590.  is  probably  a  mistake  for  Muts,  n.  pi.  Fr. 

The  Orig.  has  Cent  muys  defromcnt.  51 97.  The  Paris  Muid 

contains  something  more  than  five  quarters  English. 
Mavmet,  n.  An  idol.  P.  163,  col.  2, 1.  31. 
Maumktrik.  n.  The  religion  of  Mahomet  4656.— Idolatrie. 

P.  163,  col.  2. 1.  34. 
Maivk,  n.  Sax.   The  stomach.  12930. 
May,  v.  Sax.  To  be  able,  physically.  2314. 3045. 8.  morally. 

739.  2&»5.  6.   See  Mows. 
Mav.  n  Sax.   A  virgin.  5271.   Of  Mary,  moder  and  may. 

P.  L.  233.  307— A  young  woman.  T.  v.  1719. 
Maydknhkd,  m.  Sax.    Virginity.  2331.  j 
Maximian,  pr.  n.  C.  L.  798.    The  author  of  vi  Elegies. 

which  have  been  frequently  printed  under  the  name  of  , 

Gallus.  He  is  said  by  Fabricius  (Bibl.  Lat.  T.  i.  p.  297.  j 
!         Ed.  Patnv.)  to  have  lived  under  the  Emperour  Ana-sta-  j 

sius,  q.  I.  or  II.  ?    A  translation,  or  rather  abridgement,  , 

of  these  Elegic*.  in  Engliwh  verse,  is  in  MS.  Harl.  2253.  j 
Mbankmchk,  adj.  Sax.    Moderate.  Bo.  i.  pr.  6.  Mediocri-  | 

bus  Orig. 

Mkhlks,  n.  pi.  Fr.    Moveable  goods.  91H8.  16008. 
|      Mkuk.  n.  Sax.    Reward.  3380.  P.  164,  ool.  2,  1.  65. — A 
•         meodow.  H<». 

i   Mkthk,  Mkth,  n.  Barb.  Lat.    Mead;  a  liquor 

I        made  of  honey.  2281.  3378.  3261. 

j  Mbdlk,  r.  Fa.  To  mix.  P.  149,  col.  1,  1.  1.  , 
j     MKn.KK,  adj.   Of  a  mixed  stuff,  or  colour.  330.  i 


Msnns,  n.  Fa.  Household  attendants.  7S27.  7738.— as 
army.  14348.  17177*    Hurlewayne*  meyne.    Con  tin.  of  1 
Canterb.  Tales,  L  8»  This  obscure  phrase,  I  think,  may 
he  understood  to  relate  to  a  particular  act  of  ghostly  1 
apparitions,  which  were  used  to  run  about  the  ootmtry  . 
at  night,  and  were  called  in  French  La  mesgnie  is  \ 
HeUequin  or  Herlequin.    The  fullest  account  that  I 
have  seen  of  them  is  in  M  L'histoire  de  Richard  sent 
paour,  Due  de  Normandie,  qui  Jut  Jils  de  Robert  k 
JHabte."  In  one  of  his  rides  he  meets  with  three  black 
Knights,  whom  he  engages.  "  Et  quand  les  Chevalier* 
veirent  le  jeu  mal  party  pour  eux  ils  montereat  a  cheval 
et  s'enfuyrent ; — et  Richard — chevaucha  apres  eux ;  et 
ainsi  qu'il  chevaucholt  il  apperoent  one  dance  de  geas 
notrs  qui  s'entretenoyent    Adonc  luy  souvint  ds  Is  j 
mesgnie  de  HeUequin,  dont  0  avoit  autrea  foys  ouy  par- 
lex."  The  title  of  the  next  chapter  (4.)  is  "  Cm  dims*  «f  | 
la  mesgnie  de  HeUequin  el  qui  il  cstoiLT  He  is  there  Mil 
to  have  been  a  knight,  who,  having  spent  all  his  sab-  I 
stance  in  the  wars  of  Charles  Martel  against  the  Sere-  | 
cens,  lived  afterwards  by  pillage.  *'  Adonc  il  aviat  sail  j 
mourut  et  fut  en  danger  d'estre  damne,  mais  Dieu  lay  i 
fit  pardon,  pouree  que  il  avoit  bataille  contxe  lea  Samv  I 
sins  et  exauloe  la  foy.  81  fut  oondamne  de  Dieu  que  , 
pour  on  terns  determine  luy  et  cenx  de  son  lignass  I 
feroient  penitence  et  yroient  toute  la  nuit  panny  la  tern, 
pour  leurs  penitences  faire  et  endurer  pluaieurs  manx  «t  | 
calamitex."  The  belief  of  such  apparitions  was  certainly 
of  great  antiquity  in  Normandy,  as  they  are  mentioned  I 
by  Ordericus  Vitalis,  under  the  title  otfamilia  Herieckimi,  ' 
in  a  most  extraordinary  story  related  by  him,  L.  vitt. 
p  695.  ann.  1091.  And  I  suspect  that  in  a  passage  quoted 
by  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Hbrluyihi,  from  Petr.  Blesens  Bp. 
14.  we  should  read  Herlikini  instead  of  HerlininL 

Gervase  of  Tilbery,  who  wrote  in  1211,  mentions  ano- 
ther set  of  apparitions,  whioh  were  called/usMft*  Arturi. 
Ot.  Imper.  Dec  ii.  c.  12.   "  In  sylvis  Britannije  majerfa 
autminoris  consimilia  contigisse  referuntur,  uarrantibu 
nemorum  custodibus,  quoe  fores  tarios — vulgus  nominat, 
se  altera  is  diebus  circa  horam  meridianam,  et  in  primo 
noctium  contioinio  sub  plenilunio  limi  lucente,  sepbki- 
me  videre  militum  copiam  venantium  et  canum  et 
cornuum  strepitum,  qui  sciscitantibus  se  de  toeutate  el 
familid  Arturi  esse  affirmant."  He  had  just  said  that  I 
Arthur,  not  long  before,  had  been  seen  in  a  palace, 
44  miro  opere  constructo,"  in  a  most  delicious  ralley  in  I 
the  neighbourhood  of  Mount  ..Etna,  where  he  had  resided  , 
ever  since  the  time  of  his  supposed  death, 44  rv/wn'tw  ' 
quotannis  recrudescentibus." 

Meint,  part.  pa.  of  Mkngb,  v.  Sax.   Mixed,  mingled. 
R.  2296. 

Mkks,  adj.  Sax.   Meek,  humble  8017- 

  v.   To  become  meek.   R  3541.  3584. 

Mblks,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Meals ;  dinners,  &c.  l>u.  612. 
Melk-tidk,  n.  Sax.   Dinner-time  T.  ii.  1556. 
Mki.lr,  v.  Fr.  To  meddle.  C.  D.  536. 
  n.  for  Mi  U.K.  3921. 

Memorik,  n.  Fr.  Remembrance.  To  be  drawentomemorir. 
3114.   To  be  recorded. 

And  for  to  dratre  in  to  memorye 
11  er  names  bo  the  and  her  historye. 

Cot\f.  Am.  f.76. 

 v.   To  remember.  10118. 

Mkndiants,  n.  pi.  Fr.    Fryers  of  the  Begging  orders. 

7488.   See  the  note. 
Mk.nk,  r.  Sax.   To  mean  ;  to  intend.  2065.  22ia 
  n.  Fa.    Moyen.    A  mean,  or  instrument  9545. 

T.  iii.  255.    Where  the  Orig.  has  mczzano,-  a  procurer. 

Mknks,  pi.  7<>64.  3375. 
 adj.  Middle.  7027-  17322.   But  see  the  note  on  the 

latter  verse. 

Mknivkkk,  n.  Fr.   A  sort  of  furr.  R.  227.  See  the  n.  on 
ver.  103. 

Mkrckkrikk,  pr.  n.   The  kingdom  of  Mercia.  15118. 
Mkrcia,  pr.  it.  F.  iii.  139.   Marsyas  is  probably  meant; 

but  our  Poet,  I  know  not  upon  what  authority,  hai 

turned  him  into  u  female. 
Mxrclablb,  adj.  Fk.   Merciful.  13618. 
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Mbrjtorjb,  adj.  Fa.  Meritorious.  P.  185,  coL  3, 1. 47. 
Menu,*.  Sax.  A  mark;  an  image.  11199.  All  the  merke 
of  Adam.  6878>  All  the  images  of  Adam ;  all  mankind. 
 adj.  Sax.  Dark.  R.  6339L 

Mbbuon,  n.  Fa.  Emerillon.  A  merlin ;  a  sort  of  hawk. 
A.  P.  339. 

MaaTAiu.B,  n.  Fa.  Wonder,  marvel.  10974. 

Knar,  adj.  Sax.  Merry.  804— Pleassnt  14978. 

Mo.  R.  3482.  At  gods  mes  should  probably  be  At  gode- 

ness.  The  Orlg.  has  en  bon  point.  See  Go  dsn  ess. 
Mat,  a.  for  Masas.  C.  D.  9116. 
Maaax,  n.  Fa.  A  leper.  P.  160,  col.  2,  1. 19. 
Mascuua,  ».  Fa.  Leprode.  P.  160,  col.  2,  L  24. 
MaaaASB,  a.  Fa.  A  messenger.  8614.  8823. 
M aaBAeaaia,  pr.  a.  A  fictitious  attendant  in  the  Temple 

of  Venus.  A.  F.  228.  Boocaoe  oalls  her  Ruffiania. 

Thessirts.  b.  viL 
Haass,  a.  Fa.   The  senrioe  of  the  Mass.  9768. 
Mzbtz,  adj.  Sax.  superl.  d.  8008.  as  Most*. 
MawKABLB,  adj.  Fa.  Moderate.  437.  10676. 
Mamma,  a.  Fa.  Moderation.  11981. 
MsTAMoaraosBoa.  4513.  Mbtamorphosobs.  C.  L.  1260. 

Ovid's  Metamorphosis.  See  Jcdicum. 
Mara,  adj.  Sax.  Fitting ;  convenient  1633. 
 a.  Sax.  Meat  1617.  During  the  metes  space.  5434. 

Daring  the  time  of  eating. 
Marx-aoaoa,  n.  Sax.  An  eating-table.  T.  L.  if.  326.  b. 
Mxtxly,  adj.  Proportionable.  R.  822. 
Man,  v.  Sax.  To  meet  12627.— To  dream.  T.  iii.  1350. 
Mbttb,  Mar,  pa.  t  Dreamed.  15089.  15118.   I  mette.  6159. 

Me  mette.  14000. 4.  1  dreamed. 
Msnunave,  a.  pi.  Writers  in  verse.  C  L.  30. 
Mbyablb,  adj.  Fa.  Moveable.  R.  4736. 
Maws,  a.  Fa.  A  cage  for  hawks,  while  they  mm,  or 

change  their  feathers.  10857.— A  cage,  in  general,  or 

any  sort  of  confinement  R.  4778.  T.  iii.  603.  in  mew. 

T.  L  889.  In  secret 
Mxwbt,  adj.  Fa.  Mute.   In  meteet.  C.  L.  148.  Dumbly, 

speaking  inwardly. 
Mjcsbr,  a.  A  thief.  R.  6541.  Lierres.  Orig.  12008.  Mv- 

cmor  of  rawBLV  stblyn  smalb  tbyngh.  Surripio. 

Prompt  Parv. 

Mien,  pa.  t  of  Mat,  v.  Sax.  Was  able.  301.  1519. 

Miasma,  pL  7985. 
 part  pa.  T.  ill.  655.  If  godely  had  he  might.  If  he 

bad  been  abU  with  propriety. 

 a.  Sax.  Power ;  strength.  1152.  1858. 

Mmcaop,  a.  An  effeminate  fellow.  13916. 
Miuta-aToaas,  a.  pL  Sax.  Mill-stones.  T.  ii.  1384. 
Mnroa,  n.  Sax.  Remembrance.  1908.  Con/.  Am.  148.  As 

the  bokes  maken  Mtaoa. 
Mia  a,  9.  Fa.  To  penetrate.  T.  it  627. 
MrMisraAixaa,  a.  pL  Fa.  Minstrels.  10392. 
MmisTaaa,  a.  pi.  Fa.   Officers  of  Justice.  15049.  15064. 

Mimaraas.  C.  D.  913a  Minstrels. 
Mimaaaa,  n.  R.  149.  A  nun,  under  the  rule  of  St  Clare. 

Da  Cange,  in  v.  Mjmobibba.  It  is  not  clear  however  why 

Chancer  has  likened  Hate  to  a  Sister  of  this  order.  His 

original  gave  him  no  authority. 
MmooB,  a.  Fa.  A  miner.  9467. 

MnwTOAuaa,  a.  Fa.  Mustek.  9199.  10582.— Musical  in- 
struments. 17916. 

Miaaovn,  a.  Fa.  A  looking-glass.  10446. 

Jf  ram  bus,  adj.  Sax.  Without  mirth.  A.  F.  592. 

Ma,  adv.  IU ;  amiss.  16467.  R.  3243.  T.  iv.  1267.  It  Is 
often  to  be  supplied  to  a  second  verb,  having  been  ex- 
pressed in  composition  with  a  former.  If  that  I  mis- 
spent or  §aw.  3141.  That  hire  misrfoCa  or  saith.  13928. 
There  is  nothing  raiuaide  nor  do.  Du.  528. 

 a.  A  wrong.  17216. 

Mnv-AocoMrrxD,  part.  pa.  Misreokoned.  T.  v.  1184. 
MwAvnjcroaa,  a.  Misfortune.  6916. 
Mis-AVisa,  «.  To  advise  wrongly.  5612. 
Mis-aoDKir,  part.  pa.  of  Mis-nana.  Injured.  911. 
Mis-bomb,  part,  pa.  of  Mtt-aaaa.  Misbehaved.  M.  120, 
eoL  *,  L  19. 

MncRAaca,  a.  Fa.  Misfortune.  With  mischance.  6916. 
17149.  See  Wrra. 


Mibchbfk,  n.  Fa.  Misfortune.  R.  6741. 

Mwcovrrmo,  a.  R.  196.  should  probably  be  Miscourm  i. 

Mescompter.  Orig. 
Mib-dspabtb,  v.  To  distribute  wrongly.  4527. 
Misxaicoana,  n.  Fa.  Mercy ;  pity.  7*92. 
Mis-xaa.  a.  Uneasiness.  P.  150,  coL  1, 1.  la 
Mib-pobyavs,  pa.  t  of  Mis- fohy bvb.  Mis  gave.  T.  iv.  149*. 
Mis-oikd,  part.  pa.  of  Mis-gib.   Misguided.  14451. 
Mis-coir,  Mis-go,  part  pa.  of  Mis-oo.  Gone  wrong.  4&J6 

4253. 

Mis-happino,  part  pr.  Falling  amiss.  R.  5543. 

Mib-lxdb,  v.  To  conduct  amiss.  T.  iv.  48. 

Mis-uvbd,  part  pa.  Having  lived  to  a  bad  purpose. 

T.  iv.  330. 

Mis-mbtrb,  v.  To  spoil  the  metre  of  verses,  by  writing  or 

reading  them  ill.  T.  v.  1795. 
Mis-satb,  pa.  t.  of  Mis- sit.  Misbecame.  R.  1194. 
Mis  saydb,  part  pa.  of  Mis -says.  Ill  spoken  of.  R.  1260. 
Mis-bayzb,  n.  An  evil  speaker.  R.  2231. 
Mibbb,  v.  Sax.  To  fail.  T.  iii.  1630. 
Mibsx-mbtrb  ,  v.  See  Mis-mstbb. 
Mistakb,  v.  To  take  a  wrong  part ;  to  transgress.  R.  154a 

Mesprendre.  Orig. 
Mistbbb,  n.  Fa.  Trade ;  occupation.  615.— Condition  of 

life.  1342.    What  mistere  men  ye  ben.  1712.  What  kind 

of  men  ye  are.— Need.  R.  5614  6078. 
MrsTiflBDS,  a.  Sax.  Darkness.  C.  M.  71. 
Mistily,  adv.  Sax.  Darkly.  16862. 
Mistrist,  v.  for  Mistrust.  12303. 
Mis-waib,  a.  A  wrong  way.  R.  4766. 
Mis-wairr,  part  pa.  of  Mis  wksdo.  Gone  amiss.  R.  7980. 
Mis-writs,  v.  To  write  wrong.  T.  v.  1794. 
Mjtains,  n.  Fa.   A  glove.  12307, 8. 
Mitchb,  n.  Fr.  A  manchet ;  a  loaf  of  fine  bread.  R.  5565. 
Mite,  n.  Sax.   A  small  worm.  6142.  16166. 
Mixjuw,  n.  Sax.  A  dunghilL  P.  167,  col.  2, 1. 67* 
Mo  for  Mb.  8915.  See  the  note. 

 for  Momb,  adj.  comp.  546.  810.  1937. — adv.  amp. 

1354.  2073. 

Mochbl,  Mochb,  adj.  Sax.  Great  in  quantity.  2354. 
7593.  in  number.  6586.  6855.  in  degree.  496  —adv.  Much, 
greatly.  1118.  2852. 

Modbb,  Modrje,  a.  Sax.  Mother.  10139.  10291— The  Ma- 
trix, or  principal  plate  of  the  Astrolabe.  AsL 

MoibON,  n.  Fr.  Harvest ;  growth.  R.  1677* 

Moist,  Moisty,  adj.  Fa.  New.  459.  12249. 17009.  See  the 
n.  on  ver.  459. 

Morbx,  n.  Du.  454.  861.  may  perhaps  signifie  size,  magni- 
tude ;  as  Michel  seems  to  be  used  in  that  sense  in  P.  P. 
89.  b.   Of  one  uichsl  and  might 

Molbstib,  a.  Fr.  Trouble.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  9. 

Molts,  pa.  t  of  Mkltb,  v.  Sax.  Melted.  F.  it  414— 
part.  pa.  T.  v.  la 

Monchs,  v.  To  chew.  T.  i.  915. 

Monb,  n.  Sax.  The  Moon.  9759.— Lamentation.  5076. 11232. 

Monbstb,  v.  Fa.  To  admonish.  R.  3579. 

Mofeiouas,  n.  pL  Fa.  Coiners.  R.  6811.  In  the  Original  it 

is  Faulx  Monnoyeurs. 
Moxrtrb,  n.  Fr.  A  monster,  or  prodigy.  11656.  —  A 

pattern.  Du.  912. 
Mood,  n.  Sax.   Anger.  1762. 
Morcbls,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Morsels.  R.  6179. 
Morb,  adj.  comp.  Sax.  Greater,  in  quantity.  705.  785. 

in  number.  10192.  in  degree.  1758.  6516.  —  adv.  comp. 

1309. 2746.   It  is  usually  Joined  to  adjectives  and  adverbs 

to  express  the  comparative  degree.  6023.  7&51.  10786. 
Mobmal,  a.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  388. 
Mortbr.  a.  Fa.  A  sort  of  wax-light   T.  iv.  1245. 
Moanria,  v.  Fa.  To  kill  (speaking  of  Quicksilver).  16594. 
Mortbkwrs,  a.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  386. 
Morwb,  tu  Sax.  The  morning.  2493.  A'morwe.  824.  617*. 

In  the  morning.  1623.  2491.  In  the  morning  of  the 
fMotcinp  day— To-morwe.  I  believe,  always  means  the 
following  day.  782.  1612.  2241.  2404.  and  it  includes  the 

whole  day.   To-morwe  at  night.  3593. 
Morwb nino,  a.  Sax.  The  morning.  4232.  15308.  Morwb- 

minors,  pL  6457* 
MooSL,  a.  Fa.  The  muzxle ;  mouth  of  a  beast.  9153. 
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Mostk,  adj.  tuperl.  Sax.  Greatest,  in  quantity,  305.  897- 
in  number,  10675.  in  degree.  2200.  10814 — adv.  tuperl. 
563.  8409.  It  la  usually  joined  to  adjectives  and  adverbs 
to  express  the  superlative  degree.  2205.  9425. 

 v.  Sax.  Must.  734.  7.  Mosten,  pi.  6024. 

Motx,  v.  Sax.  Must  232.  1647.  May.  834. 4175.  Manor, 
pi.  1063a  2. 

 tu  Sax.  An  atom.  6450.  T.  1IL  1609. 

Mothks,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Moths.  6142. 

Morir,  n.  Fr.  A  motive,  incitement.  5048.  9365. 

Mouoht,  pa.  t.  of  Mowx,  v.  Sax.  Might. 

Moulx,  v.  Sax.  To  grow  mouldy.  4452.  Moulxd,  part  pa. 
3868. 

Moon  for  Mowxx,  pr.tpUaf  Mows,  v.  Sax.  May.  12868. 
1316a 

Mocntancb,  n.  Fa.  Amount ;  in  value.  1572. — in  quan- 
tity. 12797-  Sot  full  the  mountanoe  of  a  mile.  Conf.  Am. 
187. 

Mourdant,  n.  Fa.  The  tongue  of  a  buckle.  R.  1094. 
Mowx,  v.  Sax.  May ;  to  be  able.  MowsN,p{.  13867. 16149i— 

It  is  sometimes  used  in  the  inf.  nu  M.  115,  col.  1,  L5.  Which 

thou  shall  not  mow  tvffirc.  Which  thou  shalt  not  be  able 

to  endure.— To  mowen  suche  a  knight  done  live  or  die  T. 

ii.  1594.  To  be  able  to  make  such  a  knight  to  live  or  die. 

— She  should  not  eon  ne  mow  attaint.  C.  D.  150.  She 

should  not  know  nor  be  able  to  attain. 
Mows,  n.  Fa.  A  distortion  of  the  mouth.  T.  iv.  7-  P.  Hi. 

716.    What  do  I  than  but  laugh  and  make  a  mowe? 

Lydg.  Trag.  137. 
Mowing,  n.  Ability.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  4.  In  the  following 

passage  it  seems  to  be  used  as  a  Gkrund.   That  threwet 

weren  d! spoiled  qf  mowing  to  don  yveU  Ibid. 
Much,  Muchrl.  See  Mochb. 
Muckrs,  v.  Sax  To  heap.  T.  iiL  1381. 
Mux,  v.  Fr.  To  change.  T.  ii.  1258.  1 
Must,  adj.  Fr.  Dumb.  mute.  T.  v.  194. 
Mullgk,  n.  Sax.  Dung ;  rubbish.  3871.  16408.  1 
Multiplication,  n.  Fr.  The  art  of  making  gold  and 

silver.  16317. 
Multiplib,  v.  Fr.  To  make  gold  and  silver.  16303. 
Mi'sard,  n.  Fr.  A  muster,  or  dreamer.  11.  3256.  4034. 
Mess,  v.  Fr.  To  gaze.  R.  1592.  ; 
Myself,  Myselvb,  Mysklven.  See  Selp. 

N. 

Na  for  No.  4174.   See  the  n.  on  ver.  4021. 

N'adde  for  Ne  haddb  ;  Had  not.  10212. 

Naile,  n.  Sax.  A  nail.  6351.  lip  nailet.  12222.  By  Ooddet 
nailfs.  an  oath.  See  the  n.  on  wr.  1258.1. 

Nakehks,  n.  pi.  Fr.   See  the  n.  on  ver.  2513. 

Nalb,  n.  Sax.  An  ale-house.  6931.  Seo  the  note.  But  I 
am  now  less  inclined  to  adopt  Skinner's  explanation  of  | 
this  word,  because  1  observe  that  Ale  alone  is  commonly 
put  for  an  Ale  house,  and  I  cannot  find  that  Hale  is  ever 
used,  except  where  it  follows  the  preposition  Atte.  In 
the  passage  quoted  from  P.  P.  32  b.  the  Cotton  MS.  Vesp. 
B.  xvi.  has  at  the  ale.   And  so  in  P.  P.  26  b.   With  idle 

talcs  al  the  ale  Hubert  of  Brunne's  translation  of  ■ 

Manuel  des  pechilt.   MS.  Dodl.  2313.  fol.  1.  j 

In  gamys,  in  festys,  and  at  the  ale —  I 
fol.  38.  Or  yf  thou  leddest  any  man  to  the  ale. 

1  suspect  therefore  that  Nale,  in  those  few  passages  in 
which  it  is  found,  should  be  considered  as  merely  a  cor- 
ruption, which  has  arisen  from  the  mispronunciation 
and  consequent  miswriting  of  atte  nale  for  atten  ale.  Seo 
the  n.  on  ver.  12542.  A  similar  corruption  seems  to  have 
taken  place  in  the  name  of  that  celebrated  personage 
in  our  law,  Mr.  John  anoke,  whose  original  appellation, 
1  believe,  was  John  atten  oke,  as  that  of  his  constant 
antagonist  was  John  atte  stile.  Sim.  atte  stile  is  a  name 
in  P.  P.  23  b.  and  there  are  many  others  of  the  sime 
form;  as,  Atte  cliJT,  Atte  ley,  Atle-well,  Atte-tcood,  icC. 
That  the  letter  n  is  apt  to  pass  from  the  end  of  one  word 
to  the  beginning  of  another,  we  have  an  instance  in 
Newt,  which  has  certainly  been  formed  by  corruption 
from  An  etct,  or  eft ;  and  perhaps  Nedder,  n.  Pax.  may 
have  been  formed  in  the  same  way  from  An  adder.  The 


word  in  the  Teutonic  is  Adder,  as  we  write  it  now,  with 
out  the  initial  n.  The  same  corruptions  have  happene 
in  other  languages.  See  the  notes  of  Signer  Ssdi  ujm 
his  Baeco  in  Totcana,  p.  133.  4.  5.  182.  3. 

N'am  for  Ns  am  ;  Am  not,  573a 

Name,  pa.  L  of  Nimb,  v.  Sax.  Took.  16765. 

Nappe,  v.  8a x.  To  sleep.  16858.  See  Knap. 

Narcotises,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Gr.  Drugs  causing  sleep.  1474 
L.W.2659. 

Narwe,  adj.  Sax.  Close,  narrow.  3224,  14828.  Whan  tkr 

hem  narwe  arise.  9862.    Whan  they  closely  conmfc 

their  conduct. 
Nas  for  Ne  was  ;  Was  not  145a  1651. 
Naso,  pr.  n.  L.  W.  928. 2218.  P.  Ovidius  Naso.  See  Onus. 
Nat,  adv.  Sax.  Not.  5889.  6551. 
Natal,  adj.  Lat.  Presiding  over  nativity.  T.  iiL  159. 
Nathklbsb  b,  Nathelxs,  adv.  Sax.  Not  the  less ;  nevai 

theless.  2475.  3606. 
Nation,  n.  Fr.  4701.  Nation— Family.  6660. 
Naught,  Nought,  n.  Sax.  Nothing.  758.  770. 
  adv.  Not;  not  at  alL  207a  4820.  It  may  mm 

properly  perhaps  be  considered  as  a  noun  used  adverki 

ally.  See  Nothing. 
Nay,  adv.  Sax.  8297.  It  seems  to  be  used  sometimes  sji 

noun.  It  it  no  nay.  8892.  9015.  It  cannot  be  denied. 

 v.  To  denie.  P.  170,  col.  2, 1.  20. 

Nb,  adv.  8a x.  Not.  9356.  1007a  Ne  had  he  ben  holpen 

10980.  Had  he  not  been  helped. 

 eonj.  Sax.   Nor.  970,  1.  8847.  H795. 

Necb,  n.  Fr.  A  niece. — A  cousin.  13030.  13055. 

Necxssarix,  adj.  Fr    Necessary.  T.  iv.  1021. 

Nrdk,  n.  Sax.  Need  ;  necessity.  4523. 

 v.  is  generally  used  as  an  Impersonal.  It  ntdea 

thee  nought  teehe.  3599.    Nedeth  hem  no  dtrale.  41* 

Neded  no  more  to  hem  to  gone  ride.  9489. 
Nsdbful,  adj.  Distrest,  indigent.  4532. 
Nedely,  adv.  Necessarily.  6550. 

Ned  as,  Nedx,  adv.  Necessarily.  It  is  usually  joined  wttt 

mutt  1171. 11475.  17157. 
Nedder,  n.  Sax.  An  adder.  9660.   Nrdkrs,  pL  L.  W.699 
Neiohe,  adj.  Sax.  Nigh.  3392. 

 v.  To  approach ;  to  come  near.  R.  1775.  2083. 

Nkkkk,  n.  Sax.   The  neck.  5859.   Nekkebone.  6488. 

Nbmpne,  v.  Sax.   To  name.  10632. 

Ner,  adv.  Sax.   Near.  10315.  121XO. 

Nere,  comp.  d.  Nigher.    Never  the  nere.  16189.  Nerei 

the  nigher.   Nere  and  nere.   13460.  Nigher  and  nigher 

Ferre  ne  nere.  1852  Later  nor  earlier. 
N'erk  for  Nb  were;  Were  not.    17222.   Nere  it.  1*5 

Were  it  not  Ne're  the  frendship.  16830. 
Nerpb,  n.  Fr.  Nerve;  sinew.  T.  ii.  642. 
Nkshk,  adj.  Sax.   Soft;  tender.  C.  L.  1092.  Nxsch  ant 

hard.  P.  L.  242  300. 
Nete,  n.  Sax.   Neat-cattle.  509. 
N ether,  adj.  comp.  S*x.    Lower.  3R50. 
Nhttle  in,  Dock  out.  T.  iv.  461.   See  Kakbt. 
Nbvev,  v.  Sax.   To  name.  8485.  1G289. 
Neyrw,  n.  Fr.    A  nephew. — A  grandson.  L.  W.  2648. 
Nrwb.  adj.  Sax.    New  ;  fresh.  459. 
 adv.  Newly.   7879.    Neve  and  neiee.  T.  iiL  1M 

Again  and  again.    All  newe.  97<Kt.    0/    new.  8314 

Newly  ;  lately.    All  netee.  13308.  Anew  ;  afresh. 

 f.  To  renew.  T.  iii  306. 

Nrwbo,  part.  pa.  Renewed.  M.  120.  col.  1, 1. 6. 
Nrwrfanukl.  adj.  Desirous  of  new  things.  10932.  17142- 
Newep*ngklxb.s&r,  n.  Inconstancy.  10924. 
Nextb,  tuperl.  d.   Nighcst.    It  generally  signifies  tbt 

nighest  following  {  but  sometimes  the  nigbest  preceding 

V.  iii.  685. 
N'hath  tor  Nb  hath  ;  ITnth  not  025. 
Nice,  adj.  Fr.    Foolish.  550H.  6520. 
Nicktke.  n.  Folly.  4044.  17101.   Do  his  nicetee.  5*i£k4.  * 

the  French  use  Faire/olie. 
Niflks,  n.  pi.  Trifies.  7342. 
Nioard,  n.  A  stingy  fellow.  5015. 
Nigaroie,  n.  Stinsyness.  13102. 
Niohtertale.  97.  Night-time.   See  the  note. 
Night-spkl,  w.  Sax.  A-nig lit  charm.  See  the  n.  on  ver  34* 
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c  mix ;  Will  not  5724.  5762. 
is ;  Is  not.  976.  1679. 

bwists;  Knew  not.  ting.  1134a  3414.  N'isxbn 

jtbn ;  Knew  not  pL  1094a 

pa.  t.  2  pers.  sing,  of  Noblb,  v.  Fr.  Ennobledst 

t.  Fr.  Dignity,  splendour.  8344.  865& 
8704.  1(1391.  as  Noblksbb. 
rL  pa.  Notched.  R.  942. 

Hnrt ;  trouble.  3772. 

To  hurt ;  to  trouble.  R.  4416. 
..  To  make  a  noise.  Bo.  iii.  m.  6. 
fa  woldb  ;  Would  not  3159.  3168. 
Fr.  Number.  718. 

uk,  part.  pa.  of  Nuts,  v.  Sax.  Taken.  T.  v. 
*  W.  1016. 

.  An  arbitrator.  T.  L.  1. 319.  8ee  the  passage 
jve  in  r.  Lo  vxd  a  is.  The  sense  of  this  word  is 
I  by  the  Prompt.  Part.  u  Nowmpbr  or  own- 
to*.  Sequester."  If  the  etymology  of  it  were  as 
night  be  able  to  determine  which  of  the  two 
>f  writing  it  is  the  best  Custom  has  long 
or  the  latter.  The  modern  word  is  umpire  • 

P.  25  b.  the  Editt  read  an  umper  ;  but  tho 
L  Vesp.  B.  xtL  has— a  numper.  I  cannot  find 
nch  word  is  used,  in  the  same  sense,  in  any 
ie  Gothic  or  Romance  languages.  It  has  been 
by  some  to  be  a  corruption  of  un  pert,  Fr. 
in  hardly  believe ;  and  perhaps  the  reader  will 
ward  to  admit  of  a  derivation  of  it  from  the  Fr. 

An  odd,  or  third  person  ;  which  an  arbitrator 
is.  This  however  is  the  most  probable  ety- 
lat  has  occurred  to  me;  and  I  see  that  the 
of  the  Statutes  for  the  University  of  Oxford 
ie  was)  had  the  same  idea,  for  he  expresses  the 
nre,  in  his  Latin,  by  Impar.  Tit  xv.  §.  14. 
•ar,  aut  Arbitrator,  in  qudeunque  causd  electus. 

ix.  Not  one ;  none.  656.  682. 

r.  Not  13011.  Absent  or  non.  8311.  Whether 
non.  1109a 

u  The  ninth  hour  of  the  natural  day ;  Nine 
the  morning ;  the  hour  of  dinner.  9767*  T.  v. 

X 

r  the  nones.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  381.  and  add, 
7,  the  following  instances,  T.  i.  562.  ii.  1381.  iv. 
295.  1068.  1114.  [There  seems  to  be  now  no 
A  the  original  form  was  the  Saxon  for  than 
» Price's  note  on  Walton's  Hist,  of  Engl.  Poet. 
1  Sir  F.  Madden 'a  Gloss,  to  Syr  Gawayne,  ate} 
'a.   A  nun.  118. 

Fr.  A  nurse.  5881.  Bo.  il.  pr.  4.  In  other 
Bo.  i.  pr.  3.  iii.  pr.  9.  it  is  printed  by  mistake,  I 
or  Norib,  n.   A  foster-child.  Alumnus, 
n.  Nurture ;  education.  3985. 
&,n.pl.  Sax.  Nostrils.  559.  P.  150,  col.  2,  L  38. 
wot  ;  Know  not  286.  3664. 
c,  n.  Fr.  A  thing  worthy  of  observation.  15215. 

x.  Need ;  business.  4066. 

i.  A  musical  note.   To  cry  by  note.  T.  iv.  583. 

rod,  in  a  high  time. 

n.  Nutmeg.  13693.  R.  1361. 

>/.  Sax.  Nuts.  R.  1377. 

I  head  like  a  nut.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  109. 

•j.  Sax.  Nor,  neither.  8796.  9951. 

\f.  Sax.  for  Na  othbr.  Neither  mother.  L.  W. 

me  nor  other.  He  n'is  in  neither  n'other  habile. 

3.  Neutro  est  habitu.  Orig. 

iv.  Sax.  Not;  not  at  all.  1756.  8251. 

.  pi.  825ft  See  the  note.  It  is  probable,  I  think, 

the  is  the  true  word,  and  that  Ouche  has  been 

d  by  a  corruption,  the  reverse  of  that  which 

taken  notice  of  in  Nalb.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v. 

od  Nusea,-  and  Schilter,  Gloss.  TeuU  in  v.  Nuosci; 

;nce  it  appears  that  Nuschin,  Tbut.  signifies 

a  clasp,  or  buckle    As  these  were  some  of  the 

ful  instruments  of  dress,  they  were  probably 

he  first  that  were  ornamented  urith  jewels  ;  by 

eans  the  name  by  degrees  may  have  been  ex- 


tended, so  as  to  include  several  other  sorts  of  jewels. 
The  same  thing  may  have  happened  in  the  case  of  tbe 
word  Brochb  (see  above) ;  which  indeed  seems,  origin- 
ally,  to  have  been  a  French  expression  for  N ouche. 

Novxlribs,  ft.  pi.  Fr.   Novelties.  F.  ii.  17& 

Nought,  n.  Sf  adv.  Sax.  See  Naught. 

Nouthb,  adv.  Sax.  Now.  464.  T.  i.  986.  See  the  n.  on 
ver.  464. 

Now,  adv.  Sax.  Now  and  now.  10744.  Once  and  again. 

Now  adayes.  9040.  16864.   In  these  days. 
Nowbl,  n.  Fa.  Christmas.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  11567. 
Novsauncb,  n.  Fr.  Offence ;  trespass.  C.  D.  255. 

O. 

O  for  Ho.  2535.  See  Ha 

O,  adj.  for  On  ;  One.  74a  5555.  In  the  curious  old  Ballad 
on  the  battle  of  Lewes  (Ant.  Poet.  v.  ii.  p.  4.)  1.  la 
o/erlyng  should  be  written,  I  believe,  o/erlyng,  I.  e.  one 
farthing. 

Obxvsancb,  n.  Fr.  Obedience.  8378.  Obbvsing.  R.  3380. 
Orry&ant,  part  pr.  Fa.  Obedient  7942.  Obbybuco.  L.  W. 
1264. 

Obsequies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Funeral  rites.  995. 
Observance,  n.  Fr.  Respect.  10630. 
Observe,  v.  Fr.  To  respect ;  to  pay  regard  to.  13560. 
Occident,  n.  Fr.  The  West  4717- 

Octa  vibn,  pr.  n.  Du.  36a  I  do  not  suppose  that  Augustus 
is  meant,  but  rather  the  fabulous  emperour,  who  is  a 
subject  of  a  Romance  entitled  "  Octavian  imperator." 
MS.  Cotton.  Calig.  A.  ii.  See  Percy's  Catalogue,  n.  la 
and  the  passage,  quoted  from  MS.  Reg.  17>  C  viiL  in 
the  n.  on  ver.  13775.  The  same  Octavian,  I  apprehend, 
was  celebrated  in  apiece  of  Arras  hangings)  which  made 
part  of  the  furniture  of  Henry  V.  and  is  thus  described 
in  the  Inventory.  Rot  Pari.  2.  Hen.  VL  Item  i  autre 
pece  d  arras  D  or  q  comence  en  I  estorie  "Le  Octavion 
Roy  de  Rome." 

Ocy.  Ocv.  C.  N.  124.  The  nightingale's  note. 

Obrthrow  for  Overthrow,  part,  pa.  Sax.  Overthrown. 
C.  D.  1151. 

OKTua,  pr.  n.  JEetes.  L.  W.  143& 

Op,  adv.  Sax.  Off.  552.  784.  267a 

Oppkndeb,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Hurt  2396. 

Oppbnsioun,  n.  Offence ;  damage.  24ia 

Opprrtorib,  n.  Fr.  A  part  of  the  Mass.  712. 

Oppring,  n.  Fr.  Offering  at  Mass.  452.  P.  155,  col.  1, 1. 63. 

Opt,  Opts,  adv.  Sax.  Often.  Optsnsith;  Oftentimes* 
187a  8109. 

Oinbmbnt,  n.  Fa.  Ointment.  63a 

Our  aunt,  n.  Fr.  Elephant  13739.  See  the  note,  and  R. 
de  la  Rose.  1868a  Oliphant  sur  sa  haute  esehine,  Ac. 

Oliveres,  n.  pi  Fr.  Olive-trees.  14042.  R.  1314. 

Omrr,  pr.  n.  Homer.  T.  1.  146.  F.  iii.  37a 

On,  prep.  Sax.  In.  On  live.  3041.  In  life ;  Alive.  On 
twelve.  7549.  In  twelve.  On  hunting.  1689.  On  hawking. 
13667.  See  A.  prep.— Upon.  On  to  see.  3247.  To  look 
upon.  See  the  note;  and  add  L.  W.  2414.  Lycurgus 
daughter,  fairer  on  to  sene — So  this  line  is  written  in 
M&Bodl. 

 adj.  Sax.  One,  After  on.  343.  1783.  Alike.  They 

were  at  on.  4195.  They  were  agreed.  See  R.  5817*  T.  ill. 
56a  Ever  in  on.  1773.  387a  Continually.  I  mine  on. 
C.  D.  1019.  I  single ;  I  by  myself-  And  thus  I  went 
widewher  walking  minb  ops.  P.  P.  40  b.  Non  saw  but 
hb  onb.  P.  L.  44.  All  him  on  a.   Conf.  Am.  175. 

Ondb,  n.  Sax.  Zeal ;  malice.  R.  14a  Ny  the  and  ondb. 
P.  L.  24a 

Onbd,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Made  one,  united.  7550.  P.  150, 
ooL  1,  L  62. 

Onbs.  pi.  of  On.  1263a  We  three  ben  alle  ones.  We  three 
are  all  one. 

 adv.  Sax.  Once.  At  ones.  767.  At  once;  at  the 

same  time.  347a 
Onhkd,  n.  Sax.   Unity.  T.L.  ii.  339. 
Only,  adv.  Sax.  Al  only.  13385.  M.  115,  col.  1,1.  la  Solely 
Onv,  adj.  Sax.   Any.  241  a 

Opxm-brs,  it.  Sax.   The  fruit  of  the  Medlar-tree.  3869. 
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Opik  hcdrd,  adj.   Bare-headed.  6228. 
Opie,  n.  Fr.   Opium.  1474.  , 
Opprkssb,  v.  Fr.  To  ravish.  11723.  Oppressed,  part  pa.  j 
11697- 

Oppression,  n.  Rape.  6471.  L.  W.  1W». 

Or,  arff.  Sax.  Er,  before.  275-  1157- 

Oratorik,  n.  Fr.   A  chappie.  1907-   A  closet  6276. 

Ordal,  n.  Sax.  Judicial  trial.  T.  iii.  10-18.  See  Kilian.  in 
▼.  Oor-deei,  and  Hickes.  Dissert.  Epist.  p  149.  It  is 
possible  however  that  Chaucer  may  have  used  this  word 
in  its  more  confined  sense,  for  a  trial  by  fire,  or  water, 
without  considering  whether  such  trials  were  practised 
at  Troy. 

Ordk,  n.  Sax.   A  point.  L.  W.  645. 

Ordered,  part.  pa.  Ordained,  in  holy  orders.  P.  164,  col. 
2, 1. 13. 

Orders  four,  210.  The  four  orders  of  Mendicant  Friers. 

Ordinance,  w.  Fr.   Orderly  disposition.  88.17-  H215. 

Ordinat,  part.  pa.  Lat.  Orderly ;  regular.  9160. 

Ore,  n.  Sax.  Grace ;  favour.  3724.  See  the  note. 

Orewbll,  pr.  n.   A  sea-port  in  Essex.  279. 

Orprays,  n.  Fr.   Oold.embroidery.  R.  562.  869.  See  Du 

Cange,  in  v.  Anrifrigia. 
Orient,  n.  Fr.   The  east.  14320. 

Origrnkk,  pr.  n.  In  the  list  of  Chancer's  works  in  L.  W. 
ver.  427.  he  says  of  himself,  that 

"  He  made  also,  gon  is  a  grete  while, 
Origenes  upon  the  Maudeltine."  

meaning,  I  suppose,  a  translation,  into  prose  or  verse,  of 
the  Homily  de  Mar  id  Magdalend,  which  has  been  com- 
monly, though  falsely,  attributed  to  Origen.  v.  Opp. 
Origenis.  T.  ii.  p.  291.  Ed.  Paris.  1604.  I  cannot  believe 
that  the  Poem,  entitled  **  The  Lamentation  of  Marie 
Magdaleine,"  which  is  in  all  the  editions  of  Chaucer,  is 
really  that  work  of  his.  It  can  hardly  be  considered  as 
a  translation,  or  even  imitation,  of  the  Homily ;  and 
the  composition,  in  every  respect,  is  infinitely  meaner 
than  the  worst  of  his  genuine  pieces. 
Orisont,  n.  Fr.  The  horizon.  967). 
Orlogr,  n.  Fr.   A  clock,  or  dial.  14860. 
Orimme.vt.  pr.  n.    A  mineral  so  called.  16291. 
Otmkr,  adj.  Sax.   Alter.  Lat.   The  other  of  two.  1134. 
1137-  1277.   Others,  gen.  at.  27.J6. 

  adj.  Sax.   Alius.  Lat.  463.  121& 

 .  conj.  Rax.    Or,  either.  1714.  1814.  5556. 

I      Oithk.  n.  6325.  F.  iii.  260.   See  Noltmk. 

I     Ovkr,  prep.  Sax.    Above.  204      Overall.   In  every  case  ; 

I        on  every  side.  241).  5846.  81)24. 

 adj.  Sax.    Upper.  133. 

Over  est,  sujterl.  d.    Uppermost.  292.  16101. 
'      Ovkr  grst,  adj.  Sax.    Too  great.  16116. 
j     Ovkr-ladvk,  part.  pa.  Overborn.  13017.  Do  not  the  people 
I        oppressc,  nor  ovbrlede.  Lydg.  Trag.  104. 
I     Overlive,  r.  Sax.   To  out-live.  6842. 

Ovkr  merii.y,  adv.  Sax.    Too  merrily.  C.  L.  406. 
Over-moche.  adj.  Sax.   Too  great.  C.  L.  384. 
Ovkr-nomk,  part.  pa.  of  Ovrr-nime,  t'.  Sax.  Overtaken, 
i  2802. 

Ovkr-spraDdk.  pa.  t  Sax.   Over-spread.  2873.  T.  ii.  7$). 
Overte,  adj.  Fr.   Open.  F.  ii.  210. 

Overthrew,  pa.  t.  of  Overthrow,  v.  neut.  Sax.  Fell 

down.  C.  D  663. 
Overthrowing,  part.  pr.  Sax.    Falling  headlong,  liy 
overthrowing  way.  Ro.  i.  m.  6.   Pracipiti  fid.  Orig. 
And  therefore  chpeth  Cassiodore  poverte  the  moder  of 
;        mine,  that  is  to  say,  the  moder  0/ overthrowing  or  falling 
1        doun.  M.  116,  col.  1, 1.62. 

Over-thwart,  ad>\  Sax.  Actors.  1093.    Du.  863.— Over 
against  T.  iii.  686. 
j     Ovkr-timeliche,  adv.  Sax.  Too  early.  Bo.  I.  m.  1. 
!     Ought,  n.  Sax.   Opillt.   Any  thing.  5158.  8471.  adv. 
3047.   See  Aught.    Tho  difference  has  arisen  merely 
from  the  different  usages  of  writing  A  or  0  for  One. 

 pa.  t.  of  Owe.  4331.  L.  W.  589.  1607. 

Ouohtev,  Ol'ghtk,  pi.  M.  118,  col.  2,  1.  31.— From 
hence,  as  it  seems,  has  been  formed  a  new  verb  Ought, 
which  is  very  commonly  used  in  the  present  tense,  for 


Owe,  in  both  numbers.  3053.  90400.  2.  14687.  M.  1Q& 
col.  i.  L  38. 

Ought  is  also  used  as  an  Impert.  in  the  pr.  and  pa.  L 
Wei  ought  us  werke.  15488.  Well  behoveth  it  us  to  work. 
Hem  oughte  have  gret  repentance.  M.  118,  coL  2,  L  *. 
It  behoved  them  to  have  g.  r. 

Ovipe,  pr.  n.  4474.  6534.  9999.  M.  107,  col.  I.  1.  a  Osr 
author  seems  to  have  been  well  acquainted  with  the  be* 
part  of  Ovid's  works.  Most  of  the  histories  in  his  LegemU 
of  good  women  are  taken  from  the  EpistoUr  Htroidwm. 
or  the  Metamorphoses.  That  of  Lucrece  shews  that  be 
had  read  the  Fasti. 

Oundino.  n.  Fa.  Waving;  imitating  waves.  P.  155.  eoL  t 
1.  29. 

Oure&i  pr.  post.  Sax.  Ours.  1272a  13203.  See  the  Emj, 
dec.  n.  29. 

Out,  interj.  Sax.   Away !  3823.  10240. 

 adv.  Sax.   Out  and  out.  T.  ii.  739.  Throughout 

Olthexs,  n.  Lat.  Barb.  Outcry.  2014.  And  bom  to  Lon- 
don brigge  full  hie  outhsys.  P.  L.  339. 

Outrage,  ft.  Fr.  Violence.  2014. 

Outraik,  v.  Fr.  To  fly  out ;  to  be  outrageous.  8519. 

Oit-rrdr,  v.  Sax.   To  surpass  in  counsel.  245L 

Oltrslv,  adv.  Fr.   Utterly.  12783. 

Out-rennr,  v.  Sax.    To  out-run.  2451. 

Our  btrauort,  pa.  t.  of  Outstretch,  v.  Sax,  Stretched 
out  R.  1515. 

Out-taken,  part.  pa.  Taken  out ;  excepted.  Oct-tams 
Crist  on  loft.  4697-  Christ  in  heaven  being  excepted 
Out  take  Carleon,  that  was  in  Arthurt  tyme.  P.L.3& 

Owb.v.Sax.  Debeo,  3091.  Owen,  pi.  7688.  M.  115,  cot  2,  U 

Owen.  Owns,  part  pa.  838m  9664.  13126. 

O where,  adv.  Sax.  Anywhere.  655. 

Owndib,  adj.  Fr.  Waving.  F.  iii.  2J  6. 

Oxenfokoe,  pr.  n.   Oxford.  3329. 

Oysb,  pr.  n.  A  river  in  Picardie.  F.  iii  838. 

P. 

Pack,  r.  Fr.  To  pass  away.  8968.  10808.— To  surpass  576 

Page,  n.  Fr.  A  boy-child.  3970. — A  boy- servant.  12975- 
L.  W.  2035. 

Paik,  n.  Fr.   Liking  ;  satisfaction.  R.  5938. 

  r.  Fr.  To  please;  to  satisfii-.  R.  3599.— To  pay.  13I2«. 

Paide,  part.  pa.  Pleased.  6767.  C.  D.  426—  Payed.  IC31&  & 

Paillet,  n.  Fr.   A  couch  (properly  of  straw).  T.  iii.  i» 

Paindbmaink.  13655.   Sco  the  note. 

Pairk,  v.  Fr.  To  impair.  R.  6103.  If  I  tpeke  wpht  to 
pairs  her  loos,  i.  e.  to  impair  their  credit  or  reputation. 
So  this  lino  is  written  in  Editt.  1542.  and  MS.  Hunter. 

Palamkdes.  pr.  n.  B.  K.  331.  Not  the  son  of  Nanpliw, 
one  of  the  Grecian  commanders  at  the  war  of  Troy,  but 
a  knight  of  the  Round  table,  called  Paxomides  in  *  Mort 
d'  Arthur,-"  the  unsuccessful  rival  of  Tristan  for  the 
love  of  la  belle  Isoude.  See  Mort  d'  Arthur,  B.  ii.  which 
seems  to  be  compiled  chiefly  from  the  Roman  de  Tristan. 

Palasins,  n.  pi.  Fr,  R.  6862.  Ladies  Palasins ;  Ladk»  of 
the  court.  In  the  Orig.  Palatines.   See  Du  Cange.  in 
Palatini. 

Palatik.  pr.  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  65. 

Pale.  w.   A  perpendicular  stripe,  in  Heraldry.  F.  iii.  75"- 

 r.  Fr.   To  make  pale.  Bo.  ii.  m.  3. 

Paleis,  m.  Fr.   A  palace.  2201.  10374. 

Palkreis,  n.  pi.  Fr.   Horses  for  the  toad.  2497-  'here 

Stedes  are  horses  for  battle.  Ne  large  palfrey,  esyM  Hi 

nones.  L.  W.  1114. 
Paling,  n.  Fr.   Imitating  pales.  P.  155,  coL  2, 1.  ». 
Palladion,  n.  Gr.   The  image  of  Pallas  at  Troy.  T.  1 153 
Palled,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Made  polo.  17004. 
Palm  errs,  n.  pi.  Sec  the  n.  on  ver.  13. 
Palm erie.  pr.  n.   Palmyra  in  Syria.  14253. 
Pami'hilus,  pr.  n.  11422.   See  the  note. 
Pampreo,  juirt.  pa.   Pampered  ;  made  plump.  C.  L.  177- 

See  Jun.  Etymol.  who  derives  it  from  the  Fr.  Panprt; 

a  vine-branch,  full  of  leaves. 
Pan,  pr.  n.   The  heathen  deity.  Du.  512. 

 n.  Sax.   The  skull ;  the  head.  1 167.  13058. 

Pantbr,  n.  Fr.   A  net  R.  1621.  L.  W.  131. 
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Papblard,  n.  Fr.  A  hypocrite  R.  7233* 

Papelakdib,  n.  Fr.  Hypocrisie.  R.  6796. 

Paper- white,  adj.  White  as  paper.  L.  W.1136. 

Par,  pr«p.  Fr.  Par  amour.  1157.  With  lore.    See  the 

note.  Par  compagnit.  3837.  For  company.  Par  chance. 

1254a  By  chance.  Par  cuere.  R.  4796.  By  heart  Memo- 

riter.  So  this  line  should  be  written. 
Parabolks,  n.  pi.  Fm.  Parables ;  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon.  I 

0261.  I 
Paraos,  *.  Fr.  Kindred.  6832.  I 
Parau.lb,  r.  Fr.  AppareL  6143. 

Paramour,  Paramours,  n.  Fr.    Love;  gallantry.  3354. 
3754,  6.  13772—  A  lover,  of  either  sex.  6036.  6954.  See  I 
then. on  ver.  1157. 

Pera  venture,  adv.  Fr.  Haply ;  by  chance.  6475. 

Parauntxr,  corruption  of  Peraventure.  Du.  556.  779. 

Parcb,  n.  pL  Lat.  The  Fates.  T.  v.  & 

Pabcbx-mklk,  adv.  By  parcels,  or  parts.  P.  170,  col.  1 , 1. 61. 

Pardr,  Pardtkux.  7257.  9110.  T.  ii.  759.  A  common  Fr. 
oath,  which  most  of  the  personages  in  Chaucer  express 
very  frequently  m  English,  with  as  little  ceremony  as 
the  Greeks  used  their  rn  A**,  and  with  as  little  meaning 
too.  See  ver.  1812.  4024.  4033.  6168.  7432. 

Pardomrr,  r.  Fr.  A  seller  of  pardons  or  indulgences. 
See  his  Character,  ver.  671—716.  See  also  the  n.  on  ver. 
710.  and  P.  P.  2. 

pARSMHNTs,  h.  pU  Fr,  Ornamental  furniture,  or  clothes. 
See  the  n.  on  ver.  10583. 

Parxntkls,  n.  Fr.  Kindred.  P.  167,  col*  2, 1.  53. 

Parfay,  Fr.  Par /op.  By  my  faith.  3681. 

Parfrl  R.  6228.  as  Parfay. 

Parfit,  adj.  Fr.  Perfect  72.  5697. 

Parfitly,  adv.   Perfectly.  5693. 

Parfourmk,  v.  Fr.  To  perform.  7843.  9926. 

Parish  ens,  n.  pL  Fr.  Parishioners.  484. 

Paritoris,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  The  herb  Parietaria,  or  Pellitory 
of  the  waiL  16049. 

Parlxmbnt,  h.  Fr.  An  assembly  for  consultation.  2972. 
T.  It.  211— A  consultation.  R.  7358. 

Partem,  inf.  wu  Fr.  To  take  pert.  9504.  L.  W.  465. 

Partok,  r.Fr>  A  part  30ia  4437— A  party,  in  a  dispute.  2659. 

Partis,  *.  Fr.  A  portico  before  a  church.  I)u  Cange, 
in  ▼.  Paradisus,  1.  It  appears  from  R.  7158.  Orig.  12530. 
that  books  were  commonly  sold  Au  parvit  dcvant  Notre 
Dame  at  Paris.  At  London,  the  Purvis  was  frequented 
by  Serjeants  at  Law.  See  ver.  312.  and  Forteecue  de  laud, 
leg.  Ang.  c.  u.  Post  meridiem  curia  non  tenentur;  sed 
plaeitantes  tune  se  divertunt  ad  Pervlsum  et  alibi,  consu- 
lentee  com  servientibus  ad  Legem  et  aliis  contiliariis 
suis.  There  is  a  difference  of  opinion  where  the  Parvit 
at  London,  to  which  the  Lawyers  resorted,  was  situated. 
Somner  supposes  it  to  have  been  in  Old  Palace-yard, 
before  Westminster-hall.  Gloss,  in  x  Script,  v.  Tri/orium. 
But  others,  with  more  probability,  think  it  was  what 
Dugdale  calls  the  Pervvse  ofPawUs.  See  the  notes  upon 
Furtascue,  loc  ciL  When  the  Serjeants  had  dined  in 
any  of  the  Inns  of  Court  St.  Paul's  lay  much  more  con- 
veniently for  an  afternoon  consultation  than  Westmin- 
ster-ball. 

Pas,  n.  Fr.  Afoot-pace.  See  the n.  on  ver.  827.  and  T.  ii. 

6*7.  His  horse— On  which  he  rode  a  pas  ful  softclp. 
Pass,  p.  Fr.  To  surpass;  to  exoell.  450.  L.  W.  1125.— To 

Judge ;  to  pass  sentence.  3091.  T.  ill.  1288.  L.  W.  162. 
Passant,  Passing,  part.  pr.  Excelling.  2109. 16U82. 
pATRsar,  inf.  m.  To  pray;  properly,  to  repeat  the  Pater 

noeter.  R.  7195. 6794. 
Pavadr,  n.  39*7.  See  the  note. 

Paumrs,  n.  pf.  Fr.  The  palms  of  the  hands.  T.  Hi.  1 1 20. 
Pax.  To  kisse  the  Pax.  P.  155,  col.  1, 1.63.  For  an  account 

of  this  ceremony,  see  Du  Cange,  in  v. 
Payrw,  adj.  Fr.  Pagan.  2372. 
Payers*,  u.  pL  Heathens.  4962. 

Paysauncr,  n.  C.  O.  1673.  "  Pausing  or  stopping,  Gloss. 
Ur."q* 

Pecunial.  adj.  Pecuniary ;  paid  in  money.  6896. 
Peri,  ».  Fr.  Peace.  2319.  When  used  as  an  interjection, 
6420. 6432.  it  signifies  the  same  as  Hold  thy  pees.  2670  Be 


Prime,  n.  Fr.  Penalty.  Up  peine  qfdeth.  5304.  See  Up.— 

Grief;  torment  1321.  2385.— Labour.  11042. 
 v.  Fr.  To  torture ;  to  put  to  pain.  1748.  She  pcined 

hire.  139.  4740.  She  took  great  pains. 
Peise,  r.  Fr.  To  poise ;  to  weigh.  T.  iii.  1413. 
Pell,  n.  F.  iii.  220.  **  A  house ;  a  cell.  Sp.  and  Sk.  f.  a 

palace.  Gloss.  Ur.H  q  ? 
Pellet,  n.  Fr.  PeloUe.  A  ball.  F.  iii.  553. 
Penance,  n.  Fr.  Repentance.  P.  148,  ool.  1,  1.  15.— Pains 

to  be  undergone  by  way  of  satisfaction  for  sin.  223 

5411 — Pain  ;  sorrow.  4758.  5224.  11050. 
Psnant,  n.  Fr.  A  person  doing  penance.  1394a 
Pbncbll,  n.  Fr.  Pennoncel.  A  small  streamer.  T.  v.  1043. 
Peniblx,  adj.  Fr.  Industrious ;  pains-taking.  7428.  8590. 
Pbnitencer,  n.  Fr.   A  priest  who  enjoins  penance  in 

extraordinary  cases.  P.  170,  ool.  1, 1. 68. 
Pen  mark,  pr.  n.  A  place  in  Bretagne.  See  the  n.  on  ver. 

11113. 

Pbnner,  ru  9753.  A  pen-case.  In  the  inventory  of  the 
goods  of  Henry  V.  Rot.  Pari.  2  H.  6.  n.  15.  m.  13.  is  the 
following  article :  "  Un  penner*  et  i  pnkhom  d'  arg*  dor- 
rex."  And  again,  m.  20.  "  i  pennere  ct  i  come  covert  du 
velvet  Woy." 

Prnon,  n  Fr.  A  streamer,  or  ensign.  980. 

Pens,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Pennies.  12310.  12864. 

Penssll,  n.  R.  6280.  as  Pencell. 

Psn&ifshed,  n.  Pensiveness.  B.  K.  102. 

Pepbr,  n.  Lat.  Pepper.  16230.  To  brewe  peper.  R.  6028. 
seems  to  be  an  expression  for  the  preparation  of  a  hot, 
pungent  liquour,  which  should  burn  the  throats  of  the 
drinkers.  In  the  Orig.  it  is— Dames  les  brasseront  let 
poivre.  11514. 

Peple,  n.  Fr.  People.  2532, 6. 

Peplish,  adj.  Vulgar.  T.  iv.  1677. 

Psrchb,  n.  Fr.  A  pearch  for  birds.  14890. 

Percel,  adv.  B.  K.  225.  r.  Parcel  Ed.  1542.  By  parcels, 
or  parts. 

Psrde.  F.  ii.  332.  as  Pardr. 

Perk,  v.  To  appear.  C.  L.  55. 

 n.  Fr.  A  peer,  an  equal.  4024.  1099a 

Prreoal,  adj.   Equal.  T.  v.  840. 

Peregrine,  adj.  Fr.  Wandering.  10742.  See  the  note 

Pereles,  adj.   Without  an  equal.  B.  K.  347. 

Pbrjenete,  n.  A  young  pear.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3248. 

Pkrnaso,  pr.  ru  Mount  Parnassus.  11033. 

Pbrrih,  n.  Fa.   Jewels ;  precious  stones.  2938.  5926. 

Persaunt.  part.  pr.  Fr.  Piercing.  R.  2809. 

Perse,  pr.  n.  Persia.  14258. 

 adj.  Fr.  8k ie- coloured  ;  of  a  blewish-grcy.  441. 

Persrlee,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  Parscly.  4348. 

Pkrsonr,  n.  Barb.  Lat.  A  man  ;  generally,  a  man  of 
dignity.  10339. — A  parson,  or  rector  of  a  church.  7590.— 
See  bis  Character,  479—530.  Pbrsoner.  T.  L.  ii.  326. 

Pbrtelote,  pr.  n.  of  a  hen.  14870 

Perturbs,  v.  Fr.  To  trouble.  908. 

Perturbing,  n.  Disturbance.  7836. 

Pbrvinkx,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  The  herb  periwinkle.  R.  903. 

Pery,  n  Fr,    A  pear-tree.  10091. 

Pesb,  n.  Fr.  R.  4703.  as  Pees. 

Pksen,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Peas.  L.  W.  648. 

I'esikle,  adj.   Peaceable.  R.  7413. 

Peter  Alfonsb.  M.  1 10,  col.  2, 1. 60.  1 11,  col.  1. 1. 60.  Piers 
Alfonse.  M.  108,  ool.  2, 1. 2  1 12,  col.  2,  L  42. 1 16.  col.  1, 1. 63. 
See  the  noto  on  M.  108,  col.  2, 1. 2. 

Prtrark,  pr.  n.  7907.  14331.  See  the  noto  on  ver.  7927. 
and  14253.  Our  author  has  inserted  a  translation  of  the 
102d  Sonnet  of  Petrarch  into  his  Troitus  and  Creseide. 
B.  I.  ver.  394—421.  It  is  not  in  the  Filostrato.  There 
seems  to  be  no  sufficient  reason  for  believing  that 
Chaucer  had  ever  seen  Petrarch,  fcoo  the  DLacourso,  die. 
§.  xx.  n.  20. 

Pbytrbl,  n.  Fr.  The  breast-plate  of  a  horse.  16032.  P.  I.16, 
col.  1. 1. 17- 

Phisike,  n.  Fr.  Medicine.  415.  2762.  Doctour  of  Phisike. 

See  his  Character.  413—446. 
Phtsioloous,  pr .  n.  1 5277.  See  the  note.  There  was  a  larger 

work,  with  the  same  title,  In  prose,  which  is  frequently 

quoted  by  Vincent  of  Beauvais. 

1 1  * 
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Phiton,  pr.  n.  The  serpent  Python.  17058,  77* 

Phitowebsk,  n.  Barb.  Lat.  A  witch.  7092.  F.  iii.  171.  See 
the  n.  on  ver.  7092. 

Pis,  n.  Fr.  A  mag-pie.  10963.— A  prating  gossip,  or  tell- 
tale. T.  iiL  528.  F.iL  195. 

Pierrie,  n.  Fr.  Jewels;  precious  stones.  14311. 

Piooesxir.   Bee  the  n.  on  ver.  3268. 

Pight,  pa.  t.  of  Pick,  v.  Sax.  Pitched.  2691. 

Pncit,  v.  Sax.  To  pitch.  To  pick,  as  a  hawk  does  his 
feathers.  9885.  To  steal.  L.  W.  2456.— To  peep.  T.  ill.  00. 

 n.  Sax.  A  fish  so  called.  9293. 

Pikerel,  n.  Sax.  A  young  pike.  9293. 

Pilch  r,  n.  Sax.  A  ooat,  or  cloak,  of  skins.  Prov.  4.  Toga 
pellicea.  Junius  in  v. 

Pilkr,  n.  Fr.   A  pillar.  1995.  Du.  739. 

Pille,  v.  Fr.  Ptller.  To  rob ;  to  plunder.  6944.  P.  164, 
col.  1,1.25. 

Pilled,  rather  Piled,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Peli.  Bald.  629. 3933. 
PfLLOCRs,  r.  pU  Fr.  Plunderers.  1009.  P.  164.  col.  1,  L  31. 
Pilwb,  n.  Sax.  A  pillow.  T.  ▼.  224. 
Pilwb  bere,  n.  Sax.  The  covering  of  a  pillow.  696. 
PiMBNr,  n.  Barb.  Lat.  Spiced  wine.  R.  6027.— Wine  mixed 

with  honey.  Bo.  it  m.  5.  See  Clarrb. 
PiifCHR,  v.  Fr.   To  squeeze.   Thcr  eoude  no  wight  pinche 

at  his  writing.  328.  No  one  coud  lay  hold  of  any  flaw 

in  his  writings. 
Pink,  n.  Sax.  Pain ;  grief.  1326. 6369. 
■        v.  Sax.  To  torment  R.  351 1. 
Pnnco.  part.  pa.  Tortured.  15065. 

Pipe,  v.  Sax.  To  play  on  a  pipe.  3874.   To  pipe  in  an  ivy 
Itft.  184a  T.  L.  iii.  348.  is  put  for  any  useless  employment 
as  It  is  now  said  of  a  disappointed  man,  He  may  go 
whistle.  See  Buckkb  horn. 

Pistell,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  An  epistle.  9030.— A  short  lesson. 
6603. 

Pitancx,  n,  Fr.  A  mess  of  victuals.  224  It  properly 
means  an  extraordinary  allowance  of  victuals,  given  to 
Monastics,  in  addition  to  their  usual  commons.  See  Du 
Cange,  in  v.  Pictaktia. 

Pith,  n.  Sax.   Marrow  ;  strength.  6057. 

Prrous,  adj.  Fr.  Merciful.  10334. — Compassionate.  8980. 
— Exciting  compassion.  8962. 

Pitously,  adv.    Pitifully.  5339.  8958. 

Plaor,  n.  Lat.   The  plague.  P.  159,  col.  2, 1.  49. 

Plages,  n.  pi.  Lat.  The  divisions  of  the  globe.  The  plages 
of  the  North.  4963.   The  Northern  regions. 

Plain,  n.  Fr.   A  plain.  4444.  11510. 

 adj.  Simple  ;  clear.  11032.   It  is  often  used  as  an 

Oilverb.  792.  5306.   See  Plat. 

 r.  To  make  plain.  T.  v.  1229. 

Plainr,  v.  Fr.   To  complain.  5969.  11629. 

Plaixlichb,  adv.   Plainly.  T.  ii.  272. 

Plat,  Plattb.  adj.  Fr.  Flat;  plain.  1847.  12582.— The 
flat  of  a  sword.  10476.  T.  iv.  937.— It  is  often  used  as  an 
adverb.  12582.  All  plat,  i.  e.  Flatly.  Ful  plat  and  eke 
ful  plain.  14675. 

Plate,  n.  A  flat  piece  of  metal.  A  brest-plate.  2122. 
Armour  for  the  breast  A  pair  of  plates.  2123.  Armour 
for  the  breast  and  back. 

Play,  n.  Sax.   Sport ;  pleasure.  8906.  3047. 

 v.  To  sport ;  to  take  pleasure.  12892.  12902.  To 

act  upon  a  stage.  3384.  To  play  upon  musical  instru- 
ments. 3306.  3333.  To  play  a  pilgrimage.  13163, 4.  To 
withdraw  upon  pretence  of  going  on  a  pilgrimage. 

Plk,  n.  Fr.   An  argument,  or  pleading.  A.  F.  485. 

Plkix,  adj.  Fr.   Full  ;  perfect  339.  ttH02. 

I'lkvkhk,  adj.  Fr.   Compleat.  L.  W.  1005. 

Pi.rhanck,  n.  Fr.    Pleasure.  9308.  9524. 

pLKrtiNOKS,  n.  ;>/.   Pleasures.  5131. 

Plkte.  v.  Fr.   To  plead.  T.  ii.  146a 

Plktino,  n.  Pleading.  P.  149,  col.  2, 1.  48. 

Pub,  v.  Fr.   To  bend,  or  mould.  9045.  9304. 

Pi.ionT, ».  Condition.  P.  164,  col.  1,  1.7. 

 pa.  t.  and  pari,  of  Pluck,  v.  Sax.  Pulled  ;  plucked. 

4435.  6372.  14055.  R.  1745. 

Pliohte,  v.  Sax.   To  engage ;  to  promise.  6591.  13128. 

 pa.  f.  6633.  Plights*,  pi.  11640. 

Plite.  v.  Tu  plait,  or  fold.   T.  ii.  697.  1204.  See  Plir. 


Plits,  n.  Condition  ;  form.  16420.  See  Pusht. 
Plungy,  adj.  Fr.  Wet ;  rainy.  Bo.  IiL  m.  i. 
Poilkis,  adj.  Fr.  Of  Apulia,  antienUy  called  Poos. 

the  n.  on  ver.  10509.    Willammr's  dogUrConwcrm 

Poyle  to  wyve  he  name.  R.  G.  413. 
Point,  it.  Fr.  The  principal  business.  2967— A  * 

full  point.  16948.— J*  good  point.  900.  In  good  cat 

condition.  At  point  devise.  3689.  10874.  R.  1215. 

the  greatest  exactness.  At  point  to  bresL  T.  It. 

In  point  for  to  brasL  R.  3186.  Ready  to  burst 
Poivtkl,  n.  Fr.  A  style,  or  pencil,  for  writing. 

Bo.  L  pr.  i. 

Pointrn,  inf.  m.  v.  Fr.  To  prick  with  any  thing  poi 

R.  1058. 

Poke,  n.  Fr.  A  pocket  3778.— A  bag.  4276.  Sat  Povc 

 v.  Fr.   To  thrust  4167. 

PoLrvB,  n.  A  puUie.  10498. 

Pollax,  n.  Sax.  A  halberd.  2546.  Bipennis.  Prompt 
Pox  el,  n.  Fr.  Any  ball,  or  round  thing.  The  top  < 
head.  2691. 

Pomelee,  adj.  Fr.  Spotted  with  round  spots  like  a] 
dappled.  Pomelee  gris.  16027.   Of  a  dapple-grey  a 

Popelot,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  S254. 

Popet,  n.  Fr.  A  puppet  13631. 

Popinoay,  n.  A  parrot  10196.  1329a  Papeg&m\ 
Papegaey.  Belo.  Papagallo.  Ital. 

Popped,  adj.  Fr.  Nicely  dressed.  R.  1019. 

Popper,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3929. 

Pore,  v.   To  look  earnestly.  5877-  7320. 

 adj.  7518.  for  Pourr. 

Porxn,  pr.  t.  pi.  16138. 

Porihmb,  n.  Gr.  Bo.  iiL  pr.  10.  is  used  in  the  semes 
corollary ;  a  theorem  deduced  from  another. 

Porphl'rie,  pr.  n.  of  a  species  of  marble ;  Porphyria.  1 

Port,  n.  Fr.  Carriage  ;  behaviour.  69.  138. 

Portecolihe,  n.  Fr.  A  failing  gate,  a  portcullis.  K. 

Portos,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  1361. 

Pose,  n.  A  rheum,  or  defluxion,  obstructing  the  v 
4150.  17011.  Catarrus.  Corisa.  Prompt  Parv. 

 v.  Fr.  To  suppose.  1164.  T.  iii.  672.  I  pose,  J 

sinned  so.  P  P.  95.  b. 

Posse,  r.  Fr.   To  push.  L.  W.  2409. 

Possed,  part,  jhu  11.  44"9. 

PossKseiONKRs,  n.  pi.  Lat.  An  invidious  name  lor  \ 
religious  communities  as  were  endowed  with  lands 
7304.  Tho  Mendicant  orders  professed  to  live  ent: 
ujK>n  alms. 

Post,  n.  Sax.   A  prop,  or  support.  214.  T.  i  10».'J. 

Posts,  n.  Fr.    Power.  R.  6484.  6533. 

Potkcarv.  »».  Fr.  An  apothecary.  12786. 

Potknt,  n.  Fr.   A  crutch.  R.  368.  7417.  A  walking* 

7358. 

Potential,  adj.  Fr.   Strong  ;  powerful.  F.  iii.  5. 

Potestat,  n  Fr.   A  principal  magistrate.  7599. 

PorcHE,  n.  Fr.   Pocket ;  pouch.  3929. 

Pol'drb,  tj.  Fr.    Powder.  16228.  F.  ii.  28. 

Poi'drbs.  pi.  16275. 

Poudrk  mahchant.  383.  See  the  note. 

Povertb,  n.  Fr.   Poverty.  0759.  6767.   It  is  to  be 

nounced  Povirte  ;  the  final  e  being  considered  a* 

feminine. 

Povlcs,  n.  Fr.  The  pulse.  T.  iii.  1120. 
Podlb,  pr.  n.  St  Paul.  7229.     Poules  wind<*as. 
See  the  note. 

Poi  nsonkd,  part.  pa.  Fr.   Punchid  with  a  bodkin 

155.  col.  2.  1.  44. 
Poupe,  r.  To  make  a  noise  with  a  horn.  15405.  17039. 
PowcHACE,  n.  Fr.   To  buy.  610.— To  provide.  5?J3.  ' 

1125. 

Poi'rchas,  n.  Fr.  Acquisition;  purchase.  258,  7033. 
Polrk,  v.  R.  1640.  T.  ii.  17«#.  as  Pork. 

 adj.  Fr.    Poor.  6769.  0775. 

Poi'rtrai k,  r.  Fr.   To  draw  a  picture.  96. 
Polrtraiour,  n.  A  drawer  of  pictures.  19ul. 
Poitktraiti'rr,  n.  A  picture,  or  drawing.  1917-  197& 
pRACTicKE,  «.  Fr.    Practice.  5769. 
Preamble,  n.  Fr.   Preface.  6413. 
Prbambulatioux,  w.  Preamble.  6419. 
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,  adj.  Fr.  Over-nloe.  6730. 9838. 

nk,  n.  Fr.  Predestination.  T.  iv.  960. 

kjn,  n.  Fr.  Preaching;  a  sermon.  12279. 

Fr.  A  press  or  crowd.  6066.  6104. 
rbve,  n.  Fr.  Proof ;  trial.  8663.  At  prevt.  T.  iii. 
Upon  trial.    With  evil  pr<fe.  6829.  Evil  may  it 

See  Wixir. 

n.  Fr.  Lat.  A  governour,  or  principal  mugia- 
6830. 

.  Fr.  Commendation.  8902. 
Fr.  To  commend.  8898. 9420.— To  value.  9728. 
n.  Fr.  An  apprentice.  4383.  6885. 
ode,  n.   Apprenticeship.  4398. 
r,  part  pa.  Lat.   Prepared.  16278. 
Fr.   Near.  So  I  suspect  this  word  is  to  be  un- 

I  in  ver.  14143.  Of  prig.  i.  e.  at  hand ;  close.  De 
ft.  Or  perhaps  Qfprii  may  be  put  for  In  a  prees. 

CES. 

Fr.  To  press,  or  crowd.  2682.  R.  4198. 

v.  Fr.  To  offer ;  to  make  a  present  of.  12190. 
th  the  wine  she  gan  him  to  present.  L.  W.  1093. 
oU  his  htd  of,  hi*  fader  to  prx&bnt.  P.  L.  18. 
irir,  adj.  Lat.   Proaent  Bo.  v.  pr.  6. 
y.  Fr.  Ready.  T.  ii.  785.  iii.  919. 

v.  Fr.  To  lay  claim  to.  T.  iv.  922. 
,  adj.  Fr.  Passed.  R.  6011. 
.  Fr.  To  try.  8575.  902a— To  demonstrate  by 
Ml  2. 

neuL  To  turn  out  upon  trial.  8876. 

Sax.  A  point  Bo.  ii.  pr.  7-  F.  ii.  399.— A  pointed 

.  2608. 

iks,  v.  Sax.  To  wound.  8914— To  spur  a  horse ; 
hard.  16029.  R.  2314. 
ur,  n.  A  hard  rider.  189. 
».  Hard  riding.  191. 
,  adj.  Sax.  Without  pride.  8806. 
To  look  curiously.  3468.  7320. 
i.  6449.  See  Prick. 

ij.  Fr.  Lat.  First.  At  prime  temp*.  R.  3373. 
first  time.  At  prime  face.  T.  iii.  921.  At  first 
ince. 

The  first  quarter  of  the  artificial  day.  T.  ii. 
ia\f  trap  prime.  3904.  Prime  half  spent.  See 
n  ver.  3904.  Prime  large.  10674.  Prime  far  ad- 
.  In  ver.  10387.  it  seems  to  be  used  metaphor!- 
r  the  season  of  action  or  business. 
m,  n.  Fr.    A  primrose.  3268.  Conf.Am.  148.  b. 
iro,  n.  Fr.  Spring.  R.  4747- 
'R.  Price.  817— Praise.  67.  237.  T.  ii.  181.  376.  Or 
fs,  or  it  be  blame.  Conf.  Am.  165. 
'j.  Fr.  Private.  PrM  and  a  pert.  6696.  Private 
>lick.  Privi  man.  8395.  A  man  entrusted  with 
business. 

adv.  Privately.  1445. 

:,  n.   Private  business.  3454.  3C03. 

,  n.  Lat.  Progress.  2969. 

>ux,  n.  Fa.  The  monastic  profession.  13085.  R. 

,  n.  Fr.  Or.  A  preface.  7919. 
r.  Fr.   Provigner.  It  seems  to  have  signified, 
,ly,  to  take  cuttings  from  vines,  in  order  to  plant 
it.   From  hence  it  has  been  used  for  the  cutting 
r  the  superfluous  shoots  of  all  trees ;  which  we 

II  pruning  ;  and  for  that  operation,  which  birds, 
rtkmlarly  hawks,  perform  upon  themselves,  of 
;  out  their  superfluous  or  damaged  feathers.  In 
i  to  this  last  sense,  Damian  is  said  to  proine  and 
nself.  9685.  Gower,  speaking  of  an  eagle,  says, 
?or  there  hepruneth  him  and  piketh, 

is  doth  an  hauke,  whan  him  wel  liketh. 

Conf.  Am.  139. 
f.  To  go  about  in  search  of  a  thing.  16880. 
c,  adj.  Fr.  Capable  of  being  demonstrated.  R.  5414. 
a,  n.  Fr.  Prabenda.  Lat.  A  prebend ;  a  daily 
tal  allowance,  or  stipend.  R.  6931.  See  Du  Cange, 

UKBSHDA. 

rs,  n.  A  prebendary.  T.  L.  ii.  326. 

t,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  A  prudential  maxim.  6233.  9441. 


Proverbs,  v.  To  speak  proverbially.  T.  iii.  294. 
Provostrv,  n.  Fr.  The  office  of  Provost,  or  Prefect  Pr*- 

fectura.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  4. 
Prow,  n.  Fr.   Profit;  advantage.  12234.  13338. 
Prowssse,  n.  Fr.  Integrity.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  3. 
Pruck,  pr.  n.  Prussia.  53. 

 adj.  Prussian.  2124. 

Pruned,  pa.  t.  C.  D.  1874.  as  Proinrd. 

Ptholomes,  pr.  n.  5764.  5906.  See  the  note  on  ver.  5764. 

and  17278.  and  Rom.  de  la  R.  7399.  19449. 
Puklla  and  Rubgus.  2047.  "  The  names  of  two  figures  in 

Oeomancie,  representing  two  constellations  in  heaven : 

Puella  signifieth  Mars  retrograde,  and  Rubeus  Mars 

direct"  Sp. 
Pulchritude,  n.  Lat.  Beauty.  C.  L.  613. 
Pullailk,  n.  Fr.   Poultry.  R.  7094. 
Pulled  hen.  177-  See  the  note.  I  have  been  told  since, 

that  a  hen  whose  feathers  are  pulled,  or  plucked  off,  will 

not  lay  any  eggs.  If  that  be  true,  there  is  more  force  in 

the  epithet  than  I  apprehended. 
Punicr,  v.  Fr.  To  punish.  R.  7187-  T.  v.  1706. 
Pure,  adj.  Fr.  Mere;  very.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  1281.  and 

add  these  instances.  Pure  fere.  Du.  1261.  Pure  kind. 

F.  ii.  316. 

Purrd,  part  pa.   Purified.  5725.  11864. 

Purpilbd,  part  pa.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  193. 

PuRFos,  n.  Fr.  Purpose ;  design.  6293.— Proposition  in 

discourse.  T.  ii.  897. 
Purprisr,  n.  Fr.   Aninclosure.  R.  3987. 
Purveyance,  n.  Fr.    Foresight ;  Providence.  1264.  3013. 

—Provision.  3566. 
Purveys,  r.  To  foresee.  T.  iv.  1066 — To  provide.  6173. 
Putkrie,  n.  Fr.   Whoredom.  P.  167.  coL  1, 1.  38. 
Putuurs,  n.  pt  Whoremongers.  P.  167,  coL  1,  L  37. 
Pythagoras,  pr.  n.  Du.  1167.  See  the  passage  quoted  in 

v.  Aurora. 


Quad,  Quads,  adj.  Tbut.  Bad.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  4345. 

and  ver.  13368.  None  quads  Nothing  evil.  Conf.  Am.  103. 
Quails-pips,  n.  A  pipe  used  to  call  quails.  R.  7213. 
Quaire,  n.  Fr.  A  quire  of  paper ;  a  book.  B.  K.  675. 
Quakkb,  ft.  415a  seems  to  be  put  for  an  inarticulate  noise, 

occasioned  by  any  obstruction  in  the  throat. 
Qualms,  n.  Sax.  Sickness.  2016.— The  noise  made  by  a 

raven.  T.  v.  382. 
Quapps,  v.  To  tremble ;  to  quake.  T.  iii.  57.  L.  W.  866. 
Quarkls,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Square  arrows.  R.  1823. 
Qukint,  n.  See  Junii  Etymolog.  in  v. 
Qi'Sintb,  adj.  Fr.  Strange.  2335.  10553.  /  made  of  that 

life  full  queint.  R.  3»79.    See  ver.  11530.    He  made  it 

strange*— Cunning ;  artfuL  3605.  404a— Trim;  neat 

R.  2261. 

 pa.  t.  if  part  of  Quench,  c  Sax.  Quenched. 

2336.2338,9. 

Qukiktisb,  n.  Trimness ;  neatness.  R.  2260.— Excessive  trim- 
ncss.  P.  168,  col.  2, 1. 16.— Cunning.  P.  163,  col.  1,  1.  4*. 

Quelle,  v.  Sax.  To  kill ;  to  destroy.  15396.  Hi  173. 

Quemb,  r.  Sax.  To  please.  R.  7222.  T.  v.  695.  Wel  me 
quemeth.  Conf.  Am.  68. 

Qubne,  n.  Sax.   A  queen.  4681^-A  harlot  R.  7082. 

QtJKRNE,  n.  Sax.   A  hand-mill.  14080.  F.  iii.  708. 

Qusrrour,  n.  Fr.  One  that  works  in  a  stone-quarry.  R.  4 149. 

Quests,  n.  Fr.  A  prayer  or  demand.  F.  iiL  648. 

Quest  mongers,  n.  pi.  Packers  of  inquests,  or  juries.  P. 
164,  coL  2, 1. 67. 

Queths,  v.  Sax.  To  say ;  to  declare.  /  quethe  him  quite. 
R.  6999.  is  a  translation  of  an  old  technical  term  in  the 
law ;  Clamo  illi  quietum.  The  original  Fr.  has  only  Je 
quitte. 

Quik,  adj.  Sax.  Alive.  1017.  R.  6056. 

Quirk  est.  superl.  d.    Speediest     The  quikketi  strete. 

1 1 806.  The  most  expeditious  way. 
Quikxn,  v.  Sax.   To  make  alive.  15949. 
Qutked,  part.  pa.  Made  alive.  11362. 
 pa.  t.  of  the  same  v.  used  in  a  neutral  sense.  2337. 

Became  alive. 

QuiNiBLE,  n.  3332.  is  the  instrument,  I  suppose,  which  in 
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called  in  Barb.  Lat.  Quinterna  and  Quintaria.  See 
Da  Cange,  and  Carpentier,  in  v.  Quinternizare ;  and 
Mehiis,  Vita  rf*  Ambr.  Camald.  p.  323.  Lyrd  limbutd, 
quintaria,  ribebd,  a  vend,  tibiisque. 

Quishjn,  n.  Fa.  A  cushion.  T.  iii.  966. 

Quistrow.  n  .  R,  886.  A  beggar.  01.  Ur.  I  rather  believe 
it  signifies  a  Scullion ;  un  gar  con  de  cuisine. 

Quite,  adj.  Fr.  Free ;  quiet.  15916. 

 v.  Fa.  To  requite ;  to  pay  for.  772.  3121.— To  acquit 

It.  3069. 

Qurrra.  part  pa.   Requited.  R.  3146. 
Quitxly,  adv.   Freely ;  at  liberty.  1794. 
Quod,  pa.  t.  of  Quethx.  Said.  790.  839. 
Quokb,  pa.  U  of  Quake,  v.  Sax.  Trembled ;  shook.  1678. 
14210. 

R. 

Ra,  n.  Sax.   A  roe  deer.  4084. 
Racinb,  n.  Fr.   A  root  R.  4881. 

Rao,  Radde,  pa.  U  of  Rede,  v.  Sax.   Adrised.  A.  F.  579. — 

Explained.  Du.  281. 
Radxvorr,  L.  W.  2341.  Tapestry.  "  Ras  in  Fr.  signifies 

any  stuff,  as  Rat  de  Chalons,  Rag  de  GenneM,  Ras  de  Vore, 

or  Vaur,  may  be  a  stuff  made  at  such  a  place."  Gloss. 

Ur.  There  is  a  town  in  Languedoo,  called  La  Vaur  s 

but  I  know  not  that  it  was  ever  famous  for  tapestry. 
Rafles,  tu  pi.  Fr.  Plays  with  dice.  P.  164,  col.  2, 1.  61. 
Rafts,  pa.  t  of  Rxvb,  v.  Sax.  Took  away.  14104, 7* 
Raob,  r.  Fr.  To  toy  wantonly.  2A9.  3*73. 
Raqkrie,  n.  Wantonness.  6037.  9721. 
Raoouncbs.  R.  1117.  should  probably  be  Japoncxs,  as  in 

the  Orig.  Fa.  The  precious  stones,  called  Jacinths,  or 

Hyacinths. 

Raines,  pr.  n.  The  city  of  Rennes  in  Bretagne  Du.  25ft. 

Rake-stele,  n.  Sax.  The  handle  of  a  rake.  6531. 

Rakel,  adj.   Hasty,  rash.  17227  T.  i.  1068. 

Rakelnbsse,  n.  Rashneass.  17232. 

Rakbt.  To  play  raket ;  nettle  in,  dock  out ;  seems  to  be 
used  as  a  proverbial  expression,  signifying,  to  be  incon- 
stant. T.  iv.  461.  T.  L.  i.  319.  b.  What  the  original  of  the 
phrase  may  have  been  is  not  so  clear. 

Ramagr.  atij.  Fa.   Wild.  R.  5384. 

Rammish,  adj.  8ax.   Rank,  like  a  ram.  16355. 

Kami'r,  r.  Fa  To  climb.  She  rampeth  in  my  face.  13910. 
She  rises  against  me  ;  flics  in  my  face. 

Ran.  p,i.  t.  of  Rbvvk.  4103.  oW»2.    Ravven,  pi.  2927. 

Uavk.  adv.    Quickly;  bpecdily.  R.  ftfiliJ. 

 n.    Haste.    Ch.  irordes  to  hit  Scrivener.  7. 

 v.  Sax.  To  take  captive.  To  rape  and  renne.  16890. 

To  seize  and  plunder.   See  Rbnxk. 

Ra*is.  pr.  n  4'M.  An  Arabian  Physician  of  the  xth  Cen- 
tury. See  Fabric.  Uibl.  Gr.  t  xin.  p.  46.  in  v.  Albuhkcak. 

Raskaii.e,  n.    A  pack  of  rascals.  T.  v.  )U52. 

Ratkd,  part.  pa.    Chidden.  3463. 

Ratiik.  adv.  Sax.  Soon  ;  early.  13029.— Speedily.  T.  ii.  1088. 
Rather,  comp.  d.   Sooner.  10176. 
Rathkst.  tuprrl.  d.   Soonest.  B.  K.  428. 
Rather,  adj.  Sax.  comp.  d.    Former.  T.  iii.  1342. 
Ratouns,  h.  pi.  Fr.   RatB.  12788. 

Rai  uht,  pa.  t.  of  Raxan.  v.  Sax.  Reached.  136.  2917-  On 
hit  tray  he  raupht.  T.  ii.  447-  He  sprang  forth  on  his  way. 

 pa.  t.  of  Rowan,  r.  Sax.  Cared  ;  rekked.  3770.  15346. 

Ravr.vkrk  (Ravinourt),  n.  pi.   Plunderers.  Bo.  i.  pr.  3. 

Ravivk.  n.  Fr.  Rapine.  Foulet  of  ravine.  A.  F.  323.  Bird* 
of  prey. 

Rav!4ari,e.  adj.  Fr.   Ravenous.  R.  7(KJ6\ 

Ravishing,  part.  pr.  Fr.  Rapid.  With  a  ravishing  tweigh. 

Bo.  i.  in.  5.    Rapido  turbine.  Orig.    Sec  Swegh. 
Racvson,  n.  Fr.    Ransom.  1178. 
Raved,  part.  pa.  Fr.   Streaked,  or  striped.   Du.  252. 
Real.  adj.  Fr.    Royal.  14W.  15190. 
Ream.kr.  comp.  d.    More  royal.  4822. 
Rkai.mcii,  adv.    Royally.  380. 
Reai.tek,  n.  Royalty.  4838. 
Rebkkke,  pr.  n.    Rebeccah.  9578. 

 n.  Fr.    A  musical  instrument.   See  the  n.  on 

ver.  6116!). 

Ukchaskd,  pa.  t.  Fr.    A  term  in  hunting.  Du.  379. 


i  Rbcchb,  Rekkb,  v.  Sax.  To  oar*.  2247.  4514. 
Rbochblbs,  adj.  Careless.  8364, 
Rbcchblbsnsssb,  n.  Carelessness.  P.  163,  coL  t,  L  %. 
Reclaim  b,  v.  Fr.  A  term  in  Falconry,  for  hrtngiaf  At 

hawk  to  the  fist,  by  a  certain  calL  17021. 
Reclaiming,  a.  Calling ;  in  the  sense  of  Reclaim  LW. 

1369. 

Recomfort,  v.  Fa.  To  comfort.  2854.  M.  117,  coL2,lJ4. 
Record,  n.  Fr.  Witness ;  testimony.  Du.  934. 
I  Rbcordb,  v.  Fr.  To  remember.  Bo.  iii.  m.  11^-In  nr. 
,     1747.  it  seems  to  be  used  in  a  technical  legal  sease.fef 
I     what  is  called  to  enter  upon  record  in  judicial  proceediop. 

Rbcreandisb,  n.  Fr.  signifies  fear ;  oowardioe;  desertks 
I     of  principle.  R.  2107.  4038. 
Recreant ,  adj.  One  who  yields  himself  to  his  advemrj 
in  single  combat  P.  162,  coL  2,  L  4.  R.  4000.  For  tke 
full  import  of  these  two  words,  ace  Da  Canfe,  fet  ?. 
Recrbdentia. 
Rbcurb,  r.  Fr.  Recovery.  B.  K.  682. 
1  Recured,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Recovered.  R.  4920.  B.K  6St 
Redde,  Red,  pa.  L  of  Rede,  v.  Sax.  6896.  6303.  T.  v.  7*. 
I  Red  dour,  n.  Fa.  Strength ;  violence.  Fort  13. 
Rede,  u.  Sax.  Advioe;  counsel.  14467-  3527.— A  reed 
T.  ii.  1387- 

 v.  Sax.  To  advise.  3073.  16476.— To  read.  6252.6*?. 

—To  explain.  Du.  279. 

 adj.  Sax.  Red.  1971.  14934. 

Redouts,  v.  Fa.   To  fear.  R.  2023. 

Rboouttng,  n.  Reverence.  2052. 

Redresss,  r.  Fr.  To  recover.  T.  U.  909*— To  mskesnwoai 

for.  11748. 

Refect,  part.  pa.  Lat.  Recovered.  Bo.  lv.  pr.  & 
Rkfiguring,  part.  pr.  Fr.  Figuring  again.  T.  v.  472. 
Refrain,  n.  Fr.  The  burthen  of  a  sons;.  T.  ii.  1571. 
Refraining,  n.  The  singing  of  the  burthen  of  a  song. 

R.  74a 

Refreide,  v.  Fr.  To  000L  T.  ii.  1343. 
,  Rbfrbtb,  n.   The  same  as  Refrain.  T.  L.  Hi.  341.  b.  Is 
I     Ber.  468.  it  is  printed  corruptly  Frtfreit. 
'  Refte,  Rifte,  n.  Sax.  A  chink,  or  crevice.  R.  2661* 
i  Refute,  n.  Fr.   Refuge.  5272.  1554a 

Reoalh,  n.  pi.  Fr.   Royalties.  L.  W.  2126. 
1  Regard,  v.  Fr.   At  regard  of.  P.  164,  col.  2,  1.34.  171. 
col.  2, 1. 49.   With  respect  to  ;  in  comparison  of. 
Regnk,  n.  Fr.    A  kingdom.  J«8.  1419i». 
Rehktk.  v.  Vh.  Rchaiter.   To  revive;  to  cheer.  R.  6.W 
Rkhetivo,  n.  T.  iii.  350.  according  to  several  MSS.  ••  J*1 
all  the  reheting  of  his  sikes  tore."  "  Some  MSS.  and  mc*t 
of  the  printed  Editions  read  richesse  instead  of  rchttini)  " 
GIoks-  Ur.    Richeste,  though  almont  as  aukward  an  e\- 
press  ion  as  the  other,  is  more  agreeable  to  the  corre- 
sponding passage  in  the  Filostrato — 

"  E  tospir  chc  <jli  avea  a  gran  dovicia'*— 
and  one  can  hardly  conceive  that  it  could  come  from  any 
hand  but  that  of  the  author.   I  can  make  no  sense  of 
reheting  ;  but  at  the  same  time  I  must  allow  that  it  is 
not  likely  to  have  been  inserted  by  way  of  a  gloss. 
Reii.e,  r.  neut.   To  roll.  Reilelh  diversly.  Bo.  i-  m.  ". 

Vagatur.  Orig. 
Reives,  pr.  n.  R.  3826.  See  Raines. 
Rejoir,  r.  Fr.   To  rejoice.  T.  v.  395. 
Rkke,  f.  8a x.   To  exhale.  L.  W.  2601. 
Reke  v,  r.  Sax.  To  reckon.  319a— To  come  to  a  reckoning 
4i3o. 

Rekes,  »i.  pi.  Sax.   Ricks  (of  corn).  T.  L.  Prol. 
Krlaikh,  n.  pi.  Fr.   Fresh  set*  of  hounds.  Du.  362. 
Rri.kks,  h.  Fr.   Release.  B.  K.  333.   8ec  the  n.  on  ver. 
15.r»14. 

Relefe,  n.  Sax.   What  is  left.  T.  L.  Prol. 
Religiousite,  n.  Fr.  Persons  of  a  religious  profession ;  the 

Clergy.  C.  L.  68fi. 
Rklikr,  n.  Fr.   A  relick.  12883.   Relikes.  jd.  70X 
Rrmenant,  n.  Fr.   A  remnant ;  a  remaining  part  1571- 
!  31d(». 

Rkmkk,  n.  pi.  Fa.   Realms.  15142. 
Remiskaiis,  n.  pi.  Fk.   Orts ;  leavings.  T.L.  Prol. 
Rkmokdk.  r.  Fn.  To  cause  remorse.  T.  iv.  1491.  To  afflict. 
,     Bo.  iv.  pr.  6'. 
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r,  adj.  Fa.   Moveable ;  inconstant  T.  Iv.  1682. 

Hembwx,  Remeve,  v.  Fr.  To  remove.  11305. 

"on/.  Am.  164.  b. 

pa.  t  11517.  tt.7432. 

,  adv.  Fr.  Reaaonably.  7091. 

r,  n.  Fr.  An  apostate  from  Christianity.  5353. 

9.  Fa.  To  renounce  ;  to  abjure.  4760.  4796. 

h.  pt  Fa.  Ranks.  2596.— The  steps  of  a  ladder, 
lee  the  note. 

.  Sax.  To  run.  388a  4063.— To  rend,  q  ?  1689a 

.  n.  Fr.  Renown.  6741.  L.  W.  1511. 

auncr,  n.  Fa.   A  renewing.  F.  ii.  185. 

lk,  v.  Fil  To  renew.  M.  120,  col.  1, 1.4.  P.  170, 

.7a 

Sax.  To  tear,  or  rend.  R.  324. 
n.  Fr.  Resort.  6WS. 
r.  Fr.  To  return.  10903. 
irr,  part  pr.  Fr.    Repenting.  228.  10969. 
,  Rsprbvx,  ru  Fr.  Reproof.  1006a  10137. 
on,  n.  T.  iii.  104a  seems  to  be  put  for  power  of 
'mg. 

,  v.  Fa.  To  require.  6592. 
Sax.  To  raise.  C.  D.  46a 
n.  Fr.  Rescue.  2645. 
,  v  Fr.  To  rescue.  T.  v.  231. 
Fr.  Reason.  9552.  Proportion.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  7. 

i.  pi.  Fr.  Discourses.  T.  iii.  90. 

n.  T.  v.  137.  may,  perhaps,  be  put  for  Respect. 
,  inf.  m.  Fr.   To  grant  a  respite.  11886.— To 
R.  6084. 

n,  T.  iv.  850.  ia  probably  put  for  Respect. 
Sax.  Repose.  9729. 

Sax.  To  repose ;  to  cease  from  labour.  262a 
,  n.  Fr.  Retinue.  8146.   At  his  rctcnuc.  0937- 
•d  by  him. 

a.  Fa.  Lat.   An  orator,  or  rhetoricinn.  10352. 
Sax.  A  steward,  or  bailiff.  See  his  Character, 
-624. 

Sax.  To  take  away.  4009.  P.  159,  col.  1, 1. 4. 

Fr.  Entertainment,  properly  during  the  night. 
(port ;  festivity.  4400.  L.  W.  2242. 
»,  n.  A  reveller.  4389. 

n.  Pleasure.  R.  720. 
idj.  Fa,  Contrary.  763a  14963. 
v.  Fr.  To  overturn.  R.  5468. 
v.  Fr.  To  turn  back.  R.  7284. 
v.  Fr.   To  cloath  again.  T.  iii-  354. 
A  row,  or  lino.  On  a  rew.  286a  In  a  line.  All  bp 
&  See  A*  row. 

v.  Sax.  To  waken  again.  T.  iii.  1124. 
n.  Fa.  Regard ;  respect   Take  reward  of  thin 
\lue.  P.  149,  col.  2,  1.  16.  Have  regard  to  t.  o.  v. 
3rd  of.  R.  3254.    In  comparison  with.  See 

Sax.  To  have  compassion.  1865.— To  suffer ;  to 

use  to  repent  353a 

>*«.  13807'  See  the  note. 

.  pL  F.  iii.  146.  Dances,  in  use  among  the  Dutch. 

laxo.  Chorea  celerior,  chorea  in  longam  seriem. 

See  the  n.  on  ver.  54.  "  Les  Oandois  Jlrent  une 
•  les  marches  de  Haynault,  et  dedans  U  paps  pil- 
>ruMltrent,  et  Jlrent  moult  de  maux."  Mem.  de  la 
,  p.  384.  Where  a  note  in  the  margin  says, "  Reyse 
Memand  sign i fie  un  voyage  ou  course." 
xs,  n.  pi.  R.  1077.  seems  to  signifle  Borders. 

n.  A  poor  labourer.  R.  567a  But  the  word 
ly  implies  profligacy  of  manners  as  well  as  mean- 
sondition.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Ribaldus. 

b,  n.  Ribaldry ;  indecent  words,  or  actions. 
25a 

See  the  n.  on  ver.  695a 
1.  A  small  ribibe.  3331.  4394. 

pr.  n.  15354.  In  the  Essay,  &c  n.  50.  I  have 
ted  the  character  of  this  heroic  prince  from  an 
o,  which  was  first  cast  upon  him,  I  find,  by  Mr. 

in  consequence  of  a  mistaken  construction  of  a 
in  Hoveden.   I  am  tempted  to  add  here  the  be- 


ginning of  a  poem,  which  having  been  composed  after 
his  death  by  Anselm  Fapdit,  must  stand  clear  of  all  sus- 
picion of  having  been  either  begged  or  bought. 
For  chausa  es  et  tot  lo  maior  dan. 
El  maior  dol,  las !  q  eu  anc  mais  agues, 
Et  so,  don  del  toz  temps  plaigner  ploran, 
M  aven  a  dir  en  chantar  et  retraire, 
De  eel  q  era  de  valors  caps  et  paire. 
Li  reis  valenz  Rizard,  re  is  des  Engles, 
Es  more  ;  si  deus  !  cals  perda  et  cals  danz  es  1 
Can  estraing  moz  et  qan  greu  per  audir ! 
Ben  a  dur  cor  toz  horn  co  po  sofrir. 

More  es  11  reis,  et  son  passat  mil  an 
Qanc  tan  pros  horn  no  fo  ne  nol  vit  res, 
Ne  ia  mais  hom  non  er  del  sen  senblant. 
Tan  lares,  tan  pros,  tan  ordiz,  tals  donaire ; 
Q  Alixandres  lo  reis,  qe  venqi  Daire, 
No  cuit  qe  tan  dones  ni  tan  messes, 
Ni  an  Charles  ni  Artus  tan  valgues, 
Q  a  tot  lo  mon  sen  sez,  qi  n  vol  ver  dir, 
Als  us  doptar  et  als  altres  grazii. 

MS.  Crofts.  foL  cxi. 
Ricnxsss,  n.  Fr.  Wealth.  6692.  Ricuaasss,  pi.  Richer 

M.  113,  col.  2, 1.  28.  114,  col.  1, 1. 3& 
Riddklkd,  part.  pa.  R.  1235,  43.  Plaited.  Gl.  Ur.  In  the 
first  of  the  places  quoted,  the  French  Orig.  has— Et  fut 
si  bien  cueillie  et  jointer— which  Chaucer  has  translated 
— Lorde!  it  was  riddeled  fetisly. 
Ridden,  part  pa.  of  Ridr.  He  is  ridden.  1505.   Thsp  ben 

ridden.  1689.  He  had  ridden.  1372a 
Ridr,  v.  Sax.  He  rideth  him.  169a 
Riding,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  4375. 
Ripe,  Rive,  v.  Sax.  To  thrust  through.  911 2.  12762. 
Right,  n.  Sax.   A  right,  or  due.  At  alle  rightes.  1854. 

2102.   At  all  points. 
 adj.  Good ;  true.  18a 

 adv.  Truely ;  rightly ;  exactly ;  completely.  It  is 

frequently  joined  to  adjectives,  as  the  adverbs  well  and 
full  are,  to  augment  their  force.  290.  617. 

Rime,  n.  Fr.  A  composition  in  rime.  13639.  Hence  the 
title  of  Thk  Rimb  op  Sirs  Thopas.  For  the  original  of 
compositions  in  rime,  see  the  Essay,  Ate.  n.  43  —  Rime- 
dog  er  el.  13851.   See  Doqbrbl. 

Rucxyed,  part  pa.  Fr.  Composed  in  rime,  or  verse. 
1102a  See  then,  on  ver.  11021. 

Rimplbd,  part  pa.  Sax.  Wrinkled.  R.  4495. 

Ring,  v.  Sax.  To  make  to  sound.  243a  12265. 

  f.  neut   To  sound.  2602. 

Risr,  n.  Sax.  Small  twigs  of  trees  or  bushes.  3324.  R.  1015. 
Rishb.  n.  Sax.   A  rush.  R.  1701.  T.  iii.  1167. 
Rist  for  Ribsth.  3688.  T.  ii.  812. 
Rrr  for  Rideth.  976.  17028. 
.RrvAoa.  F.  i.  223.  See  Arivagb. 

Rivb,  v.  neut  Sax.  To  split ;  to  fall  asunder.  R.  539a  57ia 
Rivbling.  par*,  pr.  Sax.   Wrinkling.  R.  7214.  Ruyjfclen. 

Bblo.   Rugare.  Kilian. 
Rivrr,  n.  Fr.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  646a 
Roche,  n.  Fr.  A  rock.  F.  iii.  26.   Roches,  pL  F.  iL  527. 
Roob,  ru  Sax.   The  Cross.   Rode  bean.  607a  It  is  also 

called  the  Hode-lree ;  from  its  being  made  of  wood. 

 n.  Sax.   Complexion.  3317. 

Rody,  adj.  Sax.   Ruddy.  10699. 

Ropx.pa.  t  of  Ripb.  L.  W.  661.  134a  Rorrx.  F.  L  37a 
I     should  probably  be  Ropb. 

]  Rogob,  v.  Sax.    To  shake.    L.  W.  2697.    Roogvh  or 

mbvyn.  Agito.  Prompt  Parr. 
I  Roignb,  n.  Fr.  A  scab,  mange,  &c.  R.  553. 
I  Roignous,  adj.  Fr.  Scabby  ;  rough.  R.  6190.  98a 
!  Rokbttb,  n.  Fr.   A  loose  upper  garment  R.  1240,  2.  4754. 
Roking,  part  pr.  of  Rokkb,  01  Rogge,  v.  neut.  Sax.  Shak- 
ing; trembling.  R.  1906.  Roggvn  or  wavsryn.  Vaclllo. 
Prompt  Parv. 
Romauncks  RKALB8.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13777. 
Rombkl,  n.  A  rumbling  noise.  1981.— Rumour.  887a 
Rome,  v.  Sax.   To  walk  about  7994.  11155. 
Rondel,  n.  Fr.  "  A  rime  or  sonnet  which  ends  as  it 

begins.   Cotgrave."  L.  W.  42a 
RdNs,  pr.  n.  Rouen  in  Normandy.  R.  1674. 

 pa.  t  of  Rain,  r.  Sax.  Rained.  T.  iii.  67a 

RopEJf,  part  pa.  of  Repb,  v.  Sax.  Reaped.  L.  W.  74. 
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Rosaloar.  16282.  Red  arsenic ;  a  preparation  of  orpi- 
inent  Chambers,  in  v.  Realgar.  It  should  rather  per- 
haps have  been  written  RysaUjar,  with  MS.  C.  1.  as  the 
Latin  name  is  Risigallum. 

Rosen,  adj.  Rosy.  B  K.  607* 

Rosea,  n.  Fa.   A  rose-biibh.  P.  166,  col.  2, 1.  10. 

Ross  red,  adj.  15722.  Red  as  a  rose. 

Rote,  n.  Sax.   A  root.  2.  T.  ii.  348. 

  A  root,  In  astrology.  4734.  See  Expanb  ysrss. 

 ■  n.  A  musical  instrument.  236.  See  Du  Cange,  in 

▼.  Rocta.  Notker,  who  lived  in  the  xth  century,  says, 
that  it  was  the  ancient  Psalterium,  but  altered  in  its 
shape  and  with  an  additional  number  of  strings 
Sohilter,  in  v.  Rotta. 

  n.  Fa.  Practice.  By  rote.  13452,  75.   By  heart. 

Par  rotine.  Cotg. 

 r.  Sax.  To  rot.  4405. 

Rotbn,  part  pa.  3871* 

RoTHsa,  n.  Sax.  The  rudder  of  a  ship.  C.  D.  1377. 
Rouoht  for  Rauoht,  pa.  t.  of  Rscchb.  8561.  T.  i.  497* 
Rouke,  r.  Sax.   To  lie  close.  1310.  T.  v.  400.  But  now 

they  aucKEN  in  her  nest.  Conf.  Am.  72. 
Roulx,  r.  nent.  Sax.  To  roll ;  to  run  easily.  6235.  Where 

somo  copies  have  roylc.  See  Reile. 
Roume,  n.  Sax.  Room ;  space.  L.  W.  1997* 

 adj.  Wide ;  spacious.  4124. 

Roumbe,  eomp.  d.  Wider.  4143. 

Rouncxvaix,  pr.  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  672. 

RouNcrs,  n.  Barb.  Lat.  A  o  mmon  hackney  horse.  392. 

See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Rujrciwus. 
Roundel,  ft.  Fa.  A  son  of  song.  1531.  See  Rondel  —  A 

circular  figure.  F.  ii.  283.  290. 
Route,  n.  Fr.   A  company.  624.  9424. 

  v.  To  assemble  in  a  company.  4910. 

 v.  Fr,   To  snore.  3647-  4165.— To  roar.  F.  Ii.  530. 

Routhe,  n.  Sax.  Compassion.  11824.— The  object  of  com- 
panion. 11833. 
Routheles,  adj.  Without  compassion.  T.  ii.  346. 
Row,  n.  A  line  qfteriting.  F.  i.  448.  SeeRsw. 
  adj.  Sax.  Rough.  T736.  16329.   C.  D.  77*  lit  loked 

teel  rows.   R.  O.  507 
Roivvk,  v.  Sax.   To  whisper.  5823.  7132. 
:     Rubkub.  2047.   See  Fuklla. 
|     Rcbins,  n.  pi.  Fr.   Rubies.  2149. 

Ri;ckino,  part.  pa.  of  Ruckk,  or  Rouke,  v.  Sax.  Lying 

close.  15232. 

HiiDDK,  n.  Sax.   Complexion.  136.")".   See  Rode. 
[     Ki  DDocK,  n.  Sax.    A  bird,  called  Robin  red-breant   A.  F. 
!  349. 

I     Ri'Firs,  pr.  n.  432.    A  Greek  physician,  of  whoso  works 
I       some  are  extant    See  Fabric.  Bibl.  Gr.  L.  iv.  c  3. 
I     RrooY,  adj.   Rough.  2885. 

j     Russex,  pr.  n.   The  fox  is  called  Dan  Rust  el  in  ver.  15340, 
from  his  red  colour,  I  suppose. 
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i     Sachelles,  n.  pi.  Fr.   Small  sacks.    IK  i.  pr.  3 

Hacked  frkrks.  R.  7462.  Friars  wearing  a  coarse  upper 
garment  called  Saccut.  Mat.  Pari9,  ad  an.  1257.  Eodcm 
j  tempore  novus  ordo  apnnruit  Londini  de  quibusdam 
I  fratribut  ignotis  turn  prervisis,  qui,  quia  saccis  incc- 
'        debant  induti,  F.iatres  Saccatt  voeabantur. 

Sacrk,  n.  Fr.    A  <icrcd  solemnity.    C.  D.  213). 

Sadk,  adj.  Sax.  Grave  ;  steady.  81*78.  8923.— Sorrowful ; 
repentant.  1G345. 

Sadly,  adv.  Steadily;  carefully.  2004.  This  mossager 
drank  sadly  ale  an  I  wine.  51G3.  This  messenger  applied 
I        himself  to  drink  a.  At  w. 

Sadness,  n.    Gravity  ;  steadiness.  8328.  9465. 

Saffron,  r.  Fr.   To  tinge  with  saffron.  12279. 

Saik,  for  Skik,  pa.  t.  of  Sk,  r.  Sax.   Saw.  T.  iii.  993. 

Baij.ic,  v.  Fr.   To  assail.   R.  73.JH. 

Sailouks,  n.  pi.   R.  770.  may  mean   Dancers,  from  the 
Lat,  Fr.    So  in  P.P.  68.    For  I  can — neither  saylen,  tie 
1        saute,  ne  syng  to  the  gyternc.    The  lines  which  Chaucer 
has  hero  translated  are  not  in  the  best  Edit  of  the  Rom. 


de  la  Rase.  Paris.  1735.  but  they  are  quoted  by  Juris* 
Etym.  Ling.  Angl.  in  ▼.  TimbesUre,  from  an  Edit  of  | 
1529. 

Aprtt  y  tut  farces  jopeuses, 

Et  batelleurs  et  batei tenses,  1 

Qui  de  passe  passe  jouoyent, 

Et  en  fair  una  bassin  rttoyent. 

Puis  le  scavoyent  bien  recueUlir 

Sur  ung  doy,  sans  point  yfaillir. 

Where  it  is  plain  that  the  author  is  speaking  otJtgfUrt 
rather  than  dancers.  , 

Saine  for  Seine,  part  pa.  of  Be,  r.  Sax.  Seen.  R.  744*  1 

 pr.  n.  The  river  Seine.  11534. 

Saladb,  n.  Fr.  A  sort  of  armour  for  the  head.  C.  D.  ISM.  I 

Salades,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Sallads  of  herbs.  F.  L.  412. 

Salkwe,  Saute,  r.  Fr.  To  salute.  1494.  10405. 

Salued,  part.  pa.  11622. 

Saluikges,  n.  pL   Salutations.  T.  ii.  1568. 

Samite,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  A  rich  silk.  R.  873.  T.  1.  100.  See  Da 
Cange,  in  v.  Examitus. 

Sanouiiv,  adj.  Fa.  Of  a  blood-red  colour.  441 .  217a 

Sarlinishe.  R,  1188.  should  perhaps  be  SAasurrsHK,  froa 
the  Fr.  Sarrasinois  ;  a  sort  of  fine  silk  used  for  veil* 
See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Saracenicum  and  8a*ace3tci«.  Ilk 
still  called  Sarcenet 

Sarplerxs,  n.  pL  Packages  of  a  larger  size  than  sack* 
Bo.  L  pr.  a  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Sarnjcrium.  8arpilUrt, 
Fr.  A  piece  of  canvas,  ate  to  wrap  or  pack  up  wares  is. 
Cotgrave. 

8a tew,  pa-  LpLof  Srr,  r.  Sax.  2895. 

Satalie,  pr.  n.  The  ancient  At  talis.  58. 

Save,  n.  Lat.  The  herb  sage.  2716. 

SAur,  adj.  Fa.  Safe.  See  Vouche.— Saved,  or  aeceptei 
685.  12048.  12216. 

Savete,  n.  Fr.  Safety.  R.  6869. 

Sauls  for  Soule.  4185.  4261. 

Savour,  v.  neut.  Fr.  To  taste ;  to  relish.  5753. 

Savouring,  n.  Fa.  The  sense  of  tasting.  P.  150,  coL  2,  L  .U 

Savourous,  adj.  Sweet ;  pleasant  R.  84. 

Sauskflkme.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  627.  But  MS.  BodL 
furnishes  another  etymology,  which  I  think  still  mart 
probable.  44  Unguentum  contra  sal  sum  Jlegma,  ecabirm, 
Ac."  See  Galen,  in  Hippoc.  de  Aliment.  Comment,  iii. 
p.  277.  •  k*xr,>— ytttr«u  mrt  *AErMAT02  'AAMTPCT 
xtu  t*s  {«»-^nf  x*k*t-  And  again,  *  mXq*e—i*r*  nv  *A£r. 
MATG2,  mjX  AATKOT. 

Sautes,  n.pl.  Fr.   Assaults.  B.  K.  419. 

Sautrik,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  A  musical  string-instrument  32M 
3»i5.   See  Rote. 

Saws,  h.  Sax.  Speech  ;  discourse.  1528.  16159.  R.  647i- 
A  proverb,  or  wise  saying.  6*242. 

Say  for  Sky,  pa.  t.  of  Se,  r.  Sax.   Saw.  62?7.  9810. 

Stall,  «.  Sax.  A  scale  or  scab.  Ch.  tcordes  to  his  Scri- 
vener. 3. 

Scallkd,  adj.   Scabby  ;  scurfy.  630. 
Sca.vtjlo.vk,  n.  Fr.   A  pattern  ;  a  NoantHng.  R.  7114. 
Scarce,  <u#.  Fr.   Sparing;  stingy.  R.  2329. 
Scariot,  pr.  n.   Judas  lscariot  15233. 
Soarmishk,  n.  Fr.  j»  skirmish  ;  a  battle.  T.  ii.  934.  V.  JX. 
Scathk,  n.  Sax.   Harm  ;  damage  44a  9048. 
Scath kki'l,  S/:athelichb,  adj.   Pernicious.  4519.  L.  W. 
1370. 

Scath  kles,  adj.   Without  harm.  R.  1550. 
Sclai  ndrk,  n.  Fr.   Slander.  8598.  86u6. 
Sclkndke,  adj.   Slender.  9476. 
Scochons.  n.  pi.  Fr.   Scutcheons  of  arms.  F.  L.  216. 
Scolaik,  r.  Fr.   To  attend  school ;  tostudie.  31M.  Seethe 
wtc. 

Script,  n.  Fr.   A  writing.  9571.  T.  ii.  1 130. 
ScRiPTrRKS,  n.  pi.  Vr.    Writings ;  books.  2iM6. 
Scrivkn-like.  T.  ii.  1026.    Like  a  scrivener,  or  writing- 

master  ;  Comme  un  eserivain. 
Skamks,  w.  pi.  Sax.   Seams  :  Sutura:  P.  160,  col.  2,  L  14 
Sec-eke,  adj.  Fr.   Secret  9783.  15646. 
SkcrknkSvSb,  n.   Privacy.  5193. 

Sectlrr,  adj.  Fr.  Of  the  laity ;  in  opposition  to  Clerical 

9127.  15456. 
Sxde,  f.  Sax.   To  produce  seed.  R.  4344. 
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9m,  n.  Fa.  A  seat  14155.  T.  iv.  1023.  Bscs,  pi.  F.iii.  ISO. 

 v.  Sax.  To  see.   God  you  see  I  7751.  Ood  him  tee  I 

4576.  May  God  keep  you,  or  him.  In  his  sight !  In  T.  ii. 
85.  it  is  fuller  :—Ood  you  tave  and  tee  /—To  look.  On  to 
tee.  3247.  To  look  on.  See  the  note,  and  T.  iii.  130. 
That— Ye  wolde  sometime  frendly  on  me  tee*  That  ye 
would  sometimes  look  friendly  on  me. 

 ».  Sax.  The  sea.  3458.  3033.  The  Orete  tee.  59.  A 

learned  friend  has  suggested  to  me,  that  the  Sea  on  the 
coast  of  Palestine  is  called  the  Great  Sea  in  the  Bible 
(See  Numb,  xxxiv.  6,  7*  Josh.  xr.  12.) ;  which  puts  the 
meaning  of  the  appellation  in  this  passage  out  of  all 
doubt. 

Sbgb,  «.  Fb.  A  siege.  939. 

tos,  Sky,  pa.  U  of  See,  v.  Sax.  Saw.  5229.  899a  T.  v. 

816V— part  pa.  Seen.  6134. 
taexoaiB,  n.  Fa.  Power.  R.  3213. 
tox,  part  pa.  of  Sbb,  v.  Sax.  Seen.  10267- 
tom>a,  parU  pa.  of  Sengs,  v.  Sax.  Singed.  14851. 
3bi  nt,  M.  Fa.  CeincU  A  girdle.  331.  3235. 
Sxlttuarix,  n.  Fa.  Sanctuary.  12887. 
Sxu,  v.  Sax.  To  seek.  13.  17. 
— .  v.  adj.  Sax.  Sick.  18. 

Seldbxt,  ode.  Sax.  Seldom.  10125.  Selden  time.  8022. 

Belb,  n.  Fa.  A  seal.  7710.  Sauce,  pi.  T.  iii.  1468. 

Skit,  Srlvb,  ad£  Sax.  answering  to  the  Belo.  Self,  the 
Fa.  Mime,  the  Lat.  Ipse,  and  the  Gb.  Am.  See  the 
Essay,  dec.  n.  30. — With  the  article  prefixed  it  answers 
to  the  Lat.  Idem,  and  the  Goth.  Samo,  from  whence  our 
8ame.  Soever.  2586.  In  the  solve  moment ;  In  /A<r  tame 
moment,  ver.  11706.  In  the  selve  place;  In  Me  tame 
place. 

These  two  usages  of  the  adj.  Self,  when  Joined  to  a 
substantive,  might  be  confirmed  by  the  uniform  practice 
of  all  our  writers,  from  the  earliest  times  down  to  Shake- 
speare ;  but,  as  they  are  both  now  obsolete,  I  choose 
rather  to  take  this  opportunity  of  adding  a  few  words  to 
what  has  been  said  in  the  Essay,  Ac  loc  cit.  upon  the 
usage  of  the  adj.  Self,  when  joined  to  a  Pronoun ;  in 
which  light  only  It  appears  to  have  been  considered  by 
Wallis,  when  he  pronounced  it  a  Substantive,  answering 
nearly  to  the  Latin  persona. 

Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  Dictionary,  has  very  rightly 
established  the  primary  signification  of  Ssxr  to  be  that 
of  an  Adjective  ;  but,  in  its  connexions  with  Pronouns, 
be  seems  rather  inclined  to  suppose  it  a  Substantive, 
first,  because  it  is  Joined  to  possessive,  or  adjective  pro- 
nouns, aa  my,  thy,  her,  dco.  and  secondly,  because  it  has 
a  plural  number  selves,  contrary  to  the  nature  of  the 
English  adjective. 

The  latter  reason,  I  think,  cannot  have  much  weight, 
when  it  is  remembered,  that  the  use  of  Selves,  as  the 
plural  number  of  Self,  has  been  introduced  into  our 
language  since  the  time  of  Chaucer.  Selven,  which  was 
originally  the  accusative  ca.  sing,  of  Self,  is  used  by 
him  indifferently  In  both  numbers.  I  myeelvcn.  9334. 
Ye  yourselven.  9380.  12676.  Hehimselven.  4464.  9919. 

The  former  reason  also  will  lose  its  force,  if  the  hypo- 
thesis, which  I  have  ventured  to  propose  in  the  Essay,  Ac. 
loc  cit  shall  be  admitted,  vix.  that,  in  their  combinations 
with  Self,  the  pronouns  my,  thy,  her,  our,  your,  are  not 
to  be  considered  as  possessive  or  adjective,  but  as  the  old 
oblique  cases  of  the  personal  pronouns  /,  thou,  she,  we, 
ye.  According  to  this  hypothesis,  the  use  of  these  com- 
binations, with  respect  to  the  pronouns,  is  almost  always 
solecistical ;  but  not  more  so  than  that  of  himself  in  the 
nominative  case,  which  has  long  been  authorised  by  con- 
stant custom ;  and  it  is  remarkable,  that  a  solecism  of 
the  same  sort  has  prevailed  in  the  French  language,  in 
which  moi  and  toi,  the  obi.  cases  of  je  and  tu,  when 
combined  with  mime,  are  used  as  ungrammatically  as  our 
my  and  thy  have  Just  been  supposed  to  be,  when  com- 
bined with  Self.  Js  Tai  vu  moi-meme  ;  I  have  seen  it 
myself:  Tu  le  verras  toi-meme  ;  Thou  shalt  see  it  thy- 
self ;  and  so  in  the  accusative  case,  moi-meme  is  added 
emphatically  to  me,  and  toi-meme  to  te. 

It  is  probable,  I  think,  that  these  departures  from 
grammar,  in  both  languages,  have  been  made  for  the 


sake  of  fuller  and  more  agreeable  sounds.  Je-mime. 
me-meme,  tu-meme,  and  te-mime,  would  certainly  sound 
much  thinner  and  more  languid  than  moi  tneme  and 
toumime  ;  and  myself,  thyself,  *c.  are  as  clearly  prefer- 
able, in  point  of  pronunciation,  to  Iself,  meself,  thouself, 
theeself,  4c.  though  not  all,  perhaps,  in  an  equal  degree. 
It  should  be  observed,  that  itself,  where  a  change  of 
case  in  the  pronoun  would  not  have  improved  the  sound, 
has  never  undergone  any  alteration. 

Belle,  n.  Fa.  Celle.  Cell.  C.  D.  2064. 

Sells  for  Sillk,  n.  Sax.  A  door-sill  or  threshold.  3820. 
See  the  note. 

Selve,  adj.  2586.  2862.  See  Ssxr. 

Sblv,  adj.  Sax.  Silly,  simple ;  harmless.  408a  4106.  5952. 
Selynbsse,  n.  Sax.  Happiness.  T.  iii.  815.  827. 
Sbmrlablb,  Adj.  Fa.    Like.  9374. 
Se  M  el  aunt,  ft.  Fr.  Seeming  ;  appearance.  10830. 
Sxmxliche,  Semely,  adj.  Sax.  Seemly ;  comely.  Sxme- 

lieste,  super  I.  d.  17068. 
Skmklyhkdk,  n.  Seemliness ;  comeliness.  R.  777. 1130. 
Srmisoux,  n.  Lat.  A  low,  or  broken  tone.  3697* 
Semicofb.  n.  A  half,  or  short,  cloke.  264. 
Sen,  Sbne,  inf.  m.  of  Sa.  1711.2178^-parf.  pa.  1957.  2300. 
Send  for  Sendeth.  4134. 

Sxndall,  n.  442.  A  thin  silk.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Cex- 
daium. 

Sxn  ex,  pr.  n.  Seneca,  the  philosopher.  6750,  6767.  9397. 
What  is  said  of  him  in  the  Monhes  tale,  ver.  14421—14436. 
is  taken  from  the  Rom.  de  la  Rose,  ver.  6461—6499. 

Sbkgb,  v.  Sax.  To  singe.  5931. 

Senior,  pr.  n.  1691  &  See  the  note. 

Sentence,  n.  Fr.  Sense  ;  meaning.  308.  10162.— Judge- 
ment. 4533. 

Skptb,  pr.  n.  5367.  Ceuta,  formerly  Septa,  in  Africa,  ovcr- 
against  Gibraltar. 

Sepulture,  n.  Fr.  Grave,  T.  iv.  327. 

Sera  won,  pr.  n.  434.  Joannes  Serapion,  an  Arabian  physi- 
cian of  the  xilh  Century.  Fabric  Bibl.  Qr.  t.  xiir.  p.  299. 

Serb,  adj.  Sax.  Dry.  R.  4749. 

Sergeant,  n.  Fr.  A  Squier,  attendant  upon  a  prince  or 
nobleman.  8395. — A  sergeant  of  the  lawk.  See  his 
Character,  ver.  311—332.  His  name  is  derived  from 
his  having  been  originally  a  servant  of  the  King  in  his 
law- business ;  Servient  ad  legem,  Just  as  Servient  ad 
arma.  The  King  had  formerly  a  Serjeant  in  every 
county.  Spelman,  in  v.  Sbrviens. 

Ssrie,  n.  Fa.  Series.  3069. 

Sbrmowino,  n.  Fa.  Preaching  3093. 

Skrvaok,  n.  Fr.   Servitude ;  slavery.  4788.  11106,  7. 

Servand,  part.  pr.  of  Serve.  Serving.  C.  D.  16i7. 

Serve,  v.  Fr.  To  serve.  8845.— To  behave  to.  851C,  7. 

Set  for  Sbtteth.  7564.  for  Sbttb,  pa.  t.  11124. 

Sktewalb,  n.  Sax.  The  herb  Valerian.  3207.  13691. 

Sbthk,  r.  Sax.   To  boil.  385. 

Sethb  for  Sbthed,  pa.  t.  8103. 

Sbttb,  v.  Sax.  To  place  ;  to  put  7851.  Setteth  him  doutu 
P.  170,  coL  1,  L  10.  Placcth  himself  on  a  seat.  Yet 
telle  I  cat.  M.  115,  col.  1,  L  54.  Yet  I  put  the  case,  or 
suppose— To  put  a  value  on  a  thing ;  to  rate.  I  n'olde 
selte  his  sorrow  at  a  myte.  T.  iii.  902.  I  would  not 
value  h.  a.— To  sette  a  man's  cappe  ;  to  make  a  fool  of 
him.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  588. 

 pa.  t.  6241. 

Sburbmxnt,  n.  Fr.  Security,  in  a  legal  sense,  1 1838. 
Seurktek,  n.  Fr.  Certainty.  6485.— Surety,  in  a  legal 

sense.  6493. 
Sewb,  v.  Fr.  To  follow.  R.  4953. 
Sbwbs,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Dishes.  10381.  See  the  note. 
Skvb.  See  Seie. 

Shaddb,  pa.  t.  of  Sheds,  v.  Sax.  Fell  in  drops.  14649. 

 pa.  t.  of  Shade,  v.  Sax.  Shaded ;  covered  with 

shade.  Du.  426. 
Shadowy,  adj.  Sax.  Unsubstantial.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  4. 
Shaft,  n.  Sax.  An  arrow.  1364. 

Silal,  auxil.  v.  Sax.  is  used  sometimes  with  an  ellipsis  of 
the  infinitive  mode,  which  ought  to  follow  it  10912. 
Beth  swiche  as  I  have  ben  to  you  and  Bhal,  i.  e.  shall  be. 
15771.   First  Ml  me  whither  I  shal,  i.  e.  shall  go.  T.  ii 


490 


GLOSSARY. 


46.   Yet  an  is  don  or  thai,  I.  e.  tkall  be  done.  Seo  also 

ver.  15100.  T.  y.  833. 
Shalb,  n.  Sax.  A  shell,  or  husk.  P.  11L  191.  But  all  n  it 

worthe  a  nutte  hale.  Conf,  Am.  68. 
Bralmies,  n.  pi.  Shslms;  Musical  string-instruments, 

otherwise  called  Psalteries  or  Sautries.  F.  iii.  128.  See 

Ron. 

Shame,  *.  Sax.    Shames  detke.  6239.  10251.  A  death  of 
shame ;  a  shameful  death.   To  York  he  did  him  lede, 

SCHAMBS  DBDB  to  deU.  P.  L.  247- 

Sham kf ast,  adj.  Sax.  Modest.  2057. 
Shapb,  n.  Sax.  Form ;  figure.  7040.  7052. 
Shapxlich,  adj.  Sax.  Fit ;  likely.  374.  T.  It.  1452. 
SiiAPKN,  Shapb,  part.  pa.  of  Shapb,  v.  Sax.  Formed; 

figured.  7045.  7098.  Prepared.  1110.  1227.  1394. 
Shawb,  n.  Sax.  A  shade  of  trees ;  a  grove.  4365.  0968. 

T.  iii.  721. 

Shbfe,  h.  Sax.  A  bundle.  A  sheaf  of  arrowes  104.  Shbvbs, 

pL  of  corn.  R.  4335. 
Sh  Br bu>  pr.  n.  Sheffield,  in  Yorkshire.  3931. 
Shbxd,  n.  Sax.    A  shield.  2124.  Shelves,  pi.  French 

crowns,  called  in  Fa.  Ecus,  from  their  haying  on  one 

side  the  figure  of  a  shield.  280.  13261. 
Shbmbbino,  n.  Sax,  A  glimmering.  4295. 
Shxnd,  r.  Sax.  To  ruin.  5347.  P.  162,  col.  1, 1.  42. 
Shbxmhip,  n.  Ruin ;  punishment.  P.  152,  coL  1, 1. 22. 
Shbnb,  adj.  Sax.  Bright ;  shining.  1070. 
Shbxt,  part.  pa.  of  Shbhs.  5351.  9194. 
Shepbw,  n.  Sax,  A  stable.  2002. 6453.  See  the  n.  on  yer.  2002. 
Shbkb,  v.  Sax.  To  cut-To  shave.  R,  6196. 
Shbrtb,  n.  Sax.  A  shirt.  9859.  I  hadde  lever  than  my 

iherU.  15126.  I  would  giye  my  shirt,  Le.  all  that  I  have.  \ 

—It  seems  to  mean  the  linen  in  which  a  new-born  child 

Is  wrapped.  1568.   That  shapen  tea*  my  dethe  erst  than 

my  sherte.  Compare  T.  iii.  734. 

0  fatal  suslren,  whiche.  or  any  clothe 
Me  shapen  was,  my  destinee  me  sponne — 

and  L.  W.  8618. 

Sens  first  that  day,  that  shapen  was  my  sherte, 
Or  by  the  fated  suster  had  my  dome. — 

In  T.  iv.  96.  Alas.'  that  I  ne  had  brought  her  in  my 
sherte!  it  seems  to  be  put  for  skirt  (or  lap),  which  per- 
haps was  the  original  word.  i 

Rhbtb,  v.  Sax.   To  shoot.  3U26.   R.  989.  ' 

Shrtes,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Sheets.  4138.  1 

Shbttb,  Shbt.  v.  Sax.   To  close,  or  shut  15985.  16605.  | 

  Shbt,  pa.  L  and  part.  3599.  34f«9.   So  was  hire  ' 

herte  shette  in  hire  distressc.  5476.  So  was  her  heart  i 
overwhelmed  with  li.  d.  | 

Shift,  r.  Sax.   To  divide.  5686.  i 

Shi lor,  Shklde,  v.  Sax.  To  shield.  Godshilde!  3427.  God  \ 
hhield,  or  forbid ! 

Sum-man,  n.  Sax.  A  mariner ;  the  master  of  a  barge.  See 
his  Chahactkr,  ver.  390 — 412. 

Shiver,  n.  Sax.    A  small  slice.  7422. 

Shodk,  n.  Sax.   The  hair  of  a  man's  head.  2009.  3316. 

  part.  pa.  of  Shoe,  v.  Sax.   Shod,  having  shoes  on. 

R.  7463. 

Shofr,  pa.  t.  of  Shove,  v.  Sax.  Pushed.  R.  534.  L.  W.  2401. 
Suovde,  n.  Sax.   Harm.  13836.  F.  i.  88. 
Shops,  pa.  t.  of  Shape.  7J2u.  11121. 
Shore,  part.  pa.  of  Sherk.  139">8. 
Shorte,  v.  Sax.   To  make  short  P.  IhX  col.  1,  1.  21. 
Shot,  part.  pa.  of  Shbttb.  Shut  3338.  36*95.   Seo  the  n. 
on  ver.  33;>8. 

Shotkr,  n.  Sax.   A  shooter.  A.  F.  18a   The  yew-tree  is 

called  Stioter,  because  bows  are  usually  made  of  it 
Shottbs,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Arrows,  darts;  anything  that  is 

shot   T.ii.  58. 
Shovb,  Showte,  v.  Sax.   To  push.  3910. 

 .  part.  pa.  11593. 

Shkkwe,  v.  Sax.   To  curse.  6644.  7809. 

 n.  Sax.   An  ill-tempered,  curst  man,  or  woman. 

5947.  6087.  10302.   Shrewbs,  pi.   Bo.  i.  pr.  a  Pessimi. 

Orig. 

Shrevved,  adj.  Sax.   Wicked.  Shreude  folk.  Bo.  i.  pr.  4.  | 
Impios.  Orig. 


Shrxwedxessb,  *>  Sax.  Ill-nature.  T.  ii.  8ML 
Shrift,  n.  Sax.  Confession.  P.  169,  coL  2, 1. 11. 
Sh  ai  ftb-  f  a  derb,  n.  pL  Sax.  Father-confessors.  7024. 
Shrivk  v.  Sax.  To  make  confession.  P.  170,  coL  1,  L  41. 
Shriven  .  part.  pa.  7022.  I  have  ben  shriven  this  day  o/ny 

curat.  7677*  I  have  made  my  confession  t  d.  to  my  curst* 

P.  170,  col.  1, 1. 70. 
Shrioht  for  Shrichbth.  2819.  Shrieketh. 

 pa.  L  of  6 h rich,  p.  Sax.  Shrieked.  10731.  15368. 

Shroude,  r.  Sax.  To  hide.  B.  K.  148. 

Shulde,  pa.  t.  of  Shal.  Should.  964.  See  the  Esssy,  «& 

p.  xxyii.  n.  35.  Shuldbn,  pi  747.  3229. 
Shullek,  Shulw ,  Shdx,  ind.  m.  pr.  L  pLat  Shal.  30K- 

2766.  1823,  4.  M.  Ill,  col.  1, 1.  5. 
Sibbjc,  adj.  Sax,  Related ;  allied.  M.  113, 00L  2,  L  40. 
Sib  for  Sbib.  Saw.  11162.  F.L.  194. 
Sirr,  r.  Sax.  To  shake  in  a  sive.  16409. 
Sioh  for  Sbib.  Saw.  R.  818 
Sights,  pa.  t  of  Sikb.  5455.  R.  1746.  Sighed. 
Sione,  v.  Fr.  To  appoint  C  L.  642. 
Shinipbr,  n.  Lat.  The  Zodiack.  T.  v.  1020. 
Sionifiaunce,  n.  Fa.  Signification.  T.  v.  1446. 
Sikb,  adj.  Sax.  Sick.  426.  9165.   In  yer.  5976.  it  seams  to 

be  used,  as  a  noun,  for  8ickness. 

 v.  Sax.  To  sigh.  2987.  11316. 

 n.  Sax.  A  sigh.  10812.  Sikbs,  pi.  1922.  11176. 

Sixer,  adj.  Sax,  Sure.  9264.  9582. 

SnxEBnx,  part  pa.  of  Sirrr,  v.  Sax,  Assured.  L.  W.  2126. 

Sikb rx esse,  n.  Security.  9156. 

Sikbrly,  adv.  Surely.  13084.  13213. 

Simplemsb,  n.  Fr,  Simplicity.  R.  954. 

Sin,  adv.  Sax.  abbreviation  of  Sithbn.  Since.  5234. MUfl. 

SiitAMOMB,  n.  Fr.  Cinnamon.  3699. 

Sip,  n.  Sax,  Drink.  An.  195. 

Sipher,  n.  A  cipher,  or  figure  of  o,  in  Arithmetic  Al- 
though a  sipher  in  augrim  have  no  might  in  signification  if 
itself e,  yet  he  yeveth  power  in  signification  to  other.  T.L 

11.  333.  b.  There  is  another  passage  in  Du,  ver.  435-40. 
which  seems  to  implie,  that,  in  Chaucer's  time,  the 
numerals,  commonly  called  Arabian,  had  not  been  long 
in  use  in  this  country. 

Sire,  n.  Fr.  Sieur,  Seigneur.  A  respectful  title,  given  for- 
inerly  to  men  of  various  descriptions,  as  well  as  to  knight*. 
Sire  knighU  839.  Sire  clerk.  842.  Sire  monk.  3120.  Sire 
man  of  lawe.  4453.  It  was  so  usually  given  to  prittU, 
that  it  has  crept  even  into  acts  of  parliament.  Rot  Furl. 

12.  and  13.  E.  IV.  n.  14.  Sir  James  Thekeness,  Presttl 
II.  VII.  p.  11.  Sir  Oliver  Langton,  Prest  Sir  Robert 
Niiylcsthorp.  Prest.  Hence  a  Sir  John  came  to  be  a 
nickname  for  a  Priest.  See  ver.  14816,  and  the  note.- 
Sire  is  sometimes  put  for  personage.  R.  4998.  And  melan- 
choly, that  angry  sire. — Our  sire.  6295.  Our  husband ; 
our  good  man  ;  as  the  French,  in  their  old  familiar  lan- 
guage, use  Notre  sire. 

Sis.  ».  Fr.  The  cast  of  six;  the  highest  cast  upon  a  die. 
1 457a 

Sit  for  Sitteth.  3641.  9808.   It  sit  me  not  to  lie.  10189.  « 

doth  not  become  me  1 1.  8335.  9153.  It  syt  a  kyngt  tfW^ 

be  chast.  Conf.  Am.  lfiH.  b. 
Sithk  for  Sithes,  n.  pi.  Sax.   Times.  6153.  5575. 
Sithbn,  Sith,  adv.  Sax.   Since.  181".  4478.  5541. 
Sithks,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Scythes.   T.  L.  prol. 
Sitte,  r.  Sax.   To  sit.— To  become ;  to  suit  with.  SeeSrr. 
Sittand,  parf.  pr.  R.  2363. 
Sittxx.  part.  pa.  1454.  60<>2. 

Skaffait,  n.  Fr.   A  scaffold ;  a  wooden  tower.  R.  4175- 

Skaffold.  n.   A  scaffold,  or  stage,  3384. 

Skik,  n.  Sax.   A  cloud.  F.  iii.  510. 

Skill,  n.  Sax.   Reason.  90-28.  9552.   Skilles,  pi.  1«519. 

Skilful,  adj.   Reasonable.  T.  iii.  28a  940. 

Bkixkk,  v.  Sax.   To  pour  out ;  to  serve  with  drink. 

Skipi-x,  pa.  t.  of  Skippe.  v.  Sax.   Leaped.  11714. 

Skooaw,  pr.  n.  See  the  Account,  «Stc.  p.  440. 

Skorclk,  r.  Sax.   To  scorch.  Bo.  ii.  m.  6. 

Skrippx,  i».  Fr.  Escharpe.   A  scrip.  R.  7405. 

Si^ckk,  adj.  Sax.   Slow.  2903. 

Slain,  ;;/ir/.  pa.  of  Sle.  1743.  2040. 

Slake,  v.  Sax.   To  appease  ;  to  make  black.  8678.  8»» 
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Slaxr,  9.  neut  To  fail.  8013.  To  desist  8581. 
Suiwb,  part  pa.  of  Sue.  1502a 
8ls,«.8ax.  To  kill;  to  •lay.  2558. 
Slur,  n.  Sax,  A  kfller.  20»7.  L*  W.  1367. 
SunauLY,  adv.  Sax.  Cunningly.  1446. 
Suuoht,  «.  Sax.   Contrivance.  R.  7109. 
SusiGirra,  pi.  R.  7191.    £«ca«  sleigh  tea  as  I  shall  you 
neven — So  this  line  should  probably  be  written.  See  the 
Oris.  w.  13495.  Keren  is  from  MS.  Hunter. 

8tMK9pr.  t.  pt.  of  Sub.  1569.  5384  inf.  m.  1565.  5379. 

8up,  Bum,  pa.  t  of  Sucpb,  v.  Sax.  Slept.  98.  399. 
Sum, w.  Sax.  Sleet ;  a  mixture  of  rain  and  snow.  11562. 
JEL  2631. 

Sucvkubsbs,  adj.  T.  L.  ii.  334.  seems  to  signifle  idle,  un- 
profitable ;  as  it  does  still  in  vulgar  language. 

8udbr,  adj.  Sax.  Slippery.  1266.  L.  W.  648. 

Sudixo,  part.  pr.  Uncertain.  16200.  Lydg.  Trap.  99.  b. 
Sliding  for  tune.  Bo.  i.  m.  5.  Lubrica  for  tuna.  Orig. 

8ui,  Suoh,  adj.  Sax.  Cunning.  3393. 

8un  for  Swilkx,  adj.  Sax.  Such.  4128. 

Slit  for  Sudbth.  1615a 

 v.  Sax.  To  out  through,  to  cleave.  11572. 

Blivkr,  n.  Sax.  A  small  slice,  or  piece.  T.  UL  1015. 

8u>,  r.  Sax.  To  slay.  R.  1953. 4592. 

Slooardix,  n.  Fa.  Sax.    Sloth.  1044. 

FuMrajauffoxs,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Slumbering*.  T.  v.  246. 

Sloptc,  n.  Sax.  A  sort  of  breeches.  16101.  P.  135, 
coL  2,  L  50. 

Slow,  pa.  t.  of  Slo.  Slew.  11745.  14104. 

Slows,  n.  8ax.  A  moth.  R.  4751.  In  the  Orig.  Fa. 
Taignc 

Sloooy,  adj.  Sax.  Sluggish.  P.  162,  col.  2, 1.  27* 
Salaukh,  adj.  Sax.    Diminutive  of  Smalt,  or  Small. 
R.  826. 

Bmkrtb,  v.  Sax.  To  smart ;  to  suffer  pain.  R.  7107. 
— — —  149.  seems  to  be  used  as  au  Adverb,'  Smartly, 

P.  L.  OL  v.  Forthought. 
Suit  fur  Smitbth,  ind.  m.  3  pers.  sing.  7998. 
Kmttsth,  imp.  m.  2  pers.  pi.  Smite  ye.  784. 
Smith*,  v.  Sax.  To  forge,  as  a  smith.  3760.  P.  P.  16  b. 
Smittso  for  Smitten,  part.  pa.  of  8*me.  T.  v.  1544. 
Smoklbb,  adj.  Sax.  Without  a  smock.  8751. 
Smotsruch,  adj.  3961.  means,  1  suppose,  smutty,  dirty. 

But  the  whole  passage  la  obscure. 
Snsm  a,  r.  Sax.  To  snow ;  to  be  in  as  great  abundance 

as  snow.  347* 
Snibsb,  v.  Sax.   To  snubb ;  to  reprove.  525.  11000. 
Snow-whitb,  adj.  Sax.  White  as  snow.  15722.  17082. 
SoDrw,  adj.  Sax.  Sudden.  4841. 
Boost,  n.  Fr.  Subject  C.  L.  93, 
Soioira,  n.  Fa.  Care.  R.  3882. 
Sojour,  n.  Fr.  Stay ;  abode.  R.  4282. 
Sokbn,  n.  Sax.  TolL  3985. 

Soxjngly,  adv.  Sucklngly ;  gently.  M.  116,  col.  2,  1.  14. 

See  Sodkb. 
Solas,  n.  Fa.   Mirth ;  sport  800.  3654. 
Holbin,  adj.  Fa.  One ;  single.  Du.  982.— Sullen.  R.  3897. 
Solbmpnb,  adj.  Fr.  Solemn.  10425. 
Solempnslv,  adv.  Solemnly.  276. 

Sol kr  hall.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  3988.  A  solere  windowe 

occurs  in  Gam.  ver.  367-  for  the  window  of  a  loft,  or 

garret.  See  before,  ver.  252. 
Sox,  atfj.  Sax.  Some.   This  is  all  and  som.  5673.  This  is 

the  whole.    All  and  some.  8817.    T.  ii.  1149.  One 

and  alL 

Fomobl,  adv.  Sax.  Somewhat ;  in  some  measure.  448. 3909. 

Som br,  pr.  n.  In  the  treatise  on  the  Astrolabe,  fol.  291.  b. 
Chaucer  professes  to  make  use  of  the  Kalenders  of  the 
reverent  clerkes  frere  John  Sombr  and  frere  Nicholas 
Lbnne.  The  Kalcndar  of  John  Somur  Is  extant  in  MS. 
Coffon,  Vesp.  E.  viL  It  is  calculated  for  140  years  from 
1367,  the  year  of  tho  birth  of  Richard  II,  and  is  said,  in 
the  introduction,  to  have  been  publUhed  in  1.180,  at  the 
instance  of  Joan  mother  to  the  King.  The  Kalcndar  of 
Nicholas  Lenne,  or  Lynne,  was  calculated  for  76  years 
from  1387.  Tanner  in  v.  Nicola  us  Linbnsis.  The  story 
there  quoted  from  llakluit  of  a  voyage  made  by  this 
Nicholas  in  1361)  ad  insulas  septmtrionales  anlthac 


Europceis  incognitas,  and  of  a  book  written  by  him  to 
describe  those  countries  a  gradu  54.  usque  ad  polum,  i» 
a  mere  fable ;  as  appears  from  the  very  authorities  which 
Hakluit  has  produced  in  support  of  it 
Sommb.  T.  ii.  1249.  Lot  Troilus— 

Come  riding  with  his  tenthe  somme  if  en. 

So  this  line  stands  in  the  Editt  but  a  Ms.  quoted  in 
Gloss.  Ur.  instead  ot  tenths  has  x.  and  MS.  L  tenteth. 
Perhaps  the  original  reading  was  xx.  With  his  twenty  \ 
some  if  ere,  according  to  the  Saxon  mode  of  expression, 
would  signifle  Together  with  some  twenty  of  his  attend- 
ants. See  Hickes,  Gramm.  A.  S.  p.  32, 3. 

 n.  Fa.  A  sum.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  2. 

Sommbr,  n.  Sax.  Summer.  A  Sommer-game.  6230.  See 
the  note. 

80 monk,  Sompnb,  v.  Lat.  To  summon.  7169.  6929, 43. 

Sompnour,  n.  An  officer  employed  to  summon  delinquents 
to  appear  in  Ecclesiastical  courts,  now  called  an  Appari- 
tor. See  his  Character,  ver.  625—670. 

Bond,  n.  Sax.  Sand.  15273. 

 n.  C.  D.  1147.  seems  to  signifie  a  sounding  line,' 

from  the  Fr.  Sonde. 
Sonob,  n.  Sax.  A  message.  4808.  5469.  Goddes  sonde. 

4943.  13149.  What  God  has  sent ;  God's  gift 
Sons,  adv.  Sax.   Soon.  12002, 4. 

 n.  Sax.  A  son.  79.  338.  Sours*.  pL  10343. 

Sonkbn,  part.  pa.  of  Sink,  v.  Sax.  Sunk.  R.  5113. 

Son nx,  n.  Sax.  The  Sun.  1511.  2524. 

S0NNI8H,  adj.  Sax.    Like  tho  Sun,  T.  iv.  736.   See  ver. 

11971,  2. 

Rooty,  adj.  Sax.  Foul  with  soot  14838.  I 
Sop,  n.  Fr.   A  piece  of  bread  dipped  in  any  sort  of  liquor. 

336.  9717.  He  toke  a  soppe.  Conf.  Am.  104. 
Soph  1  mb,  n,  Fr.  Gr.  A  sophism,  a  subtle  fallacy.  7881. 

J06f>8. 

Sokb,  r.  Fr.  Essorer.  To  soar.  T.  i.  671. 
Sort,  n.  FR.  Chance;  destiny.  840.  T.  ii.  754. 
Sortbd,  pn.  I.  of  Sort,  v.  Fr.  Allotted.  T.  v.  182& 
:  Sorwb,  n.  Sax.  Sorrow.  1221.2824. 
Sory,  adj.  Sax.  Sorrowful.  3818,  9.  Sory  grac  6328. 
Misfortune.  See  Grace,  and  With. 
I  Sotb,  n.  Sax.  Soot  T.  iii.  1200. 

 Swotb,  adj.  Sax.  Sweet  3205.  3691. 

 n.  Fr.   A  fool.  F.  L.  101. 

Sotkd,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Fooled ;  besotted.  16809. 
Sotbl,  adj.  Fr.  Subtlo  ;  artfully  contrived.  1056. 
Soth,  adj.  Sax.  True.  4355.  Certain.  3885.  Sothbr,  eomp.  d. 
15682. 

 Sothlv,  adv.  1523.  1627.  1186.  1201.  Truly.  , 

Sothr,  n.  Sax.  Truth.  3922.  6513.  , 
Sothfastness,  n.  Sax.  Truth.  17344. 

Sothbrnr,  adj.  Sax.  Southern.  17353.  | 
Hothnkss,  n.  Sax.  Truth  ;  reality.  15/29.  1 
Soth-saw,  n.  Veracity ;  true-naying.  R.  6125.  j 
Soitoan,  n.  A  Sultan  ;  any  Mahometan  Sovereign.  4597. 

See  D'llerbelot,  in  v.  Solthan.  , 
Boudaknerse,  n.  The  wife  of  a  Sultan.  4778. 
Soudko.  part.  pa.  See  the  note  on  ver.  13509.  Sowdb- 

metkl.   Consolidum.  Prompt.  Parv. 
SovERAiNB,  adj.  Fa.  Excellent ;  in  a  high  degree.  15215. 
Sovbrainly,  ailv.  Above  alL  1536H. 

Soukk,  r.  Fa.  To  wick.  4155.  j 
80 1  us D,  part  pa.  8326.  I 
Soi'lbd,  part  pa.  Sax.   Endued  with  a  soul.  15797* 
foi'N,  n.  Fr.  Sound ;  noise.  7815.  12487.  • 
Soi'ndb,  v.  Sax.   To  make  sound ;  to  heaL  An.  245. — v. 

neut.  To  grow  sound.  Ik  K.  293. 
Sot;NB,  r.  Fa.  To  sound.  5*!7.    As  fer  as  souneth  into  1 

honestee.  132173.    As  far  as  is  consonant  to  h.  That 

souneth  unto  gentillesse  of  love.  10831.  That  is  consonant 

to  g.  o.  1. 
SoimiNO,  part.  pr.  277*  309. 

Sours,  v.  Fr.  To  sup ;  to  take  the  even  tog-meal.  11599* 

Houpbv,  pi.  1(1611.  j 
SoirrER,  n.  Supper  ;  the  evening-meal.  350.  10604 
Souplb,  ailj.  Fr.  Supple ;  pliant  203. 
Sourob,  r.  Fr.  To  rise.  P.  156,  coL  1,  L66. 


492 


GLOSSARY. 


Sovhb,  n.  A  rise ;  a  rapid  ascent  7520,  3.  F.  ii.  36.  43.— 

The  source  of  a  stream  of  water.  7925. 
Soutbr,  n.  Lat.  A  cooler.  3902. 

Sows,  v.  Lat.  To  sew.  T.  iL  1201, 3.  It  was  nsnal,  and  Indeed 
necessary,  formerly  to  sew  letters,  when  they  were 
written  upon  parchment.  But  the  practice  continued  long 
after  the  invention  of  paper. 

 v.  Sax.  To  sow.  17346, 7- 

Sowers,  n.  pi.  Sores ;  Bucks  in  their  fourth  year.  Du.  429. 
Span-news,  adj.  T.  iii.  1671.  seems  to  signifie  Quite  new  ; 

but  why  it  does  so,  I  cannot  pretend  to  say. 
Spannisbino,  n.  Fa.  Espanouissement.  The  full  blow  of 

a  flower.  R.3633. 
Spark,  v.  Sax.  To  refrain.  7017-  L.  W.  8591. 
Sparrth,  imp.  m.  2  pert.  pi.  6919.  7004. 
Sparanoe,  part.  pr.  Sparing ;  niggardly.  R.  5363. 
Sparhauk,  n.  Sax.  A  sparrow-hawk.  15463. 
Sparrs,  n.  Sax.  A  wooden  bar.  992. 
Sparred,  part.  pa.  Barred ;  bolted.  R.  3320. 
Spabthk,  n.  Sax.  An  ax,  or  halberd.  R.  5978.  See  Du 

Cange,  in  v.  Sparth,  Securis  Danica. 
Specks,  n.  pL  Fa.  Softs,  or  kinds.  3015. 
Spsds,  v.  Fr.  To  dispatch.  Bo.  v.  pr.  4, 5. 
Spbdbpul,  adj.  EffectuaL  Bo.  iv.  pr.  4.  v.  pr.  4. 
Spektakkl,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  A  spying  glass.  6785. 
Spell,  n.  Sax.  Sport ;  play.  4355.  See  the  note.— Tale,  or 

history.  13821. 

Spbnce,  n.  Fr.  Despence.  A  store-room  for  wine,  or  vic- 
tuals. 7513. 
Spere,  n.  Fr.  A  sphere.  11592. 

 n.  Sax.  A  spear.  2712. 

Spersd.  R.  2099.  Spbrrsd.  T.  v.  531.  as  Sparred. 
Sperms,  n.  Fr.  Or.  Seed.  14015. 

Spiced.  52a  6017.  See  the  note.  I  have  since  met  with  a 
passage,  In  which  tpiced,  applied  to  conscience,  seems  to 
signifie  nice,  scrupulous.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  Mad 
Lover.  Act  3.  When  Cleanthe  offers  a  purse,  the  Priestess 
says, 

"  Fy  J  no  corruption  

Cle.  Take  it ;  it  is  yours  ; 

Be  not  so  spiced ;  it  is  good  gold  ; 

And  goodness  is  no  gall  to  the  conscience." 

SprcKS.  P.  148,  col.  1,  1.  20.  as  Speces. 

Spills,  r.  Sax.    To  waste;  to  throw  nway.  17102.— To 

destroy.  6480.— v.  neut.   To  perish.  5007.  5235. 
Spire,  n.  A  stake.  T.  ii.  1335.  a  corruption  probably  of 

Spere.  Sax. 
Spired.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  13733. 

Spitoits,  adj.  Fr.  Dcspiteux.   Anpry ;  spightful.  R.  1179. 

Spitously,  adv.   Angrily.  3476.  5805. 

Splaib,  v.  Fr.  Desploier.   To  unfold.  B.K.  33. 

Spo.ne,  n.  Sax.   A  spoon.  10916. 

Sponnk,  pa.  t.  of  Spixne,  v.  Sax.   Spun.  T.  iii.  735. 

Spore,  n.  Sax.    A  spur.  2605. 

Spoknb,  v.  Sax.  To  strike  the  foot  against  any  thing.  4278. 
T.  ii.  797. 

Spoitsailb.  n.  Fr.  Marriage.  7991.  8055. 
Spray,  n.  Sax.   A  twig,  or  sprig.  13700. 
Sprkint,  part.  pa.  of  Sprkxge,  v.  Sax.   Sprinkled.  4842. 
1357a 

Sphingoids,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Espringallc.   Machines  for  casting 
stones  and  arrows.  R.  4191.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Muschkti  a. 
Soj'amks,  n.  pi.  Lat.   Scales.  16227. 
Squaimous.  3337.  See  the  note. 

Squibr,  n.  Fr.  A  squire.  See  his  Character,  ver.  79—100. 

  v.   To  attend  as  a  squire.  5887. 

Sqi'ierik,  n.   A  number  of  squires.  10607*   And  alle  thcr 

squierib.  P.  L.  241.   And  of  his  squierib  gentille  men 

auhtene.   Ibid.  289. 
Stack,  pr.  n.   Statius,  the  Roman  poet.  2296. 
Stacks,  n.  Sax.   A  stack  of  wood,  &c.  P.  166,  col.  1, 1.  19. 

  pa.  U  of  Stick,  v.  Sax.   Stuck.  R.  458. 

Stapf-slino.  13758.  means,  1  suppose,  a  sling  fastened  to  a 

staff;  Lydgate  in  his  Trag.  39.  b.  describes  David  as 

armed 

"  With  a  staffk  slyngk,  voyde  of  plate  and  tnayle." 
Stakkr,  v.  Sax.   To  stagger.  L.  W.  2676. 
Stalks,  v.  Sax.  To  step  slowly.  8401.  Ful  thefely  gan  he 


stalk e.  L.W.  1779.  And  to  the  bedde  he  stalkxth  ttfll 
Con/.  Am.  32. 

Stalk  k»,  n.  pi.  Sax.  The  upright  pieces  of  a  ladder.  361 
Stamen,  Stamin,  n.  Fr.  Estamine.  A  sort  of  woollen  dot! 

P.  171,  col.  2,1.  25.   L.  W.  2349. 
St  a  nt  for  Standeth.  3677*  3695. 
Starpk, pa.  Lot Stkrve.  Died.  935.  14141. 
Stark,  adj.  Sax,  Stiff,  stout.  9332.  14376. 
Starijnobs,  n.  pL  Pence  of  sterling  money.  12841.  See  re 

12664. 

Staunchs,  v.  Fr.  To  stop ;  to  satisfie.  Bo.  Iii.  pr.  3.  n. : 
Stele,  n.  Sax.  A  handle.  3783. 
Stbllipie,  v.  Lat.  To  make  a  star.  L.  W.  £25.  p.  H.  ? 
Stents,  v.  Sax.  To  cease  ;  to  desist.  905. 
Stbnten,  part.  pa.  2970. 

Steps,  adj.  201. 755.  seems  to  be  used  in  the  sense  of  d«j 
so  that  eyen  stepe  may  signifie  eyes  sunk  deep  intkelm 
Stere,  v.  Sax.   To  stir.  12280. 

Sterr,  n.  Sax.  A  young  bullock.  2151. — A  rudder.  488a  585 
Stkrbles,  adj.  Sax.  Without  a  rudder.  4859. 
Stsrssman,  n.  Sax.  A  pilot  F.  i.  436. 
Sterns,  n.  Sax.  A  rudder.  F.  i.  437. 
Sterns,  adj.  Sax.   Fierce ;  cruel.  2612. 
Stbrrs,  n.  Sax,   A  star.  2063. 

Stsrt,  n.  Sax.  A  leap.  At  a  stert  1707.  Immediately. 
Stbrtb,  pa.  U  of  Sterte,  v.  Sax.  Leaped.  11689.  Escape 

ran  away.  T.  iv.  93. 
Stkrtino,  part.  pr.  Leaping  nimbly.  1504. 
Stbrtuno,  as  Stertino.  L.  W.  1202.  1739. 
Stervb,  v.  Sax.  To  die;  to  perish.  12799. 
Steven,  n.  Sax.  Voice;  sound.  2564.  15297*— A  time 

performing  any  action,  previously  fixed  by  mesa 

order,  summons,  ate  At  unset  Steven.  1526.  Without! 

previous  appointment.  They  setten  steven.  43BL  Tl 

appointed  a  time. 
Stews,  n.  Fr.  A  small  pond  for  fish.  351. — A  small  eta 

T.  iii.  602.  699.  Stswks,  pi.  Stews,  baudy- houses.  IK 
Steyb,  v.  Sax.  To  ascend.  T.  L.  L  315  b. 
Stbyers,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Stairs.  T.  L.  L  315.  b» 
Stibrornb,  adj.  Stubborn.  6038.  6219. 
Stikk,  v.  Sax.   To  stick ;  pierce.  2548. 
Stile,  n.  Sax.    A  set  of  steps,  to  pass  from  one  field 

another.  By  stile  ami  eke  by  slrete.  12628.  Everywhe 

in  town  and  country. 
Stillatorie,  n.  Fr.   A  still.  16048. 
Stillk,  adj.  Sax.   Quiet.  11782. 
Stithk,  n.  Sax.    An  anvil.  2028. 
Stives.  6914.  as  Stewks. 

Stoblr-ooos.  4349.   A  goose  fed  on  stubble-grounds. 

Stocked,  part.  pa.  Confined.  T.  iii.  381. 

Stole,  n.  Fr.    Lat.   Part  of  the  ecclesiastical  hal 

worn  about  the  neck.   9577.  See  Du  Cange,  fa 

Stola.  2. 
 ,  n.  Sax.   A  stool.  5870. 

Stondkn,  part.  pa.  of  Stoxdb.ot Stands,  r.  Sax.  Stood. 9C 
Sto.vt,  for  Stondeth.  3921. 

Stopk.v,  part  pa.  of  Stbpb,  r.  Sax.  Stepped ;  adranc 

9388.  14827. 
Stork.  10241.  See  the  note. 

 n.  Fr.   To  stock,  or  furnish.  13203. 

 n.  Any  thing  laid  up  for  use.   Hence  the  phrase, 

tell  no  store  of  a  thing.  5785.  15160.  means,  to  consider 

as  of  no  use  or  importance. 
Storial,  adj.  Fr.   Historical ;  true.  3179. 
Storven,  pa.  L  pi.  of  Stervb.  12820. 
Stot,  n.  Sax.   See  the  n.  on  ver.  6I7. 
Stote,  n.  A  species  of  weasel ;  a  polecat.  7212. 
Stound,  n.  Sax.   A  moment ;  a  short  space  of  time.  IS 

4005.   In  a  stound.  3990.   On  a  sudden.    In  stound. 

1733.  should  probably  be  In  a  stound.   The  Orig.  1 

has  tantost.  Stoundks,  pi.   Times;  seasons.  5W8. 

iii.  1758. 

Stoundemkle,  adv.  Momentarily ;  every  moment.  R.  ~ 
T.  v.  674. 

Stoupsn.  14827.  should  probably  be  Stopkn. 
Stoure,  n.  Sax.   Fight;  battle.  14376.  T.  iii.  1066. 
Strakb,  v.  Sax.   To  proceed  directly.  Du.  1312.  Street 
Stricken.  Tendere.  Kilian. 
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SntAKcm,  adj.  Fa.  Foreign.  1 0403.— Uncommon.  10381. 

He  mads  it  strange.  3978-  11535.  He  made  it  a  matter 

of  difficulty,  or  nicety. 
Straoohtb,  pa.  L  of  Stbecchb,  v.  Sax.  Stretched.  8918. 

Con/.  Am.  184. 
8ru,  n.  Sax.  Straw.  8930. 

Stbbjoht,  part  pa.  of  Stbbcchb,  v.  Sax.  Stretched. 
Bo.  ML  pr.  i. 

Ctrbtkb,  r.  Fa.  To  constrain.  15255. — To  press  closely. 
9627. 

Streitb,  adj.  Fa.  Strait  StreiU  svxrd.  15363. 
Stbsmxdbb,  pa.UpL  of  Strxme,  v.  Sax.  Streamed ;  flowed. 
T.  iv.  847- 

Strkmes,  n.  pj.  The  rays  of  the  Son.  1497. 

Stbbmb,  n.  Sax.  Stock ;  race ;  progeny,  8038.  R.  485a 

SnumsBST-  faith  an,  adj.   Endowed  with  the  strongest 

faith.  T.  1. 1008. 
Stbbps,  v.  Fa.  To  strip.  R.  6818. 

Strbtb,  n.  Sax.  A  street.  3758.  The  maister  ttrete.  8904. 
See  the  note. 

Brants,  w.  Sax.  A  line ;  a  streak.  A  strike  of  flax.  678. 
Brain,  n.  Lat.  Stirps.  Race;  kindred.  C  L.  16. 

  V.  10074.  as  STREPS. 

Strode,  pr.  n.  T.  ▼.  1856.  The  philosophical  Strode,  to 
whom.  Jointly  with  the  moral  Ooxctr,  Chancer  directs 
his  Troilus,  was  probably  Ralph  Strode,  of  Merton 
College,  Oxford.  A.  Wood,  who  had  made  the  antiqui- 
ties of  that  college  a  particular  object  of  his  enquiries, 
says  only  of  him,  "  Radulprus  Strode,  de  quo  sic  retus 
noster  catalogua.  Poetafuit  et  versijlcavit  librum  eleaia- 
flffi  vocat.  Phantarma  Rodulphi.  Claruit  cioooclxx." 
Some  of  his  logical  works  are  said  to  be  extant  in  print. 
Venet  1517. 4to.  Tanner,  in  ▼.  Btrod.cuh. 

Srnor,  pa.  L  of  Strive,  v.  Fa.  Strove ;  contended.  1040. 

Stroxdb,  n.  Sax.  Ashore.  ia 

Stbotheb,  pr.  n.  A  town  in  the  North.  4012.  See  the 
note. 

Strovtb,  v.  To  strut  3315. 

SUBABBBB,  ft.  pi.  LAT.    SubUTDS.  16125. 

ScBrirMfOATioN,  fi.  Lat.  A  species  of  charm  by  smoke. 
F.  ill.  174. 

Sosorr,  adj.  Fr.  Lat.  Subject.  P.  171,  col.  1, 1. 64. 

SuRLiMAToaix,  n.  Fft.  Lat.  A  vessel  used  by  Chemists  in 
Sublimation,  L  e.  separating  certain  parts  of  a  body,  and 
driving  them  to  the  top  of  the  Teasel,  in  the  form  of  a 
very  fine  powder.  16261. 

Sub*ta*cs,  ft.  Fr.  The  material  part  of  a  thing.  14809. 

Sockiny,  ».  Fr.  Souquenie.  A  loose  frock,  worn  over  their 
other  clothes  by  carters,  4c.  R.  1232. 

Sob,  v.  Fa.  To  follow.  M.  114.  col.  2, 1.  2. 

Surroif,  pr.  n.  Suetonius,  the  Roman  historian.  14638. 

ScFrisAira.  it.  Fa.  Sufficiency ;  satisfaction.  492.  8635. 

SornaA.Tr,  adj.  Sufficient  1633. 3551. 

BooasD,  part  pa.  Sweetened  as  with  sugar.  T.  li.  384. 

Svppus,  v.  Fr.  To  supplicate.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  8. 

Subcots,  n.  Fr.  An  upper  coat  or  kirtle.  F.  L.  141. 

Strnrus,  n.  Fr.  A  surplice.  16026. 

Surquxdrik,  «.  Fr.  Presumption ;  an  overweening  con- 
ceit, P.  155,  col.  1, 1.  50. 172,  col.  2, 1. 4. 

ScaRis,  pr.  n.  Syria.  4554. 

Sursamurs,  n.  Fa.  A  wound  healed  outwardly  only. 
11425. 

Scbvbamcb,  ft.  Fa.   Superin tendance.  18089. 
SusrecT,  adj.  Fr.  Suspected.  8417,  & 

 n.  Suspicion.  8781.  12197- 

Scbpectiow,  n.  Suspicion.  5101. 

STOrxa,  n.  Sax.  Sister.  8usrax!f,pf.  1081.  T.  ill.  734. 
Swa,  adv.  Sax.  So.  4088.  4038. 
Swaui.  pa.  U  of  Swbll,  v.  Sax.  Swelled.  654a  13490. 
Swappb,  r.  Sax.  To  throw  down.  T.  iv.  244.— To  strike 

off.  8462.  1583t— *.  neut.  To  full  down.  8975. 
Swart,  adj.  Sax.  Black ;  of  a  dark  colour.  C.  D.  1862. 
Swattb,  pa.  t.  of  SwrrB,  v.  Sax.  Sweated.  13708.  16028. 
Swboh,  n.  Sax.  A  violent  motion.  4716.  Bo.  i.  m.  5. 
Bwbi.tr,  r.  Sax.  To  die ;  to  faint  3703. 
Swblt,  pa.  t.  1358.  965a 

SWBRNB  for  SWBBBX,  pi  ft.  of  SWXBB,  «.  SAX.  SweST. 

K.4834. 


Swxvbn,  n.  Sax.  A  dream.  14908.  14928.  Swbvxnkb,  pL 
14989.  In  ver.  14927.  it  is  written  Swevenis  for  the 
sake  of  the  rime. 

Swichb,  adj.  Sax.  corruption  of  Steilke.  Such.  843.  487. 

Swinkx,  n.  Sax.  Labour.  188. 

 v.  To  labour.  187.  12806. 

Swmx,  n.  Sax.  The  neck.  R.  325.  It  is  more  commonly 

written  Swere. 
8 with b,  adv.  Sax.  Quickly ;  Immediately.  5150.  1273a 
Swtvb,  r.  Sax.  See  Junii  Etymolog.  in  v. 
8woLOwx,  n.  Sax.   A  whirlpool.  L.  W.  1102. 
Swonkkjt,  part.  pa.  of  Swinkb.  4233. 
Swouoh,  a.  Sax.  Sound;  noise.  1981.  3619— A  swoon. 

6381.  8976. 

T. 

Tabard,  n.  80.  See  the  quotation  from  Speght's  Gloss. 

Discourse,  Ac.  n.  6. 
Tablbs,  n.  pi.  Fr.  A  game  so  called.  11 212^- TaW«  Tole- 

tones.  11585.  See  the  note. 
Tabourb,  v.  Fb.  To  drum.  L.  W.  354. 
Tachb,  n.  Fb.  A  spot  or  blemish.  C.  N.  192. 
Taillaobb,  n.  Fr.  A  collector  of  taxes.  R.  6811. 
Taiixb,  n.  Fa.  A  tally ;  an  account  scored  on  a  piece  of 

wood.  572. 

Takb,  v.  Sax.  To  deliver  a  thing  to  another  person.  5137. 

13334.  15691. 

 for  Taken,  part.  pa.  166a  10789. 

Takxl,  ft.  Sax.  An  arrow.  106.  R.  1727* 

Talk,  v.  Sax.  To  tell  stories.  C.  D.  103.  And  namely  when 

they  tale  it  longe.  Con/.  Am.  27-  b. 
 n.  Speech  ;  discourse.  Bo.  i.  pr.  5.  —  Reckoning ; 

account  Litel  tale  hath  he  told  0/ any  dram.  15124.  He 

made  little  account  of  any  dream. 
Talent,  n.  Fr.  Desire ;  affection.  5557.  P.  151,  coL  1, 1. 85. 
Talino,  n.  Story-telling.  13364. 
Taxb  for  Takbn.  C.  D.  888. 
Tapbs,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Bands  of  linen.  3241. 
Tapinagx,  n.  Fb.  En  tapinoii.  Lurking;  sculking about 

R.  7363.  Con/.  Am.  93  b. 
Tapisbr,  n.  Fa.  A  maker  of  tapestry.  364. 
Tapitb,  v.  Fb.  To  cover  with  tapestry.  Du.  260. 
Tappb,  n.  Sax.  A  tap,  or  spigot  which  clows  that  orifice 

through  which  the  liquor  is  drawn  out  of  a  vessel.  389U 
Tapstrrb,  n.  Sax.  A  woman,  who  has  the  care  of  a  tap 

in  a  publick-house.  841.  3336.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  2019, 

That  office,  formerly,  was  usually  executed  by  women. 

See  the  Adventure  0/  the  Pardonere  and  the  Tapstere* 

in  the  Continuation  qf  the  Canterbury  Tales,    p.  594 

Ed.  Ur. 

Tarb,  pa.  t.  of  Tbar,  r.  Sax.  Tore.  Magd.  15a 

Tabob,  n.  Fr.   A  sort  of  shield.  473.  8124. 

Tabs,  n.  Cloth  0/  Tars.  2162.  Tartarium.  F.  L»  218.  A 

sort  of  silk.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v.  Tabbiccs,  Tabtabwus. 
Tas,  ft.  Fa.  A  heap.  104»7. 1011. 
Tassblbo,  part.  pa.  Adorned  with  tassels.  3251. 
Tastb,  r.  Fb.  To  feel.  1*971.— To  examine.  L.  W.  1991. 
Tatarwaoobs,  11.  pi.  R.  7811.  The  Orig.  \»—Toutes  freteUe* 

de  caoTBS.  All  bedagled  with  dirt 
Tavkrnbr,  n.  Fb.  The  keeper  of  a  tavern.  12619.  18641. 
Taubb,  pr.  n.  The  constellation  Taurus.  6195. 9761. 
Taws,  n.  Sax.  Tow.  3778. 
Tbcbb,  r.  Sax.  To  teach.  310. 

Tai nb.  11.  16693,  7'  16708.  seems  to  signifie  a  narrow,  thm, 

plate  of  metal ;  perhaps  from  the  Lat.  Qb.  Tarn i a. 
Temps,  ft.  Fr.  Time.  16343. 
Tens,  n.  Sax.  Grief.  3H«.  Con/.  Am.  140. 

 v.  To  grieve ;  to  afflict  T.  L.  II.  338  b. 

Tbrcslbt.  Teri  bll,  n.  Fa.  The  male  hawk.  1081  The 

male  eagle.  A.  F.  393. 
Tebins,  n.pt.  R.  665.  A  «>rt  of  siogi  -bird,   called  in  F 

Tarin.  See  Cotgrave  in  v. 
Tebmaoaunt,  pr.  n.  13741.  See  the  note. 
I  Tbrbbstrb.  n.  Fa.  Earthly.  9206. 
'  Tbbv,  adj.  Sax.  Full  of  tears.  T.  iv.  88L 
1  Testebbs,  n.pl.  Fa.  Head  pieces.  8901. 
I  Testbs,  b.  pi.  Lat.  Vessels  for  assaying  metals.  16206. 
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.  F  ill.  am 

m  17184.  17265. 

Thatoh.  C.  IX  177L 
v.  To  thump ;  to  thwack.  71*1- 
T«ji    ad  e.  »ax   Q«<t«.  Lat.  m  842. 

Thankfulness;  good  wilL  R.  2741.  Ik 


|'«       prwiJ  i.nr,iWf»ew.  Orig. 
So  the  phrase**  his  tAankei,  hir  thankee,  (too  the  n.  on 
rer.  I6fifl.fr  answer  tn  the  French*  *wt       frnu?  jrrV. 
Thank b,  Than*  ads.  Sax.  Then*  t£ft*>+  122H4, 

Tmatt»."  ThaV.  p™  m  sax.  u»d  as  a  Mi,  io.  ago. 

Thatte  Stint  FtUr  had*  Bw  thU  verse  should  he  written, 
—  ITi.jf      "ri.r'j'i        >  i  mutk  wll^  ul.k"  fn-../ 

jMifutf, — 1 1  Is  stimviiuies  put.  not  Inelegantly,  tor  the 
same.   San  var.  IN*    JPUA  jrt-i>T  amb  that  ihe  Jtnest 
the  tend*  yer,  TTMt   0/  Ji>a  anrf  jAVaa,  *m  that  i* 

Thatts.Thst,  t<m>  8al  'qnAI.  Lat.  131.  4*0, * 
Tni.  prrj*.  urE-  Sax.  See  tUo  *e-  p.  urr.  JAc  when 

pr^nxed  to  tufjtctivtt,  or/  atffofffttt  tn  ike  e*ompa r<j t<  «y 
dtp  ret  t  is  generally  to  be  cimtldfivd  as  a  <omjptf  i>n  of 
py^  which  was  commonly  put  by  tin*  Sax  cm  s  for  J^ftTO, 
the  ablative  ea.  ting,  of  the  art  used  ut  pronoun. 
Th«  metier.  716.  fcrf'ii-i.  Tji  k  morr  wrry.  804.  Eo 
Urtiores.  Of  the  umo  construction  are  the  phrases— 
Tet/are  they  ths  ic^rw.  4348.  Yet  fare  1  never  rum  bet. 
7533. 

When  fa*  is  repeated  with  a  second  comparatiTe,  either 
adj.  or  adv.  the  first  the  is  to  be  understood  in  the  sense 

of  the  L*t,  Qtu.  See  rer.  5955. 


The  more  it  bretinei!'  re  it  hath  desire 

To  oomume  every  thing.  

 tyuj  §mipij—eo  tnttt/ir  -And  Ter.  8589* 

And  a*  the  farther  that  the  mu  in  age, 
The  more  treiee  (if  that  it  were  possible) 
She  was  to  him  in  love  and  more  penible. 

Sometime*  the  first  the  is  omitted,  as  in  the  phrases.  Ever 
tamer  tht  w<rt\  .  Ever  lenger  the  more.  8563.  bee 

P,  170,  ooL  1,  L  30.  For  eortw,  if  a  man  haridi-  a  dedly 
wnunl  ever  the  lender  ihnt  hotaried  to  war. she  himself, 
tht  mar,  wold  it  corrupt— and  also  the  wound  wold  bo 
the  verie  fuf  td  beta 

trr  Sax.   To  tin  iu1.   See  the  n.  on  vcr.  3862. 

Thkdomk,  n.  S*x.   Thrift ;  success.  1333,r>. 

Thbkei.y,  adj.  Sax.   Like  a  t&UA  L.  W  1779, 

Thennkh.  Thennb,  adv.  Sax.    Thence.  5463*6723, 

Th in if ABiPO jlth  t  ncJu.  Sax,  JVcjk*  (hsnnctfijrth,  134»5. 
From  that  time  forward. 

Thkodomas,  pr.  n.  9594.   See  the  note. 

Thkophrast,  pr.  n.  9170.  Sco  tlie  DdAcourflo(  Ac  n.  19. 
and  iho  n.  on  vcr  9i7*» 

Th<r,  otir.  Haa.  Tbure,  In  tliM  place  lb  frequently  uaed 
in  tbo  vow  of  rf'Arr^  7348. 737U-  I*n39. 
Thcr.  incompositmn,  alanine*  fhwt*  without  including 
any  idea  of  ptaoe.  8u*»  Ukhjc  TkfrabouUn*  939.  Tfter- 
7<>7<>.  Thrrt,ff.>rt,f.  SiMS,  Thrrby.  77«L  Ta<t- 
Mt.  777.    Therfro.  U,  THtJytime.  It.  C5>:.  r*<-r- 

37EII     T/in-rtJi,  161.     Thcrto.  1W.    Tfterie.fA.  3780. 
'1-hcrn-iliHiit.  Mi. 

TncwKfl  *»p{.@*x.   Manners;  qualities.  8285  9416. 

Tftionmodtf.  Sax,.    Thither,  to  l)i at  place,  K5. 

1  h  rn  kh wa  ni>(  fliAh  Sai*  Toward  tiiat  place-  S5Ji- 

T  bilk  at  nWj,  Sax.   Th  I  i  boiti  e.  th  at  torn  c  «H Kt.  57* 

T  **it.  Sax,  To  cariakjer,  i<226l.  Ii  very  frcjucntly 
u*.«I  wan  tmffrrtomtt  in  the  pr.  and  jm.  f.  in  tbe  &en*c 
of  SKRNXTjr.  at  bKRMKJi-  Me  thinketh.  3I?<X  /fffn  JfcfnJf- 
rM-XII*.  //i m  th utip ht / ,  f ^Ki .  Uitt  thtiutjhtt.  i/f - w 
Mm^fq         77J^;.   J/,  -  rwm?w  aaiw 

Thjk **t  ttf/.  Sax.   Slender;  small.  95^6.   ^  fAinn*  imo^ 
ILo.  lit  pr.  3.    Tenui  imagine.    A  thinne  eutpi- 
cion.  Ho.  ill.  pr.  12.    Tenui  suspicions 


Tniutx,  sl  II 1 1  To  pierce  through .  f?l>. 

Th*,  pr  on.  ttrmansL  Rax,  Es  arm.  clime*  put  fortfcsstt- 

poalti^arttclc,l»19t  Tm tax,  j.Lfll 42.1!**.  ' 
Tjt".  r« p.  arf,  pt .  Ha.  Sax.  uaed  as  a  demonstrative  pis-  I 

nott:      t     .     2315.  2353.  12482.  M.  1 14,  eoL  J, L 41 
Tho,  ode.  Sax.  Then.  2214.  2393. 

Tholx,  v.  Sax.  To  suffer.  7128.   And  what  nweke/t  eai  ■ 

male  '  i*1  Christ  far  man  tholko.  P.  P.  65  b. 
Tnoftx,  R.  1853.  la  put  for  Tuxax,  for  the  sake  of  tse 

rime.  j 

Thorpk,  n.  Sax.   A  Tillage.  8075.  17323. 

Thooohtbn,  pa.  L  pi.  t/f  Twwu,  r»  Sax.  7612. 

Thrall,  it.  Sax.   A  slate,  or  villain.  P.  169,  eoL  1,  L  4i 

Thballx,  r.  To  ctonlnns.  T.  it.  773, 

Thrastx,  pa  tff  Cattssssm  ilW. 

THXKO-RAaa,  adj.  Sax,  Having  the  threads  bars,  Uw nip 
being  worn  away.  16358. 

Thrkhotx  Du.  376.  should  be  written,  in  two  words,  ikrt  j 
•Ntfi.ki  iritltW,'.^!.  Fa.  is  explain^ by  ' 

CotgrmT*  lo  slgnlfle,  amour  othtr  things,  the  note  rind- 
ed ojr  a.  knnttmtm  w  *i*  Aori^, 

Tjirkpr,  p.  Sax,  To  oalU  16304. 

Tvnanm,  r.  Sax.  To  thrust*  2614,  9877* 

TnaaswotJ),  n.  SAX,    A  thr-tsh^ 1,1,  3482.  8164. 

THxaTR.  th.  Sax.   To  threaten.  L  W  ?H, 

Thrxttkhk,  H«fH.  Sax.   Thlrtoea.  7H4I. 

TuarDna,  *<tj,  Sax-   'OdrtL  1*65-  2W 

TiiRix,  TwRiXa.  adr.  Sax.   Thrfcw.  63.  584,  T.  tt.  8*  l»- 

Th  kiuxp  for  THiaiXs,  ya.  t.  of  Thiblx.  R.  7636. 

Thai  mob,  m.  Sax    Ti>  thrnsL  R.  7419.  T.  ir.  86. 

Thxists,  pa,  t  of  Twaawrx  T.  iii.  158a 

Tbrosoa,  pa.  L  afTHWHCSV  10227. 

T  h hop  b*  for  TjiokfRiv   A.  P,  350. 

Throstkl,  m.  Sax.  A  thrush.  I3f299-  I 
THaow,n.ftAx.   Time  Mi  a  Clbrote  5373.  ButslWlf 

Whs.  U142-   Any  spAoc  of  Jf«*» 

a  ttrot*.  16409.  Mxny  times. 
Thrust  for  Thirst,  h.  Hax.   Thirst  H.  5713, 
Thrusty  for  Thursty,  adj.  Sax.  Thirsty.  Msgd.  708. 
Thuroh,  prep.  Sax.  Through.  2614,  9— By  mesni  of. 

133<»,  1. 

Thi'rghparr,  n.  Sax.   A  passaire.  2849. 

Tut  iu  iltf  prr-|j  Sax.   Throughout;  quite  through.  KW- 

Htf 

Thurr<ik,     Sax.   The  hold  of  a  ship.  P.  154,  col.  1. 1.  * 

ftct*  t  ht.'  note. 
Tiiwitbl,  n.  Sax.   A  whittle  ;  Cultetlus.  3931. 
TNwiTTXpr  part,  pa.   Chipped  with  a  knife;  whitUol 

R.  JJ31,   liien  d<M.  Orig. 
Tiook.  part.  pa.  of  Tmx,  rr  Sax. 

nrrtr  hare  U  Mr  t*)  /aire  a 

fortune  should  never  have  I 
Tidipe,  n.  1PJW2.  See  I  ho  note. 
Tikkl,  adj.  Sax.    Uncertain.  342B. 
Til.  prep.  Sax.   To.  HW7  Z**)-   1/irt-titl.  10812.  Tobcr. 
Timbksterk,  n.  R.  7Qli  is  suppowd  by  Lye,  («jrm. 

Angl.  in  v.)  to  m«ui  the  sa«i«  with  TomUHert.  The 

Otig.  French  has  been  quoted  above  in  Y.  SailW»* 

which  Cliauwr  ha*  thus  imitated. 

27^r>f  imM  ptdny  a  t}nili*stere 
Ami  sattuurs.  that*  I  dart  *r<U  strcre, 
Ycou    i  h  ir  era  ft  fu  ii  parfitt?. 
The  tlmlirtw      full  tutditiy 
Thei  rastsn ,  n*n*  Anif  hw/uH  oft 
ajfiHjerfairt  a,ui  *-A 

According  to  this  description,  it  should  rather  seem,  that 
a  Timbestere  wn*a  woman,  (sec  the  n.  on  ver.  20ia  who 
plaid  tricks  with  timbres  baaon*  of  some  wirt  or  ether,  by 
throwing  them  up  into  tha  air.  and  catching  them 
single  finger;  a  klml  nf  Ralamc^inlstrcssv 
TiMitREs,  n.  pi.  Fa.  It  772-  IUmik  Siu  Timkestbab. 
Tipkt,  ii.  Sax.    A  ttppeC  3351 

Tipped,  part.  pa.  Headed;  covered  at  the  tip,  or  top. 
7319. 7-L,2. 

Tip i  (kin,  «.  pi.  Sax.   Tiptoes ;  the  cxtremitiot*  of  the  toes. 
15313. 

Tire,  r.  Fr.   To  pluck  ;  to  feed  upon,  in  the  manner  of 


Thee  tkiW 
T.  LSte.  So  (jar  » 
to  thee. 
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rfrdsofprey.  T.L7M.  Jhr fate  hew  flsat  « joshes** 
rYRKTH.    Coa^^ss.  US.  b. 
«oi,a.Fi.  A  ribband.  T.fl.639. 
rs  for  Ttobtk.  T.  L  334.  Happencih. 
noun,  a,  8a  x.  Cbwtauip.  T.  fi.  1744. 
oum,  <uff.  Sax.  Without  title.  1717*. 
res  Lotus,  pr.  a.  11995.  L.  W.  1661.  The 


i»  adv.  Sax.  Too.  *77«  90S. 

•  prrp.  8%x.  T»  dap.  7756.  TBI.  On  this  day.  7e 
none*.  782*  lfflS-  On  the  morrow,  the  foWmimg  dap. 
To  pert.  5750.  T.  HL 942.  P.  I.  84.  In  this  year, 
to,  in  composition  with  verbs,  is  generally  augmenta- 
tive. 961 L  Th*  ketwvs  UUfTO-uxw**  ax^rro-snjuns.  L  e. 
tiewe  and  cut  to  pieces.  9613.  The  bone*  thep  to-bbbstb, 
L  e.  break  in  pieces.  To-aaorrxw.  9693.  To-dashbo.  T. 
U.  64a  Much  braised.  To-bknt.  12036.  Rent  in  pieces, 
rarnrnm.  18453.  Lehonr  greatly. — Sometimes  the  «<fe. 
A ix  Is  added.  Aj^to-bbjct.  14967.  All-to-shabb.  R. 
1856.  Entirely  eat  to  pieces,  al^to-shbxt.  Ibid.  19U3. 
Entirely  rained. 

»roas,  Toroaxx,  prep.  Sax.  Before.  M.  113,  coL  1,  L  55. 

KsrrRXBS,  adv.  Sax.  Together.  T.  ir.  132J. 

>ld.  pa.  L  of  Tbll,  v.  Sax.   Accounted.  14404. 

>mvzktxrx,  a.  Sax.   A  dancing-woman  T.  L.  iL  396.  b. 

uiiixstrrxs,  pi.  19411.  See  the  note. 

unman,  T.  iL  120L  should  be  written  as  two  words.  To 

tnede,  or  to  mede*,  according  to  the  Saxon  usage,  signifies 

for  reward,  in  return. 

ma,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Toes.  14868.  F.  Hi.  938. 

>xif  b  grbt,  adj.  Of  the  circumference  of  a  tun.  1996. 

>os,  n.  pL  13337.  as  Tons. 

mutts*,  n.  pL  Fa.  Rings.  See  the  note  on  rer.  2154. 

nut  a,  v.  Pa.  To  turn.  9390.   The  devil  out  of  hit  tkinne 

Him  tome  !  16741.  May  the  devil  turn  him,  inside  out ! 

mkkd,  part.  pa.  16639. 

Hrruovs,  adj.  Fa.   Oblique ;  winding.  4722. 

rra Laa.  n.   A  whisperer.  L.  W.  353. 

rrBLaa.  Susurro.  Prompt.  Parr. 

jttt,  adj.  Sax.  Dixzy.  4851. 

won,  adj.  Sax.  Difficult.  And  maketh  it  fuU  tough. 
13309.  And  takes  a  great  deal  of  pains.  Or  make  it 
tough.  T.  t.  101.  Or  take  pains  about  it.  See  also  T.  iL 
1025.  ill.  87.  And  make  it  neither  tough  ne  queinL  Du. 
531.   Made  no  difficulty  or  strangeness. 

Albeit  pe  make  it  never  ta  tewche. 
To  me  pour  labour  it  in  vane. 

MS.  Maitland.    The  mourning  maiden. 
Will.  Swane  makit  wonder  tewche. 

Ibid.  Pebtit  to  the  plap.    Bi.  21. 

ought,  adj.  Sax.  Tight.  7849. 
dub,  n.  Fa.  A  tower.  1032. 

dusnbt,  n.  R.  4164.  should  be  written  Tourette,  as  in  MS. 

Hunter.   A  turret,  or  small  tower. 

xrr,  n.  The  backside.  3810.  3851. 

5WAIL,  n.  Fa.   A  towel.  14663.  14671. 

ctwabdbs.  prep.  Sax.   Toward.  12640. 

[max,  n.  7730.  is  perhaps  put  for  Tbwxl  ;  a  pipe 

fundament. 

rack,  n.  Fa.   A  track,  or  path.  176.— A  train.  L. 

badv,  pa.  t  of  Tread,  v.  Sax.   Trod.  15184. 

rags-tour,  n.  F.  iiL  187.  as  Trbgetour. 

raik,  v.  Fa.  To  betray.  F.  L  390. 

rajs,  n.  pi.  Fa.  Trait*.    The  traces,  by  which  horses 

draw.  2141.  T.  L  222. 

RAMissENK,  pr.  n.  A  kingdom  In  Africa.  See  the  n.  on 
ver.  57. 

RAivaMBWB,  v.  Fb.  To  transform.  8261.  T.  ir.  467. 
rappobxs,  n.  pi.  Barb.  Lat.  The  oloths,  with  which 
horses  were  covered  for  parade.  2501.  See  Du  Cange,  in 
t.  Tbappatuba. 

rash bd,  parL  pa.  Betrayed.  R.  3231. 
rats,  n.  7164.    See  the  note.  Up.  Douglas  frequently 
uses  Trat  for  an  old  unman.  JEn.  vii.  416.  in  vuttut  test 
Irantformat  anilet — he  renders, 

And  Mr  in  tchape  trantformpt  of  one  trot 
See  also,  p.  96,  28.  auld  trat-and  p.  122, 39. 


Tbav*,  n.  F*.  TravaiL  A  frame,  in  which  farriers  put  «a» 

ruly  horses.  3982. 
Tax,  n.  Sax.  A  tree;  wood.  5682.  Outer  Ire.  376*.  The 

Cross. 

Tbrcbocb,  a.  Fb.  A  cheat.  R. 6306. 716*. 

Tbbob-voclr,  a.  A  treader  of  hens ;  a  cock.  13951. 15457. 

TBXttKTOc*,  n.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  11453. 

Tbbmchabt,  part.  pr.  Fb.  Cutting.  39J6. 

Trx*tal,  r.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  7299. 

TaaraoBT,  n.  Fb,    A  military  engine,  R.  6*79.   See  Du 

Cange,  in  v.  Tbsscchbtcm. 
Tbbbsb,  a.  Fb.  An  artificial  lock,  or  gathering  of  hair. 

1051.  See  Do  Cange,  in  v.  Tbjca,  Tbbcia. 
Tbbssbd.  part.  pa.  Gathered  in  a  trees,  or  tcesaea.  59*6. 
TBBsaocB,a.  An  instrument  used  in  treating  the  heir;  or 

an  ornament  of  it,  when  tressed.  R.  566.  3717.  See  Da 

Cange,  in  v.  TarBBoarrn. 
Tbstablx,  adj.  Fa.  Tractable,  P.  161,  coL  1. 1. 67.  L.  W. 

411. 

Trbtx,  r.  Fr.  To  treat ;  to  discourse.  10534. 
Tbbtbb,  n.   Treaty.  95H6. 
Tbbto,  n.  Treaty.  T.  ir.  64. 670. 

  adj.  Fb.    Long  and  well  proportioned.  152.  R. 

1016.  1916. 

Tbbwb,  n.  Fr.   A  truce.  T.  iT.  1312. 

  adj.  Sax.  True,  faithful.  2237.  3706. 

Tmwi-loti,  n.  3692.  See  the  note.  Since  which  Mr. 
Steevens  has  very  obligingly  suggested  to  me,  that  there 
is  a  herb  called  True-love,  according  to  Gerard,  in  his 
Herbal.  Ed.  1597.  p.  328.  "  Ubbba  Paris.  Oo*-Wct*\ 
or  herbe  True-love — at  the  very  top  whereof  come  forth 
fower  leaves,  directly  set  one  against  another,  in  manner 
of  a  Burgunnion  cross,  or  a  true  love  knot ;  fa.  which 
cause  among  the  auncients  it  hath  been  called  herbe 
True-love.''  This  herb,  however,  to  the  best  of  my  re- 
membrance, is  rather  toq  large  to  be  carried  convtttivtitly 
under  the  tongue. — A  fmrWetv.  of  the  same  or  an  other 
sort,  is  mentioned  in  the  concluding  stanaa  of  the  Oerl 
of  Love. 

Eke  eche  at  other  threw  the  floures  bright. 
The  primerose.  the  violet*,  and  the  gold ; 
So  than  as  1  beheld  the  royal  sight. 
My  lady  gan  me  sodemy  behold. 
And  with  a  treuxtove.  pitted  m*mp*  fo!d% 
She  smote  me  through  the  very  heart  as  olive. 
And  Venus  yet  1  thank*  I  am  alive. 
Tbiaclb.  n.  Fa.  corruption  of  Theriaque.  A  remedy,  in 
I     general.  48U9.  12248. 
I  Tbicb,  r.  Sax.  To  thrust.  14443. 
1  Trib,  adj.  13785.  f.  Tried  or  refined.  Gloss,  f  >. 
Trill,  v.  Sax.  To  twirl ;  to  turn  round.  10&t\ 

•   r.  neut.  To  roll ;  to  trickle.  7*46.  1W04. 

Tbinb,  aitj  Fa.  Triple.  Trine  compete.  15513.  The  Trinity. 
I     See  Com  pas. 
Tbifpb,  n.  7329.  evidently  means  a  email  p»er*  of  cheese. 
Let  tripe*  tfun  fagot,  in  Pa.  are  The  tmaUeti  ttifk*  in  a 
faggot.  Cotgrave. 
Tbistb,  e.  for  Tbiwt a.  T.  IL  947* 

Tbistb,  n.  T.  ii.  1534.  A  post  or  station  In  hunting.  (WW!. 
This  seems  to  be  the  true  meaning  of  the  word,  though 
the  etymology  is  not  so  clear. 

Tbompr,  n.  Fb.  A  trumpet.  2176.  2513. 

TaoMrotTB,  n.   A  trumpeter.  2673. 

Tboncuovn,  n.  Fa.  A  spear,  without  a  head.  9617* 

Tbons,  n.  Fb.  A  throne.  2531.  12776. 

Tbofhbb,  pr.  n.  14123.  Seethenote.  It afterWBrdsoccurTvd 
to  me  that  the  reference  might  possibly  be  to  the  original 
of  the  Troilutand  Creteide,  which,  according  to  Uydgate, 
was  called  Trophe ;  (see  the  n.  on  1*.  179,  col.  2,  L  23,  in 
page  209  of  this  edit.)  but  I  cannot  find  any  euoh  | 
as  is  here  quoted,  in  the  FUottrato, 

Tbotvla,  pr.  n.  6250.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  6253. 

Tboublb,  o<</.  Fb.  Dark,  gloomy.  8341. 

Tbouhlbr,  comp.  d.  R. 

Trowanoisb.  R.  3954.  for  Tbuanpisb. 

Trowb,  r.  Sax.  To  believe.  7139.  7567. 

TauANDna,  n.  Fb.  Bogging.  R.  6664. 

TBVAMDIftO.    R.  6721. 

Tullb,  v.  Sax.  To  allure.  4132.  See  ear.  5697 
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TVlliuii,  pr.  n.M.  110,  ool.  1, 1. 64.  M.  Tullius  Cleero.  See 
also  K.  5286.  .  A.  P.  31. 

Turkeis,  n.  Fr.  A  sort  of  precious  stoae.  C.  L.  80." 

 adj.  Fr.  Turkish.  2897-  See  tfie  bote. 

Turmbntisb,  n.  Fr.  Torment  14435. 

Tihteis  pi.  of  Turf,  n.  Sax.  10109. 

Twains.  T.  Iii.  551.  Tway.  794.  Twby.  1696.  Twmtt 
8526.  numer.  8a x.  Two. 

Tweifold,  adj.  Sax.   Double.  16034. 
|     Twibs,  a*tr.  Sax.  Twice.  4346, 

Twtoht,  pa.  t  and  part,  of  Twitch,  v.  Sax.  Pulled; 
Plucked.  7145.  10733. 

Twin k«,  r.  Sax.  Todepart  from  a  place,  or  thing.  837. 12364. 

Twinned,  part.  pa.  Separated.  T.  iv.  476. 

Twtas,  r.  Bo.  iii.  m.  S.  Twireth  seems  to  be  the  transla- 
tion of  rusvrrat  t  spoken  of  a  bird. 

Twist,  n.  Sax.  A  twig.  10323. 

Twihtk.  r.  Sax.  To  twitch ;  to  poll  hard.  10686. 

TwittTK,  pa.  t.  Twitched.  9879. 

V. 

Vajlewcb,  pr.  n.  A.  P.  272.  Valencia  In  Spain.  Gloss.  Ur. 
Valbrib,  pr.  n.  6253.  See  the  Discourse,  Ac  n.  19. 
Yalbrik.  14638.  Valerius.  6747.  pr.  n.  Valerius  Maxima*. 
Vamirb.  n.  Fa.  Value.  R.  5236. 

Varibn.  inf.  m.  v.  Fa.  To  change ;  to  alter.  T.  iL  1621. 

Variaunt,  part.  pr.  16643.  Changeable. 

Vassalage,  n.  Fr.  Valour ;  courage.  3056.  R.  5871. 

Vavasour,  n.  3*S.  See  the  note. 

Vauwtous,  n.  Fr.  A  boaster.  T.  iL  724. 

Vbckr,  n.  Itau  An  old  woman.  R.  4286.  4485. 

Vbi.ve-rlode,  n.  lilood  drawn  from  a  rein.  2749. 

Vrndable,  adj.  Fr.  To  be  sold.  R.  5804. 

Vbnrrie,  n.  Fr.    Hunting.  166.  2310. 

Vbnob,  r.  Fa.  To  revenge.  M.  112,  col.  1,  L  58. 

Vrnimb.  n.  Fr.  Poison ;  venom.  2753. 

Vbntochino,  tu  Fr.  Capping.  2749. 

Vbr.  n.  Lat.  The  Spring.  T.  i.  157- 

Vsrambnt,  adv.  Fr.  Truly.  13643. 

Vkray,  adj.  Fr.  True.  6786. 

Vkrdborbsb,  n.  Fr.  Verd  du  gri$.  The  rust  of  brass ;  so 

called  from  its  colour,  a  grey  preen.  16258. 
Vknditk,  n.  Fr.   Judgement ;'  sentence.  780.  A.  F.  503. 
Vbrokr,  n.  Fr.    A  garden.  R.  .Kil8.  3831. 
Vbrmkilb,  adj.  Fr.  Of  a  vermilion  colour.  R.  3645. 
VsRMBLET,  adj.  C.  L.  14?.  as  Vbrmbilk. 
Yrrnaok.  96BI.  See  the  note. 

Verniclf,  n.  6H7.  diminutive  of  Feronike.  Fr.  A  copy  In 
miniature  of  the  picture  of  Christ,  which  is  supposed  to 
have  been  miraculously  imprinted  upon  a  handkerchief, 
preserved  in  the  church  of  St  Peter  at  Rome.  Du  Cange. 
in  v.  Veronica.  Madox,  Form.  Angl.  p.  428.  Tt  stain. 
Joh.  do  Nevill.  an.  1386.  Item  Domino  Archiepiscopo 
Eborum/ratri  meo  i.  vest  imen  turn  rubeum  de  velvet  cum 
le  verouike  (r.  veronike)  in  granit  rosarum  desupcr 
brnndata  (r.  broudata).  It  was  usual  for  persons  return- 
ing from  pilgrimages  to  bring  with  them  certain  tokens 
of  the  several  places  which  fhey  had  visited  ;  and  there- 
fore the  Pardoner,  who  is  just  arrived  from  Rome,  is 
represented  with  a  vernicle,  tewed  upon  his  cappe.  See 
P.  P.  28.  b. 

An  hundred  amples  on  hys  hatte  setfe, 

Sy/rnes  of  Sinay  and  shelles  of  *  Valicc, 

And  many  a  crouch  on  his  cloke  and  kayes  of  Rome, 

And  thr  verniclk  before,  for  men  should  knoice 

And  se  by  hys  signet,  whom  he  sought  hadde. 

VanNisH,  v.  Fr.  To  varnish.  4147. 

Vkrrb,  n.  Fr.   Glass.  T.  ii.  8C7. 

VKRsiKfouR,  n.  Fa.  A  maker  of  verses;  a  poet.  M.  116. 
col.  2, 1.  45. 

Vshtvlrs,  adj.   Without  efficacy.  T.  ii.  344. 
Vkrti'ous,  adj.  Fr.   Active;  efficacious.  251. 
Vkshkm.,  n.  Fr.  Vaisselle.   Plate.  14154.  14.310. 
IToi.y,  adj.  Sax.   Horrid  ;  frightful.  8549. 
VrAOK,  n.  Fr,   A  journey  by  sea  or  land.  77.  794. 
Vicary,  n.  Lat.   A  vicar.  17333. 


*  MS.  Gules.  Perhaps  it  should  be  Gaikr.  See  ver.  408. 


Vicb,  n.  Fr.  The  newel,  or  taprjght  otntra  of  4  winding 
■  staircase.  C.  D.  1*10. 

Vwu>a,  a.  Pr.  The  ere  of  a  festival.  3?9l— It*  wake,  or 
watching  of  a  dead  body.  T.  v.  305.  See  then,  on  Ter.  2MB. 

Vioun,  n.  Lit.  at  Vkhlb.  6138. 

Vila  ma,  **  Fjl  Any  thing  unbecoming  a  gentleman.  70. 
#733. 

VntpLxift,  adj.  Lat.  Full  of  wins.  6049.  7513. 

Virblayb,  tu  Fa.  11260.  "  A  round,  freeman*  Bag." 
Cotgrave.  There  is  a  particular  description  of  a  Virioi. 
tn  the  Jardin  de  plaisance.  fol.  xii.  where  ft  makei  tac 
decima  sexto'  species  Ehetorice  Gallicanc 

Viroilb,  pr.  n.  7101.  L.  W.  924.  F.  i.  449. 

VnuoB,  v.  Fr.  To  front ;  to  face  a  thing.  10147. 

Viae,  n.  1987.  In  MS.  A.  veze.  Perhaps  we  should  read 
rest,  a  Saxon  word  signifying  violence,  impetuosity.  See 
T.  iv.  350.  where  (according  to  Gloss.  Ur.)  instead  of  rap 
some  M8S.  haver«e#;  and  the  ProL  to  the  Contin.  o/tke 
Cant  T.  ver.  498. 548,  If  this  correction  be  admitted,  *e 
must  also  read  in  the  next  line  rese  for  rise,  with  348.  A. 

Vitaillb,  n.  Fr.  Victuals.  3551.  7935. 

Vitbllon,  pr.  n.  10546.  See  the  note. 

Unrxtidb,  v.  Sax.  To  fail  to  happen.  Bo.  v.  pr.  6. 

Unbodie,  v.  Sax.  To  leave  the  body.  T.  v.  1549. 

Ukbokbl.  r.  Fr.  To  unbuckle;  to  open.  17337. 

Uncb,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  Ounce.  16722.  16734. 

Uncommitted,  part  pa.  A.  F.  618.  OJice  uncommitted  of 
anoyeth.  Compare  ver.  16534, 5. 

Unoonnino,  parr.  pr.  Ignorant  2395. 

a.  Ignorance.  B.K.  608. 

Uncoybnablb,  adj.  Inconvenient.  Bo.  It.  pr.  6> 

Ukcouplb,  r.  To  go  loose ;  Metaphor  from  hounds.  14420. 

Uxcoupunge,  n.  Letting  loose.  Du.  377- 

Uif couth,  part.  pa.  Unknown.  See  Corra.— UncommMi ; 
not  vulgar;  elegant  10598.  T.  iii.  1803.  F.L.276.G.D.U. 

U  if  couth  l  y,  adv.  Uncommonly.  R.  564. 

Undepartable,  adj.  Not  capable  of  departing.  B.hr.pr.3- 

Undbrfono,  r.  Sax.  To  undertake.  R.  5709. 

Undbrorowb,  part.  pa.  Undergrown ;  of  a  low  stature.  1A 

Ukdbrlino,  n.  Sax.  An  inferior.  P.  164,  00L 1,  L  13. 

Undbrmelr,  n.  Sax.  6457.  See  the  note.  Upon  further 
consideration,  1  am  rather  inclined  to  believe,  that 
undermele  signifies  the  time  after  the  meal  of  dinner; 
the  afternoon.  Ukdbrmblb.  Postmeridies.  Prompt  Parr. 

Undkrn,  n.  Sax.  The  third  hour  of  the  artificial  dtv; 
nine  of  the  clock.  A.  M.  15228.  See  the  n.  on  ver.  81* 
Till  it  was  uxdkrnb  hygh,  and  more.  Conf.  Am.  103.  b. 

Unoernome,  pa.  t.  of  Unobrnimb,  v.  Sax.  Took  up;  re- 
ceived. 15711. 

Underpight,  pa.  t.  See  Pioht.  lie  dranke,  and  ted  hit 
girdel  underpight.  5309.  llo  drank,  and  stuffed  hn 
girdle  well. 

Undkrspore,  r.  Sax.  To  raise  a  thing,  by  patting  a nv"« 

or  polo,  under  it.  34T>5. 
Undkrstoxde,  part.  pa.  Understood.  4940.  9559.  J 
Undo,  v.  Sax.   To  unfold.  R.  9. 

Undoubtous,  adj.    Undoubted.  B.  v.pr.  1.  Indvhitata- 

Orig.  See  Doirroua, 
Unkschuablb,  adj.  Sax.  Unavoidable.  Bo.  v.  pr.  1.  /a* 

vitabili.  Orig. 
Unbhb,  n.   Uneasiness.  C.  D.  867. 
Un-rth.  Un-bthbs,  adv.  Sax.  Scarcely ;  not  easily.  312*. 

7685.  I 
Unfamous,  adj.   Unknown.  F.  iii.  56. 
Uxfestliche,  adj.   Not  suitable  to  a  feast  10*80.  1 
Unoodely,  adj.  Uncivil ;  ungcnteel.  R.  3741.  That  In' Mi 

holde  hire  ungodely.  Orig.   Queje  ne  tcnisse  a  rilainf. 
Unorbarlr,  adj.   Unpleasant ;  disagreeable.  Bo.  i.  n>.  I. 

tngratas.  Orig. 
T'xhrlk,  n.  Sax.  Misfortune.  12050.  j 
Unhide,  v.   To  discover.  R.  2168.  | 
Unjoins,  v.   To  separate;  to  disjoin.  Bo.  Hi.  pr.  12.  , 
Unkindely,  adv.   Unnaturally.  12419. 
Unks'owablk,  adj.  Incapable  of  being  known.  Bo.  ii.  w.7«  ( 

Igncrabiles.  Orig. 
Unlettbd,  part.  pa.   Undisturbed.  C.  D.  1829. 
Unlovkn,  t».  To  cease  loving.  T.  v.  1697- 
UNLrsT,  n.  Dislike.  P.  102,  col.  1, 1. 9.  I 
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tons,  n.  Cowardice.  T.  i.  825. 
rv,  adj.  Unable.  T.  ii.  848. 
iau  adj.  Unequal.  Bo.  liL  pr.  1.  Impar.  (trig* 
•.So.  To  unlock.  T.  liL  699- 
a,  oatf.  Cruel.  Bo.  L  id.  1.  Impia. 
,  v.   To  unfold.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  8  " 
m.  Want  of  rest.  6686.— Uneasiness ;  trouble.  Jtiitf. 
>  adj    Unquiet  T.  v.  1354. 
;  n.  Wrong.  8675. 
idj.   Unsteady.  8871. 
cm,  *>   Not  science.  Bo.  v.  pr.  3. 
adj.   Unhappy.  4208.  15938. 
tart,  pa.  Not  appointed.  1526. 
-a,  pa.  t  Opened.  9921. 

clly,  adv.  Sax.  Without  reason.  Bo.  iii.  pr.  6. 
d.  Orig. 

ua>,  part.  pa.   Unslacked.  16274. 

•.  part  pa.  Having  had  no  sleep.  C.  D  1834. 

adj.  Hard.  9698. 

ipnb,  adj.  Uncelebrated.  Bo.  i.  pr.  3.  In  Celebris. 

»,  part  pa.   Unbolted.  R.  2654. 

:*b\blb,  adj.    Inexhaustible.  Bo  ii.  pr.  7.  fnex- 

:  orig. 

:hbd,  part  pa.  Unsatisfied.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  6.  Inex- 
.  Orig. 

cibnt.  adj    Insufficient  10351. 
L,  v.  To  fall  after  swelling.  T.  iv.  1 146. 
a,  n.   No  thanks ;  iU-wiU.  4080.  T.  v.  699. 
rep.  Sax.  To  ;  unto.  214. 
n.  An  unseasonable  time.   P.  171,  col.  2, 1.  20. 
dv.  Sax.   Until.  A.  F.  647- 
kd,  part.  pa.  Not  tied  in  a  tress,  or  tresses,  2291. 

tBLE,  adj.  Not  admitting  any  treaty.  Bo.  ii.  pr  8. 
i  inexorabile.  Orig.  flsAfjuw  sumevxr*. 
k  for  Untrustb,  v.  To  mistrust.  T  iii.  841 . 
,  n.  Distrust.  10080. 

i,  n.  Want  of  usage.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  ^  Insolent  in  Orig. 

,  part.  pa.  Unforeseen.  4847  Uo6U 

,  adj.   Unwieldy.  3884.  R.  35a 

ibd,  part.  pa.    Unspotted.  5344.  15605. 

*o,  part.  pr.    Not  knowing.    Unwehng  of  this 

n.  11248.  Dorigen  not  knowing  of  this. 

voly,  adv.  Ignorantly.  12420. 

part.  pa.   Unknown.  T.  Ii.  1294.  Unujist  of  him. 
t  being  unknown  to  him. — Not  knowing.  T.  ii.  1400. 
t.   Want  of  wit.  16553. 
,  r.  Sax.  To  be  ignorant  Bo.  v.  pr.  6. 

v.  To  uncover.  T.  L  859. 
ts,  part  pa.   Not  having  yielded.  2644  2736. 
.  Fa.  To  remove.  8786.  10502.— To  quit ;  to  make 
.  8682.  9689. 

neut  To  depart ;  to  go  away.  11462.  T.  ii.  912. 
part.  pa.   Removed.  11507.  11613. 

adj.  Fk.   Light;  giddy.  17188  It.  1284. 
a,  n.  Fr.   Wild  fowls ;  game.  13002. 
:b,  n.  Fa.  Will.  R.  5276. 

iK,  n.  A  woman's  cap.  3241.  A  night-cap.  43M. 
ta.  Kbrchbr.  Terittrum.  Prompt  Par  v.  But 
rum  signifies  properly  a  veil.   See  Du  Cange  In  v. 

v.  Fa.  Vouch,  n  sauf.  11885.  To  vouchsafe. 
eth  sauf.  11355.  Vouch  wife  ye.  As  ye  have  made 
t,  the  king  vouches  it  bavx.  P.  L  260. 
t.  Sax.  Upon.  Ther  lith  on  up  my  wombe  and  up 
td  4288.  There  lieth  one  upon  my  belly  and  upon 
sd.  Up  pet  inc.  1709.  2545.  Upon  pain.  Upp.nl. 
Upon  peril. 

.  Sax.  Up  on  lond.  704.   Up  in  the  country.  Up 

7U  1379.  164»93.  P.  151,  col.  2, 1.  53.   Upside  down. 

nde  was  tourned  up  so  doun.   Conf.  Am.  37.  159. 

mdare  up.  T.  iii.  549.  An  elliptical  expression, 

ch  it  is  not  easy  to  give  the  precise  meaning. 

romp.  d.   Higher.  F.  ii.  376. 

pa.  t.  of  UniKva,  v.  Sax.  Heaved  up.  2430. 

to,  n.  Sax.  Accumulation.  Bo.  ii.  pr.  3.  Cumulum. 

dv.  6064.   lie  had  upon  a  courtpey  of  grene.  He 


'  had  na  a  courtepy.  Ac  Or  perhaps  it  is  an  elliptical 
expression  for  He  had  upon  him.  See  ver.  6141. 

UppaftBST,  adj.  super  I.   Highest  Bo.  i.  pr.  1. 

Upright,  adj.  Sax.  Strait  Upright  as  .a  bolt  3264. 
£trait  as  an  arrow.  It  is  applied  indifferently  to  persons 
lying,  as  well  as  standing.  4264. 6350.  13246.  13541.  14^)9. 
15048. 

Urchok,  n.  A  hedge-hog.  R.  3135. 
Una,  n.  Fa.   Fortune ;  destiny.  B.  K.  152.  C.  L.  634. 
Uhkd,  adj.   Fortunate.    Wei  ured.  C.  IX  144. 
Uh/.gk,  ii.  Fr.  Experience ;  practice.  2450. 
.  UbANT,  part.  pr.  Fa.   Using  ;  accustomed.  3938.  P.  163, 
col.  2,  L  14. 

;  Uttkr,  comp.  if.  of  Out,  adv.  Sax.  Outward ;  more  out 
j     15966.  T.  iii.  665. 

I  Uttkrrstk,  super L  d.   Uttermost  8663. 

Uttrrly,  adv.  Fr.  OultreemenL  Thoroughly;  entirely. 
I     8829.  L.  W.  1488. 

I  Uttrxn,  inf.  m.  of  Utter,  v.  Sax.  To  publish  lfcKh?. 
I   pr.  t.  pi.  6103.   Give  out ;  sell. 


Wads,  pr.  n.  929a    See  the  note— See  also  Cnmbden. 
Brit  907-  an<l  Charlton's  HUt  of  Whitby,  p  40. 

,    r  Sax.    Lat.    To  puns  through  water,  without 

swimming.  7666.— To  pass  generally.  9558.  14415.  q.  ? 
Waf brars,  n.  pi.  Sellers  of  wafers ;  a  sort  of  dikes*.  U'413. 
Wapourrs,  n.  pi.   Wafers ;  a  sort  of  cake*.  Xtyk 
;  Wauxt.  3321.   See  the  note.   But,  upon  the  whole,  I  bo- 
1     lieve  that  a  light  waget  should  be  understood  to  inc:iu  a 
I     light  blue  colour. 

I  Waimbntixu,  n.  Sax.   Lamentation.  904  997- 
Waimk,  a.  8ax.    A  waggon.  Bo.  iv.  in.  I. 
Waitb,  v.  Fr.  To  watch.  3295. 
Wax  a,  v.  Sax.   To  watch.  7482.  C.  D.  1904. 
Walachik,  pr.  n.   Walachla.  Du  10x4. 

IWala  wa,  or  Wa  la  wa,  interj.  Sax.   Woe !  alas !  946. 
See  the  note.  Wa  la  tea  the  white  !  4790.  Alas  the  time! 
,  Walnotk.  n.  Sax.  A  walnut,  i.  e.  a  French,  or  foreign  nut 
I     F.  iii  191. 

Walwb,  v.  Sax.  To  tumble  about ;  to  wallow.  6667  6684 
i  Walwino,  part.  pr.  3616. 
1  Wan,  pa.  t.  of  Win,  v.  Sax.  Gained.  444.  705ft 

Wane,  v.  Sax.  To  decrease.  2080.  3027. 
I  Wang,  n.  Sax.  A  cheek-tooth.  4028. 
j  Wangsr,  n.  Sax.  A  support  for  the  cheek  ;  a  pillow.  1 J840. 
I  Wanhopb,  n.  Sax.   Despair.  1251.  P.  172,  col.  !. 1.  21. 
j  Wantrust,  n.  Sax.   Distrust  1723a 

Wapbu,  part.  pa.  Sax.  Stupefied.   An.  217* 

Waroboorps,  n.  Fr.   Body  guard.  5941. 

Wardkin.m.  Fr.   A  warden  if  a  College.  3997.— A  Ruard. 
T.  iii.  666.—  A  keeper  of  a  gate.  T.  v.  1177-  Wahijkimh, 
j     pi.  Guards;  watchmen.  0788. 

I  Wardbrxrb,  44>99.  perhaps  a  corruption  of  the  Fr.  Guide 
j     a  mere. 

I  Ward ropb,  n.  Fr.   Garderobe.  A  house  of  office.  13502. 

Warianolbs.  699a  See  the  note ;  and  Cotgrave,  in  v.  Pie 
I     and  Enprouee,  where  he  explains  "  the  Wariangle  to  be 
a  small  Woodpecker,  black  and  white  of  colour,  and  but 
halfe  as  big  as  the  ordinary  given  one." 
Warick,  Waruh,  r.  Fa.    To  heal.  1284X1— r.  neut.  To 

recover  from  sickness.  M.  107,  col.  1, 1.  22. 
Wabibon.  n.  R.  1537.  seems  to  be  put  for  Reward.  Son 
I     merite.  Orig.  Warymn.  Donotivum.  Prompt  Parv. 
Warmb.  v.  Sax.   To  caution ;  to  apprize.  894a  16058.— To 

refuse.  R.  3652.  3730. 
Warnbstork,  i».   To  furnish  ;  to  store.  M.  1 13,  cot  1 , 1. 23L 
|  Warrib,  v.  Sax.  To  abuse ;  to  speak  evil  of.  4782.  T.  U.  1619. 
I  Wabhbn,  part.  pa.  of  Wash,  v.  Sax.  3311. 
Wastrl-bbsdb.  147.    Cake-bread;  Bread  made  of  the 

finest  flower ;  from  the  Fa.  Oasteau,  a  cake. 
Waviour,  »i.  Fr.  A  spoiler.  94oa 
!  Watb,  r.  Sax.  To  know.  R.  531*9. 

,  Watrrino  or  Seimt  Thomas.  828.  A  place/br  wttcring 
|     horses,  I  suppose,  a  little  out  of  the  borough  of  South- 
I     wark,  in  the  road  to  Canterbury.  The  same  place,  1 
apprehend,  was  afterwards  called  St.  Thomas  a  Water- 
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ings,  probably  from  torn*  chapel  dedicated  to  that  Saint* 
It  was  a  place  of  execution  in  Q,.  Elisabeth's  time.  Wood. 
Ath.Oxon.  L  899. 

Watlynob  mm  P.  1L  431.  An  old  street  in  London. 

Wave,  pa.  t.  of  Weave,  r.  Sax.  Wore.  L.  W.  2353. 

Wawi,  n.  Sax.  A  wave.  1980. 

Way,  n.  Sax.  is  often  pat  for  the  time  in  which  a  certain 
space  can  be  passed  through.  A  furlong  way.  3837. 4197. 
A  mile  way.  13806.  Any  short  time.— ,4*  the  teste  wey 
16144.  seems  to  signifle  no  more  than  At  the  lest.  4438. 
At  least— A  devil  way.  3138.  7824.  A  twenty  devil  way. 
3713.  4255.  16250. 

 adv.  Away.  Do  way.  3287*  15955.  Do  away ;  put 

away. 

Ways,  v.  Sax.  To  weigh.  L.  W.  398.— To  press  with  weight. 

L.  W.  1786. 
Wsbbe,  n.  Sax.  A  weaver.  364. 

Wbddb,  n.  Sax.  A  pawn,  or  pledge.  To  wedde.  1220. 
13353.  For  a  pawn.  And  leyde  to  wkddb  Normandie. 
R.  G.  393. 

Wsdb,  n.  Sax.   Clothing ;  appareL  8739.  Under  wede. 

13845.  See  the  note;  and  R.  6359.  where  Under  wede 

seems  to  signifie  simply  In  my  clothing. 

 n.  Sax.  A  weed ;  an  useless  herb.  T.  i.  947. 

Weheb.  A  word  to  express  the  neighing  of  a  horse.  4064. 

P.  P.  36  b. 

Wktts,  v.  Sax.  To  forsake.  17127.  17341— To  decline ;  to 

refuse.  T.  ii.  284. 
—  v.  neut.  To  depart  9357.  10298. 
Weiybd,  part  pa.  Departed.  4728. 
Weke,  v.  Sax.  To  grow  weak.  T.  iv.  1144. 
 adj.  Sax.  Weak.  889. 

Wax,  adv.  Sax.  Well ;  in  a  good  condition.  4372.  Wax 
was  the  winch*,  with  him  mighte  met*.  C  D.  270.  Wax 
wans  they,  that  thider  might  twin.  It  is  joined  to 
other  adverbs  and  adjectives,  as  full  and  right  are ;  and 
still  more  frequently  to  verbs;  in  the  sense  of  the 
Fa.  bien. 

Welds,  v.  Sax.  To  govern ;  to  wield.  7529.  14583. 
Wsxdy,  adj.  Sax.  Active.  T.  IL  636. 
Wble,  adv.  for  Wbx.  928.  2233. 

 n.  Sax.  Wealth  ;  prosperity.  3103.  4595.  9166. 

Wklkpul.  adj.  Productive  of  happiness.  4871* 
Wble  fulness,  n.  Sax.  Happiness.  Bo.  it.  pr.  8. 
Welke,  pa.  L  of  Walk,  r.  Sax.  Walked.  C.  D.  828. 
Welkbd,  part  pa.  of  Welke,  v.  Sax.  Withered  ;  mouldy. 

5859.  12672. 
Welkin,  n.  Sax.  The  sky.  9000. 

Well,  n.  Sax.  A  spring.  7924.  Well  of  vices.  4743.— of 
perfection.  5689 — of  alle  gentillesse.  10819. 

Wkllb,  v.  Sax.   To  flow,  as  from  a  spring.  T.  Iv.  709. 

Wei.mkth.  R.  1561.  seems  to  be  put  for  Welleth  ; 
Springeth. 

Wbi.tb.  pa.  t.  of  Welds.  14016. 

Wel  thbwed,  adj.  Sax.  Endowed  with  good  qualities. 
Bo.  iv.  pr.  6. 

Wsxwilly,  adj.  Sax.  Favourable ;  propitious.  T.  iii.  1963. 
Wemmk,  n.  Sax.  A  spot ;  a  fault  10435.  R.  930.  Without 

wemmb.  P.  P.  98  b. 
Wench e,  n.  Sax.  A  young  woman.  4165.  It  is  sometimes 

used  in  an  opprobrious  sense.  100/6.  I  am  a  gentil  woman 

and  no  wenche. 
Wb.vd  for  Wbned,  pa.  t.  of  Wene.  Thought ;  intended. 

3693.  42.17.  Wenden,  pi.  T.  iv.  683.  724. 
Wende,  v.  Sax.  To  go.  21.  1393. 

 n.  Sax.  Guess ;  conjecture.  B.  K.  463.  perhaps 

for  Wene. 

Wenx,  n.  Sax.  Guess;  supposition.   Without  en  wene.  R. 

574.  732.  Not  by  supposition  ;  certainly. 

 v.  Sax.   To  think  ;  to  suppose.  2197.  5893. 

Went,  part.  pa.  of  Wende.  Gone.  3665.  13470. 

Wentk,  Wpnt,  pa.  t.  of  Wende.  78.  257.    Went  at  horde. 

6110.   Lived  as  a  boarder.   Wbntbn,  pi.  822. 
Went,  n.  A  way ;  a  passage,  T.  iii.  7«8.  F.  i.  182. — A 

turn,  in  walking.  T.  ii.  815.  T.  v.  605.  In  bed.  T.  ii.  63. 

 v.  F.  L.  150.  for  Wakt. 

Wbp,  pa.  t.  of  Wepk,  v.  Sax.   Wept  2R23. 
fc/BPEi.Y.  adj.  Sax.   Causing  tears.  Be  iii.  m.  12. 


Wbpew,  m.  Sax.  A  weapon.  1593. 
Wbeche.  n.  4  v.  as  Weeks. 

Wbub  for  Wbbbw,  ind.  m.  pa.  U  pL  of  Am,  v.  Sax.  18.  41 
It  is  sometiraee  used  for  Had,  according  to  the  Prases 
custom,  with  reflected  verbs.  12595.  Tkise  riuio%ra- 
Wbkb  tet  hem  in  a  taveme  for  to  drLnke^S  remm 
mis,  s'BTOfENT  ass  is. 

 tubj.  m.  pa.  t.  sing.  89.  As  it  were.  148.  Ifbn  «/ 

hem  were.  U8B.  Whether  she  were.  2115.  WertiLWL 
it  were  a  game. 

 v.  Sax,  To  wear.  2177.  2950.— To  defend.  X5L 

 n.  Fa.  Querre.  Confusion.  His  herU  in  neks 

Webb  is  set.  R.  5699.  Bon  cueur  a  my*  en  teJ  oonta 
Orlg.  5289.  L.  W.  2675.  And  in  a  wekb  gmnlwaasai 
with  myself  to  dispute.  P.  P.  54.  b> 

 n.  Sax.   A  wear,  for  catching  fish.  T.  iii.  35. 

A.F.  138. 

WiaiN,  pa.  t.  pL  of  Am,  v.  Sax.  28, 9.  Were. 
Wxkke,  n.  Sax.  Work.  3311.  12274.  Webxb«,bJ.  MM. 

 v.  Sax.  To  work.  3133.  3530, 1. 

Webnb,  v.  5915.  as  Warns. 

Wkbkb,  n.  Fa.  War.  47.  1673.  In  T.  v.  1382.  ttsssssts 

be  used  as  Warns. 
Wsaasis,  v.  Fa.    To  make  war  against  1546.  10S4. 

14338. 

Wsaas,  comp.  d.  of  III,  adv.  Sax.  Worse.  4348.  5753. 

 comp.  d.  of  Bad.  adj.  Sax.  Worse.  1226.  SJJU 

Webste,  superL  d.  of  Bad.  Worst  9094.  13091. 
Wbry,  adj.  Sax.  Weary.  4105.  4934. 
Wash,  pa.  t.  of  Wash,  e.  Sax.   Washed.  2285.  4871 
Wbstrbk,  inf.  m.  v.  Sax.    To  tend  toward  tbs  Wat 

T.ii.  906. 
Wets,  adj.  Sax.  Wet.  2903. 

 v.  Sax.  To  wet  T.  iii.  1121. 

 v.  Sax.  To  know.  7096.  10305. 

Wbtheb,  n.  Sax.  The  weather.  1036&— A  esstrstod  is*. 

3542.  T.  iv.  1374. 
Wetino,  n.  Sax.  Knowledge.  1613.  6231. 
Wbve,  v.  Sax.  To  weave.  L.  W.  2341. 
 v.  Sax.  To  put  off;  to  prevent  T.  ii  1050,  8n 

Weive. 

Wbx,  pa.  t  of  Waxs,  or  Wexe,  v.  Sax.  Waxed ;  grew.4Bl 
Wbxinq,  parLpr.  Increasing.  208a 
Weyedbn,  pa.  t.  pL   Weighed.  456.   See  Ways. 
What,  pron.  interrog.  Sax.  is  often  used  by  itself. 

of  interjection.  856.  What  ?  welcome  be  the  cuUt.-UT? 

What?  Nicholas!  what  howt  man!— 3491.  What? 

thinke  on  God.— See  also  3900.  6496.  7820. 

—  pron.  indef.  Something.  A  little  what.  Bo.  Iv.  F  *- 
yitxen  rt.  What  for  love  and  for  distress.  1455.  Partly 
for  love  and  partly  f.  d.  See  3965.  4441,  2.  F.  ii.  43.  VtU 
ye  what  t  10305.  17031.  Do  ye  know  something?  St  tOa 
what.  F.  iii.  651.   Nor  any  thing  else.         «AA*  «• 

—  when  joined  to  a  n.  subst.  (either  expressed  or  un- 
derstood) is  a  mere  adj  answering  to  Qualis.  Lat.  Qwi. 
Fa.  40,  41.  What  they  weren.  1705.  What  tun  xhtj 
were.— What  so.  524. 6873.  What  that.  5602. 71 13.  Wh**" 
soever. 

Whbdea,  conj.  Sax.   Whether.  983a  15141. 

Whelm,  v.  Sax.  T.  1. 139.  To  sink  ;  to  depress.  Wbsv 
myn  a  vesselx.  Supprimo.  Prompt  Parv. 

Whennxs,  adv.  Sax.   Whence.  12269. 

Wher,  conj.  Sax.  Whether.  7032.  10893. 

  adv.  Sax.   Where.  423.  899. 

.  in  composition,  signifies  Which.    See  Haas  ta& 

Thee.  Wherefore.  8533.  Wherein.  13732.  Wherthrwfk. 
R.  3733.  Wherwith.  304.— or  What,  when  used  intaro- 
gatively.    Wherof.  5654.    Wherwith.  5713. 

Whether,  adj.  Sax.   Which  of  two.  1858.  68'6. 

Whette,  part.  pa.  of  Whet,  t».  Sax.  Sharpened.  T.  v,17» 

Which  a.  pron.  rel.  Sax.  Who.  16482.  Whom.  13061- 
adj.  What;  what  sort  of.  2677.  5621.  6875. 

While,  n.  Sax.  Time.  In  this  mene  while.  7^7.  lnthe 
mean  time.— WW  he  might  quite  hire  while.  5004.  Ho* 
he  might  requite  her  time,  pains,  5xc.  L.  W.  225.  R« 
1542.  God  canful  wel  your  while  quite.  So  MS.  Hunter 

Whilerb,  adv.  Sax.   Some  time  before.  16796. 

Whilke,  adj.  Sax.  Which.  4076.  4169. 
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adv.  Sax.  Once,  vn  a  time-  801.  9I2U 

.Rax.  To  alter  a  plaintive  cry.  5J>rt8.  Son  An  lift, 

^  Rax.   Fair;  ■pecSoua,  T+  ill.  J. 

To  grow  white-  T-  v.  ?76\ 
n,  inttrroff.  Sax-  1350.  14S& 
7f n.  en.  ri«^. 

n.  rW.  Sit  3154,  It  Is  jumcraUy  expressed  by  t hat 

sen.  ea,  ring*  7908.  9tH7. 

m.  *iKf</l  T.  iiL  2U8- 

reitAm  irott ,  fAr  rwmf  tuvtiofker 

t£Cf  theptOpUt  A*  WHOftAVTil.  AdA?«flH#. 

<if  trA(j  wjrfJk  Meeftm  to  be  equivalent  to  *#  on* 
rrtjf.  sis*  Pu,  559.  In  Bo*  111  pr.  £  tba  tame 
la  uwd  to  m  traduce  a  fuller  explanation  of  a 
;  as  we  mljfht  uac—That  it  to  ja*,~Wao  ao.  743. 
hat  807-  Whosoever.  In  ver.  4390.  there  1*  & 
which  t  know  not  bow  to  explain  grammatically* 
rrtptke  n'ieU  who  wa*  wito.  8w  al  w  C.  D+  1305,(L 
™,  a£fr.  Sax.  Widely ;  for  and  Dear.  455*.  T.  lit 
tf^m.  162, 

a.  p{.  Sax-  The  fate*,  or  destinies;  Parem. 
18. 

ax.  A  wife.  2260. — A  woman.  6580. 

,  n.  Sax.  The  state  of  a  wife.  10064. 

ad/.  Sax.  Unmarried.  9118.  9124. 

1j.  Sax.  Becoming  a  wife.  8305. 

i.  Sax.  A  person,  male  or  female.  2106.  13917. 

I  small  space  of  time.  4281.— Weight  T.  ii.  J 385. 

b.  3484.   Wttch  clbpyd  hyght  mark.  Epialtes. 

.  Parv. 

/.  Sax.  Actlre ;  swift  4084.  14273.  Qfhem  thai 

ver  and  wioht.  Con/.  Am.  177  b. 

n.  pi.  Witches.  3479.  See  the  note. 

for  Wbxb.  T.  ii.  1273. 

Fr.    A  wicket  9919. 
ftj.  Sax.  Wicked.  5448.  1542a 
St.  Amour,  pr.  n.  R  6763.  A  doctor  of  the  Bor- 
i  the  xmth  Century,  who  took  a  principal  part 
ispute  between  the  University  of  Paris  and  the 
can  Friers.  See  Moreri,  in  v. 
Jj.  Sax.  Favourable.  B.  K.  628. 
Wills*,  pi.  n.  of  Wills,  v.  Sax.  6870.  12848. 

Sax.   To  desire.  2566. 

n.  Fa.  A  covering  for  the  neck.  It  is  distin. 
from  a  veil,  which  covered  the  head  also.  R.  3864. 

Wering  a  vaile,  instede  of  wimple, 
At  nonnet  don  in  hir  abbey. 

a.  Fa.  OuindaL   An  engine  to  raise  stones,  arc. 

Sax.  To  turn  round.  6684. 
i  Winds;  To  go.  R.  2055. 
aps.  16993.  See  the  note, 

t.  3674.  r.  Sax.   To  gain.  715.  7003.   To  winne  to. 
To  attain.  See  L.  W.  2416. 

Sax.  To  worry.  R  6264. 
Sax.   Certainly.  11780.  See  Ywm 
3ax.   Manner.  1663.  T.  it  921. 
tv.  Sax.   Certainly.  1865.  39!*. 

Sax.  To  teach;  to  direct  6*90.  6991.  8o  God 
r.  744a    So  may  God  direct  me.  Wyssyn  or 

Dirigo.  Prompt  Parv. 
1. 1.  of  Wiktr,  r.  Sax.   Knew.  1158.  8890. 
Rax.   To  know.  9614.  R.  7661  —To  blame.  10051. 
To  impute  to.    Witt  it  the  ale  of  Southward 
npute  it  to  the  a.  o.  8.— or,  Blaine  the  a.  0.  S.  for 
L 

3ax.   Blame.  16421. 

rp.  Sax.  is  used  in  the  sense  of  bp.  4895.  Was 
Uon/rette ;  was  devoured  by  the  lion. — In  with 
fjht.  9460.  In  with  hire  bosom.  9818.  Within  hie 
bin  hire  b.—  With  meschance.  5316.  7797.  With  , 
ire  and  with  misaventure.  6916.  With  torweand 
etchance.  44 10.  With  torwe.  5890.  5922.  are  1 
of  the  same  import  as  God  peve  him  meschance. 
UmI  peve  me  tor  tee.  5733.  They  are  all  to  be  eon- 
as.  parenthetical  curses,  used  with  more  or  less 
ices.  And  so  are  the  following  phrases.  With 


evil  prefe.  5829.  With  hards  grace.  7810.  With  sorp 
grace.  12810. 

Withholds,  v.  Sax.  To  stop.  14002. 

Withholds*,  Withhold,  part.  pa.  Retained ;  detained. 
513.  M.  107,  col.  2,  L  30.  15813. 

W1TH8AIN,  in/,  as.  of  Wrra say,  v.  Sax.  1142. 

WfTHSAYs,  WrrassYB,  v.  Sax.  To  contradict ;  to  denie. 
15915.  L.  W.  367. 

WmfssFULLY,  adv.  Sax.  Evidently.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  5. 

Witnbssb,  n.  Sax.  Testimony ;  a  witness.  Witness*  on 
Mida.  6533.    Witnette  on  Mathew.  12568. 

Wrrrs,  n.  Sax.  Understanding;  capacity.  748.  To  mp 
witte.  11187.  F.  11. 194.  In  my  Judgement. 

Wrrras,  n.  pt  Sax.  The  senses  of  man.  M.  114,  00L  1,  L  61. 

Wivs,  n.  for  Wir.  1862. 

WrvsRB,  n.  Sax.  A  serpent  T.  iti.  1012. 

Wlatbom,  adj.  Sax.  Loathsome.  14542.  15059. 

Wo,  n.  Sax.  Woe ;  sorrow.  1360.  1384.  Wo  were  us,  8015. 
Wher  me  cere  wo.  10893.  are  expressions  derived  from 
the  Saxon  language,  in  which  us  and  me  were  equivalent 
to  noW#  and  mihi,  without  the  addition  of  the  prep.  to. 

 adj.  Sax.  Sorrowful.  R  312.  CL.  32. 

Wo  bsoon.  3372.  3658.  Far  gone  in  woe.  See  Bbooh. 

Wods,  Wood,  adj.  Sax.  Mad.  3507.  Violent  3517.  For 
teode.  L.  W.  2409.  F.  ill.  657.  Like  any  thing  mad.  See 
ver.  2952.  Into  the  fire,  that  brent  as  it  were  wood. 

 v.  Sax.  To  grow  mad.  15935.  Bo.  iv.  m.  5. 

Wodswalb,  R.  658.  pr.  n.  of  a  bird.  Widewael.  Bsux 
Oriolut.  KJlian,  According  to  Ray,  our  Witwall  is  a 
sort  of  Wood-pecker.  Synop.  Av.  p.  43. 

Wol,  v.  auxiL  Sax.  To  will.  42.  805.  It  is  used  some- 
times by  itself,  the  injln.  v.  being  understood.  10810.  At 
ths  to  water  wolds  /  i.  e.  would  dittolve  into  w.  1093. 
And  to  thswoodhswol ;  Le.  will  go.  16453.  Fulmanp 
a  man  hath  he  begiled  er  this,  And  tool;  I  a*  will 
begile. 

Wolts,  pa.  t  Would.  144.  Wold  bit,  pi.  4666.— pa.  f.  subj. 
m.  Wolds  God  I  9932,5.  God  wolds/  Du.  665.  814.  O 
that  God  were  willing!  Ne  wolds  God!  11068.  God 
forbid  r 

Wold,  part  pa.  Willed;  been  willing.  M.  107,  00L  1* 

1. 67, 114,  coL  1, 1. 62.  L.  W.  1207. 
Womanhsds,  n.  Womanhood ;  the  virtue  of  a  woman. 

8951. 

Wonds,  v.  Sax.  Wandian.  To  desist  through  fear. 
L.  W.  1185. 

 pa.  t  C.  M.  V.  102.  may  perhaps  be  deduced  from 

Wrwns  ;  to  turn ;  to  bend.  See  T.  i.  257. 

Thcperdeis  bet,  that  bowen  wol  and  wihdb, 
Than  that  that  brest. 

 pa.  t  of  Wows.  Dwelled.  L.  W.  2241. 

Wowdbr,  adj.  Sax    Wonderful.  2U75.  5465. 

Wows,  n.  Sax.  Custom;  usage.  337.  13434.  Du.  475.— 

Habitation.  7687.  13730.— A  heap ;  an  assembly.  R  167& 

L  W.  2159. 

 v.  Sax.  To  dwell.  7745. 

WowBOBX,  pa.t.  pi  Dwelled.  2389. 

Wonsd,  part  pa.  Wont  accustomed.  T.  L511.  Du.  140. 

Woking,  n.  Sax.  A  dwelling.  608. 

WomtB,  part  pa.  of  Winn  a,  r.  Sax.  Won ;  conquered* 

61.  5&— Begotten.  L.  W.  2553 
Wont,  part  pa.  of  Womb.  Accustomed.  Bo.  iv.  pr.  4. 
Wood,  adj.  as  Wods. 
Woodnbss,  n.  Madness.  3452.  1243a 
WoRDLSS,  adj.  Sax.  Speechlcsa.  C.  D.  514. 
Wobldbs,  gen.  c  of  World,  m.  Sax.  is  used  in  the  sense 

of  the  adj.  Worldly.  Everp  worldss  sore.  2851.  Mp 

worldes  bliss.  15206. 
Wort,  n.  Sax.  A  cabbage.  8102.  15227^-New  beer,  in  a 

state  of  fermentation*  16281. 
Worth,  v.  Sax.  To  be ;  to  go.  C.  M.  95.  Wo  worths/  T.  iL 

344 A6.    Unhappy  be!  or  Wo  be  to!— To  olimb:  to 

mount  13681.  T.  it  1011. 
Wost  f or  Wotbst.  1165.  1176.  6144.  Knowest 
Wots,  Wot,  v.  Sax.  To  know.  1 142.  1252,4,5 
Wot,  pa.  t  Knew.  4856. 

Wows  (rather  Woe),  v.  Sax.  To  woo.  T.  t.  791.  L.  W.  124ft> 
11  2 
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Woxe,  pa  U  of  Waxr,  or  Wsxs,  v.  Sax.  Grew.  77UA 
Woxkn,  par*,  pa.  Grown.  T.  v.  1014. 
Wrair,  v.  Sax.  To  betray ;  discover.  T.  ill.  285. 
Wrath  b.v,  inf.  m.  v.  Sax.  To  make  angry.  17029.  P.  148, 
col.  2, 1.  41. 

Wrawb,  adj.  Sax.    Peevish ;  angry.  16905.  Wraws. 

Fro  ward,  onooodly.  Perversus.  Btlosus.  Prompt  Parr. 
W  rawness,  n.  Peevishness.  P.  162,  ooL  1, 1.  8. 
Wray,  v.  11256.  as  Wrair. 
Wrec;<e,  n.  Sax.  Revenue.  14221.  14533. 
Wrenches,  n.  pi.  Sax.  Frauds ;  stratagems.  lf">549. 
Wrkst,  v.  Sax.  To  twist  B.  K.  48.   The  nightingale  with 

so  great  might  hire  voice  began  out  wrest.    To  turn 

forcibly.  T.  iv.  1427. 
Wretch  KB,  Bo.  ii.  pr.  7.  should  probably  be  Wrbtchrd. 
Wrxthxn,  part.  pa.  of  Writhe.  F.  Ii.  57.    Wrethen  in 

fere;  Twisted  together.  In  Urry's  Edit  it  is  printed— 

Within  in  fere. 
Wrbyk,  v.  3503,  7-  as  Wrair. 

Wrjk,  r.  Sax.  To  cover.  7409.  R.  To  tarn;  to 

incline.  17211.  T.  ii.  906. 
Wright,  n.  Sax.  A  workman.  616. 
Wrinjc,  for  Wnikn.  inf.  m.  of  Wrir.  R  6664. 
Wring,  v.  Sax   To  squeeze  so  as  to  express  moisture. 

13706. 

Writhe,  v.  S.  x.  To  twist ;  to  turn  aside.  3283.  T.  It.  906. 
Whithino,  n.  A  turning.  10441. 

Wrongs,  pari.  pa.  of  Wring.  His  hondes  %cronge.T.  iv. 
1171.  Later  writers  have  used  the  same  expression  of 
distress.  I  suppose  it  means  «to  clasp  the  hands,  and 
squeeze  them  strongly  one  against  the  other.  I  do  not 
recollect  a  similar  expression  in  any  other  language. 

Wrotr,  v.  Sax.  To  dig  with  the  snout,  as  swine  do.  P. 
149,  col.  2, 1.  30.  Or  like  a  worm,  that  wroteth  in  a  tree. 
Lydg.  Trag.  33. 

Wrought,  part  pa.  of  Workjs,  v.  Sax.  Made.  11184. 


Y  at  the  beginning  of  many  words,  especially  verbs  and 
participles,  is  merely  a  corruption  of  the  Saxon  Ee, 
which  has  remained  uncorruptcd  in  the  other  collateral 
branches  of  the  Gothic  language.  What  the  power  of  it 
may  have  been  originally,  it  is  impossible,  I  apprehend, 
now  to  determine.  In  Chaucer  it  does  not  appear  to  have 
any  effect  upon  the  sense  of  a  word  ;  so  that  there  seems 
to  be  no  necessity  for  inserting  in  a  Glossary  such  words 
as  pblrtscd.  pgranted,  &c.  which  differ  not  in  significa- 
tion from  blessed,  grunttd,  &c.  Some,  however,  of  this 
sort  are  inserted,  which  may  serve  at  least  to  whew  more 
clearly  the  extent  of  this  practice  in  Chaucer  s  time. 
Several  other  words  are  shortly  explained  under  this 
letter,  of  which  a  more  full  explanation  may  bo  found 
under  their  respective  second  letters. 

Va.  adv.  Sax.  Yea.  3455.  8231.  It  is  used  emphatically 
with  both.  48?/.  Ya,  bathe  pounge  and  olde.  \A\32.  Ye, 
bothe /aire  and  good. 

Yak,  pa.  t.  of  Ykve,  v.  Sax.  Gave.  498.  1.002. 

Yalte  for  Yki.tr.  K.  4904.  Yaltehim.  Yicldeth  himself. 
Se  rend,  Orig. 

Yark,  adj.  Sax.    Ready.  L.  W.  2258. 

Yate,  n.  Sax.    A  gate.  8889. 

Yavb,  pa.  t.  of  Ykve.    Gave  304.  602. 

Y-bk,  )>arl.  pa.  Been.  10*75. 

Y-bkried,  part.  pa.  Buried.  948. 

Y-pktr,  001.    Sec  the  note,  and  R.  837- 

Y-blent,  part.  pa.  of  Blend.  R.  WHO  Blinded. 

Y-blknt,  part.  pa.  of  IW.knihk.  3751.  Shrunk;  started 
aside.    See  the  note  on  vcr.  IiiHO. 

Y-hlint.  part.  pa.  3W»6.  Blinded. 

Y-bore,  part.  pa.  of  Bkke.  XHt.  Rom;  carried. 

Y-nouRDKn,  part.  pa.  Jehtcd   A.  K  589 

Y-brent.  part.  pa.  of  Bhkn.vk.  918.  Burned. 

Y-ciiappkd,  part,  pa.  Furnished  with  chapes.  From 
ehappe.  Fk.  I 

Y-cunTKD,  part.  pa.  R.  '2?X    Wrapped  in  clouts,  or  hiks. 

Y-CoRVkn,  part.  pa.  2oJfl.  Cut.    Set,  Curve*.  , 

V -coupled,  part.  pa.  9095.  I 


Y-crased,  part.  pa.  Du.  334.  Broken. 
Y-dklko,  part.  pa.  7831.  Distributed. 
Y-dight,  part  pa.  T.  v.  541.  Adorned. 
Y-no,  part.  pa.  8536.  Done ;  finished. 
Y-drawr.  part.  pa.  946.  Drawn. 

Ya,  adv.  Sax.  as  Ya.  9212.  Ye  wis.  T.  ii  887.  Ya 
certainly. 

Yrddinqks,  237.  See  the  note.  The  Prompt.  Parv.mksj 

Tedding  to  be  the  same  as  Oeste,  which  it  explain!  Ura. 

Gerst  or  romawsce.  Gestio.  So  that  of  yeddittgansj 

perhaps  mean  of  story-telling. 
Yeor,  part.  pa.  of  Yrdr.  r.  Sax.  Went  13249.  Iff* 
Ybptr,  n.  Sax.   A  gift  9185.   Yrytks,  pL  2900.  91* 
Yeldb,  v.  Sax.  To  yield ;  to  give.  6494.  8719- -To  pu. 

5719.   God  yelde  you  !  7730.   God  reward  yon ! 
Ykllkdkw,  pa.  t.  pi.  of  Yells,  v.  Sax.  15395. 
Yklpr,  v.  Sax.  To  prate ;  to  boast.  2240.  T.  iii.  308. 
Yeltb  for  Yeidkth.  T.  i.  38T 

Ykman,  n.  Sax.   A  servant  idling  rank ;  •  WHt 

6962.  6977.— The  Kniohtes  ^  •  .  »  See  his  Crajucth, 
ver.  101— 17  — The  Chanokr*  \  *m+k.  SeehisPioiosrv. 
ver.  16022—16187.  Yemen,  pi  251 1.  273a  See  the  n.  oo 
ver.  101. 

Ykmanrie  .  n.  The  rank  of  Yeoman.  See  then.onwr.MH. 

Yrrde,  n.  8ax,  A  rod,  or  staff,  149.  T.  iL  154.  Under  Uu 
yerde.  13027.   See  the  note. 

Ykre  for  Yrres.  n.  pi.  Sax.  Years.  491ft  11125. 

Yxrke,  adj.  Sax.  Brisk ;  eager.  3257. 

 adv.  Briskly;  eagerly.  657*-  12332.   Early.  T.  iii. 

337.  As  yerne.  T.  iii.  151.  T.  iv.  112.  Soon;  tamnedisttly. 

 v.  To  desire ;  to  seek  eagerly.  T.  iii.  152.  T.  if.  1ft 

Yrrwiko,  n.  Activity;  diligence.  R.5951.  EsveU.  Orif . 

Yeten,  part  pa.  JL  5702.  Gotten. 

Yrve,  v.  8ax.  To  give.  507.  6ia 

Ybvkn,  Ykve,  part  pa.  Given.  1088.  1091.  7135. 

Y-valle,  part  pa.  25.  Fallen. 

Y-peinrd,  part  pa.  8405.  Lordes  hestes  may  arf  ten 
y-feined.  The  commands  of  sovereigns  may  not  be  ex- 
ecuted with  a  feigned,  pretended  seal ;  they  most  be 
executed  strictly  and  fully. 

Y-kette,  part.  pa.  10488.  Fetched. 

Yfoxdbn,  part.  pa.  10154.  Found. 

Y-kosterkd,  part.  pa.  .T944.  Educated. 

Y-kreten,  part.  pa.  L.  W.  1949.  Devoured. 

Y-oetk.v,  part.  pa.  35R1.  Gotten. 

Y-glosko,  part.  pa.  10983.  Flattered. 

Y -glued,  part.  pa.  10496.   Glcwed ;  fastened  withgte*- 

Y-oo,  part.  pa.  288.  Gone. 

Y-oravb.  part.  pa.  607».  Buried. 

Y.ha lowed,  part.  pa.  L.  W.  1069.    Kept  holy. 

Y-h  erd,  part.  pa.  373*1.   Covered  with  hair. 

Y-hold,  part.  pa.  1309.  L.  W.  19o2.  Beholden. 

Y-japed,  part.  pa.  17094.   Tricked;  deceived. 

Y-lesskd,  part  pa.  T.  i.  1090.    Relieved.  See  L»s»«>- 

Y-licjik.  YaiKK,Af/j.  Sax.  Resembling.  594. 154I.Kquel.9^» 

 adv.  8a x.  Equally;  alike.  2328.77* 

Y  limed,  part.  pa.  (mIO.  Limed ;  caught,  as  with  blrd-Uni* 

Y-LOfKJED,  part.  pa.  14997.  Lmiued. 

Y-wa.sked,  part.  pa.  T.  iii.  1740.    Mailed,  or  Mabed- 

Masche.    Belo.  Macula  retts.  Kilian. 
Y-MEINT,  part.  pa.  2172.  Mingleil. 
Y-mkll,  preji.  Sax.    Amonir.  4169. 
YMKNEi  h,  pr.  n.   HymencuH.  9<J<4. 
Ynoi'gii,  Ynow*,(«/p.  Sax.    Knough.  11«»20.  13985. 
Yoldkn,  part.  pa.  of  Yeldk.  Given.  3»J54. — Yitlded.  T.i"" 

1217.— Repaid.  R.  4M6. 
YoX(jhede,  n.  Sax.   Youth.   R.  351. 
Yohk,  adv.  Sax.    Of  a  long  time.  4692.  7»M.— A  UftI* 

before.  9990.—  Yore  agon.  13C39     Long  ago.  /» 

times  pore.  !M>16.    Gf  time  pore.  11275. 
Yove,  p.  l.  of  Yrve.  C.  L.  CM.  (Javc. 
YoniK,  pron.  pass.  Sax.  is  u»ed  for  Yolres.  16716-  ^,n' 

587-  L.  W.  6K3  C.  L.  B55. 
Yoi'rks,  pron.  pas*.  Sax.  used  generally,  when  the  noun- 

to  which  it  belongs,  in  understood,  or  placed  before 

749.r>.  JW79.  1091 1.    He  was  an  old  felate  if  pouret. 

He  was  an  old  companion  if  pours,  i.  e.  of.  or  a&#9* 

your  companions.   See  the  E^aax,  \c.  iu 
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,  n.  Sax.  Youth.  R.  49J1. 

x.  Tohickup.  4140.  Yyxyk.  Singultio.  Prompt. 

art  pa.  367.  Picked ;  spruce, 
part.  pa.  3752.  Quenched. 
pa.  t  F.  iii.  284.  Reached. 
3880.  seems  to  be  put  for  the  old  pari.  pr. 
m.  Reeking. 
Sax.  Iron.  1986.  6488. 
ire.  pa.  5265.  Torn. 
YaoxMtv,  part  pa.  3891.  2696.  Run. 
>t  part.  pa.  10279.  Settled;  established, 
x.   Ice.  F.  4a 
,  part  pa.  Treated.  905. 

art  pa.  10487.  Set ;  placed.  Appointed.  1637. 
tart.  pa.  6894.  Damaged. 
yurt  pa.  L.  W.  726.   Pushed  forward*. 
part.  pa.  945.  4904.  Slain, 
ft.  M.  1 10,  col.  2,  L  46    8.)  the  name  of  the  Fa. 
a*  commonly  written,  notwithstanding  the  dis- 
pointed  out  by  the  following  technical  verse, 
pus  at  Kerba,  ted  JSsopus  dot  bona  verba." 

is  and  many  other  passages,  which  are  quoted 
lop  by  writers  of  the  middle  ages,  it  is  not  easy 
hat  author  they  mean.  The  Greek  collection**  of 
'hich  are  now  current  under  the  name  of  JEmod, 
known,  I  apprehend,  in  this  part  of  the  world, 
me  that  Melibee  was  written.  Phsedrus  too  had 
red.  Avienus  indeed  was  very  generally  read, 
oted  as  ^Esop  by  John  of  Salisbury,  Polycrat  L. 
JEtopo,  vel  Avieno  credos. 
he  name  of  JSsop  was  chiefly  appropriated  to  the 
>us  *  author  of  60  fables,  in  Elegiac  metre,  which 


1  improbable  conjectures,  which  hare  been  made 
ct  to  the  real  name  and  age  of  this  writer,  may  be 
e  Mcnagiana,  Vol.  i.  p.  172.  and  in  Fabric.  Bibl. 
.  p.  376.  Ed.  Patav.  In  the  edition  of  these  fables 
e  commentator,  of  no  great  authority,  I  confess, 
n  opinion  of  some  people,  that 44  OaUerut  Angeli- 
unc  librum  tub  nomine  Etopt."  I  suppose  the 
ant  was  Gualterut  Anglicut,  who  had  been  tutor 
II.  King  of  Sicfly,  and  was  Archbishop  of  Palermo 
rear  1170.  I  cannot  believe  that  they  were  much 
his  time ;  and  in  the  beginning  of  the  next  century 

0  be  mentioned  under  the  name  of  2Btoput%  among 
sommonly  read  in  schools,  by  Eberhardus  Bethu- 
ds  Labi/rinthui,  Tract,  iii.  de  Versifications,  v.  U. 
,  Hist.  Poet.  Med.  JBvi.  p.  836.  About  the  middle 
e  century  (the  xitith)  Vincent  of  Beauvais  in  his 
UitUrr.  L.  iii.  c  2.  gives  an  account  of  jEsop,  and 
rimen  of  his  fables,  quae  Romulus  quidam  deOretco 
%  tranttutit,etadjliium  tuum  Tybcrinum dirigit.m 
11,  as  I  remember,  in  the  printed  Romulus. 

er  the  invention  of  printing,  that  larger  collection 
»  of  iEsop  was  made  and  published  in  Germany, 
been  mentioned  in  this  Vol.  p.  202.  It  is  divided 
oks,  to  which  is  prefixed  a  life  of  iEsop  e  Grtrco- 
Rimicium  facta .  The  three  first  are  composed  of 
giac  fables  of  the  metrical  iEsopus,  with  a  few 
iations ;  and  to  each  of  them  is  subjoined  a  fable 
e  lubject  in  prose  from  Romulus.  Book  it.  con- 
jmainlng  fables  of  Romulus  in  prose  only*  The 
is*  not  more  than  one  or  two  fables  which  had  ever 
before  under  the  name  of  iEsop.   The  rest  are 

1  the  Oetta  Romanorum,  the  Calilah  ti  Damnah 
.  note  *  ;  and  p.  202.  note  X)  and  other  obscurer 
The  vrth  and  last  Book  contains  17  fables  with  the 
itle :  Srquuntur  fabulce  nova  Etopi  ex  transla- 
cii.  There  has  been  a  great  diversity  of  opinion 
rned  men  concerning  this  Remieiut  or  Rimicius 
Nilant.),  while  some  have  confounded  him  with 
is  Romulus,  and  others  have  considered  him  as  the 
this  collection.  1  have  no  doubt  but  the  person 
at  Rinucius  who  translated  the  life  of  iEsop  by  Pla- 
96  of  his  fables,  from  the  Greek  into  Latin,  about 
of  the  xvth  Century.  See  Fabric.  Bibl.  Med.  iEt. 
:irs.  In  his  translation  of  the  Epistles  of  Hippo- 
.  Harl  3527.  he  is  styled  in  one  place  Ferdentit, 
ther  Castilionrnsis.  All  the  fables  from  Remieiut 
l>ose  this  vith  Book,  as  well  as  the  Life  of  iEsop, 
ofesaedly  taken  from  Rimieiut,  are  to  be  found  in 
ation  by  Rinuriu*.  There  is  an  Edition  of  it 
Milan  about  14*0 ;  but  it  might  very  possibly  have 


are  printed  in  Nevelet's  collection  under  the  title  of 
M  Anonymi  fabuUz  JE topic  a."  I  have  seen  an  Edition 
of  them  in  1503,  by  Wynkyn  de  Worde.  in  which  thfy 
are  entitled  simply  "  Etopi  fabuUz  "  The  subjects  are 
for  the  moat  part  plainly  taken  from  Phsfdnw ;  but  tt 
may  be  doubted  whether  the  author  copied  from  the 
original  work  of  Phsedrus,  or  from  some  version  of  it  into 
Latin  prose.  Several  vendons  of  this  kind  are  still  ex-  | 
tant  in  MS.  One  of  very  considerable  antiquity  has  been 
published  by  Nilant,  Lugd.  Bat.  17119.  under  the  title  of 
Fabuke  Antiqua,  together  with  another  of  a  later  date, 
which  is  pretended  to  have  been  made  from  the  Greek 
by  an  Emperour  Romulus,  for  the  use  of  his  son  Tiber  I- 
nus.  They  all  shew  evident  marks  of  being  derived 
from  one  common  origin,  like  what  has  been  observed  of 
the  several  Greek  oollectionn  of  iEsopean  fables  in  prose 
( Dissert,  de  Babrio.  Lnnd  1776.);  like  them  to*,  they  differ 
very  much,  one  from  another,  in  style,  order  of  fables, 
and  many  little  particulars ;  and,  what  is  most  material, 
each  of  them  generally  contains  a  few  fables,  either 
invented  or  stolen  by  its  respective  compiler,  which  are 
not  to  be  found  in  the  other  collections  ;  so  that  it  ia 
often  impracticable  to  verifle  a  quotation  from  iEsop  in 
the  writers  of  Chaucer's  time,  unless  we  happen  to  light 
upon  the  identical  book  of  fables  which  the  writer  who 
quotes  had  before  hint. 

I  have  printed  in  the  Discourse,  A-o.  n.  29.  a  fable  of 
the  Cock  and  the  Fvx,  from  the  French  Etopt  of  Marie, 
which  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  collection  that  I 
have  seen,  and  which,  I  suppose,  furnished  Chaucer  with 
the  subject  of  his  Nonnet  treettet  tale.  In  the  same 
French  iEsop,  and  in  a  Latin  Ma  Bibl.  Reg.  16  A.  viL 
there  ia  a  fable,  which,  I  think,  might  have  given  the 
hint  for  Prior's  Ladle.  "  A  country  fellow  one  day  laid 
hold  of  a  faery  (unfolet.  Fa.),  who,  in  order  to  be  set  at 
liberty,  gave  him  three  wishes.  The  man  goes  home, 
and  gives  two  of  them  to  his  wife.  Soon  after,  as  they 
are  dining  upon  a  chine  of  mutton,  the  wife  feels  a  long- 
ing for  the  marrow,  and  not  being  able  to  get  it,  she 
wishes  that  her  husband  had  an  iron  beak  (long  com  U 
Witecoct.  Fa.  long  as  the  Woodcock)  to  extract  this  mar- 
row for  her.  An  excrescence  being  immediately  formed 
accordingly,  the  husband  angrily  wishes  it  off  from  his 
own  face  upon  his  wife's."— And  here  the  story  is  un- 
luckily defective  in  both  copies ;  but  it  is  easy  to  suppose, 
that  the  third  and  last  remaining  wish  was  employed  by 
the  wife  for  her  own  relief. 

A  fable  upon  a  similar  idea,  in  French  verse,  may  be 
seen  in  MS  Hod  I.  16H7;  the  same,  as  I  apprehend,  with 
one  in  the  King's  library  at  Paris  (MS.  n.  7989.  fol.  189  ) 
which  is  entitled  "  Let  quatre  touhaits  de  Sains  Martin." 
Bee  Fabliaux,  &c.  T.  iii.  p.  311.  The  vanity  of  human 
wishes  is  there  exposed  with  more  pleasantry  than  in 
the  story  just  cited,  but  as  it  often  happens,  with  much 
leas  decency. 

Y-eows,  part.  pa.  5653.  Sown. 

Y-spaaiNT,  part  pa.  2171.  Sprinkled. 

Y-sncxBD,  part.  pa.  1567*  Sticked ;  thrust 

Y-sronvBN,  part  pa.  2016.  Dead. 

Y-takk,  part  pa.  3353.  Taken. 

Y-tbvbd.  part  pa.  45a  Tied. 

Y-TRB8PA8BO,  part.  pa.  M.  1 14,  col.  1,  L  52.  Trespassed. 
Y-vakishxd,  part.  pa.  657a 

Yvbl,  adj.  Sax.   Bad ;  unfortunate.  4172.  4182.  Yvxl, 

adr.  Sax.  111.  1129.  3715. 
Yvoiaa,  n.  Fa.  Ivory.  Du.  946. 
Y-WTMPT.BD,  part.  pa.   Covered  with  a  wimple.  472. 
Y-wia,  adv.  Sax.    Certainly.  3277.  3705. 
Y-wrakm,  pa.  t.  T.  v.  1467.    Wrenked  ;  revenged. 
Y-wbib,  part  pa.  2906.  Covered. 

Z. 

Zkuxis,  pr.  n.  11M50.   A  Grecian  puinter. 

come  into  the  hands  of  the  German  collector  In  MS.  soars 
years  sooner,  as  the  first  translations  of  (J reek  authors  were 
eagerly  sought  after  and  circulated  through  Europe  at  that 
time,  when  very  few  persons  were  capable  of  reading  the 
original. 


WORDS  AND  PHRASES  NOT  UNDERSTOOD. 


A  fere.  R.  4073-  | 

Agathon,  p.  n.  L.  W.  5P6. 

Blakeberied.  12340. 

Broken  harm.  9299. 

Cankedort.  T.  li.  1708. 

Carrenare.  Du.  1029. 

Consite.  C  D.  1238. 

Cost  1480. 

Countour.  361. 

Cuppos.  To  tornen  a  3926. 

Cytherua,  pr.n.  P.  iiL  137.  I 
Douced.  F.  iiL  131.  j 
Dulcarnon.  T.  iiL  933,  5.  [ 
Durense.  CD.  1199. 

Eclympaeteire,  pr.  n.  Du.  167.  , 
Farewell  feldefare.  R.  4510.  T.  ili.  863 
Fortenid  creae.  R.  4875.  I 
Frape.  T.  iiL  411.  i 
Gattothed.  470.  6185. 

Onoffe.  .3188.  1 

Hawebako.  4515.  I 

Hermes  Ballenus,  pr.  n.  F.  Hi.  181 

Hugetrt  and  Collo.  T.  L.  B.  ii.  p.  49a 

HyRhen.  F.  iii.  1062.  i 

Jack  of  Dover.  4345.  j 

Kirked.  R,  3137. 

Limote.  pr.  n.  F.  iii.  184.  I 


Louke.  4413. 

Madrian.  13896. 

Parodie.  T.  1547. 

Pavade,  3927. 

Paysaunoe.  C.  D.  1673. 

PelL  F.  IiL  220. 

Popper.  3929. 

Pouder  marchant  383. 

Proeerua,  pr.  n.  F  Iii.  138. 

Radevore.  L.  W.  234L 

Raket  T.  ir.  461. 

Rewel  bone.  13807. 

Sered  pokettes,  or  pottea.  16270. 

Span-newe,  T.  ill.  1671. 

8quaimoua.  3337. 

Teraen.  F.  iiL  654. 

Tidife.  10962. 

Trippe.  7329. 

Viretote.  3768 

Vitremite.  1437ft. 

Vounde  stone.  R.  7113. 

Wades  bote.  9298. 

Whipul-trve.  2925. 

Winder,  Wintred.  tt.  1018,  20. 

Zansis,  pr.  n.  T.  iv.  414. 

Zedeories,  pr.n.  T.  L.  B.  i.  p.  485. 


DRAMATIC  LIBRARY. 


BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 

Willi  an  Istmkciwl    Br  Gana  Daiut.    Is  rw»  nium  St*,  with  Portrait*  mud  Vignette*, 

jrvr  32*  r!«sk 

SHAKSPEARE. 

With  Rehuxs  oti  kit  Lm  tmd  Wimm.    By  Tbokas  Ciirau.    Is  one  volume  8vo, 
with  Ptrtnh,  Vignette,  sad  Index,  price  16*.  doth. 

BEN  JONSON. 

With  a  Mraont.    By  William  Goto**.    In  one  volume  8to,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette, 

price  16*.  dock 

MASSINGER  AND  FORD. 

With  an  Ixtkjoocctioh.  Bt  Haitut  Coleridge.    In  one  volume  8ro,  with  Portnit  and  Vignette,  % 

price  16j.  doth. 

WYCHERLEY,  CONGREYE,  VANBRUGH,  and  FARQUHAR.  j 

With  Biographical  and  Critical  Noncu.    By  Leigh  Hurt.    In  one  volume  8 to.  with  Portrait  I 
and  Vignette,  price  16*.  doth.'  "  I 

I 

SHERIDAN'S  DRAMATIC  WORKS. 

With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Srbtch.     By  Leigh  Hunt.    In  one  Tolumc  8vo,  price  U.  6d.  ! 

doth. 


EDWARD  MOXON,  DOVER  STREET. 


